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INTRODUCTION


The British Empire was a great lumbering, but effective, beast. At its heart lay England, and at the heart of England lay the largest city in Europe: London. Despite being central to the political and economic machinations of the crown for centuries, the old city suddenly found itself experiencing a metamorphosis. In 1801, the city was home to one million people, and yet only one hundred years later that figure would be dwarfed, with several million people now calling London their home. Year upon year the population grew, craving the chance of a better life, a magnet to those within both Britain and the rest of the world. Political and economic upheaval in other lands would see the immigrant population grow further. The sudden arrival of cheap labour forced many indigenous workers into poverty, causing resentment and civil unrest. The class system, at a time of great prosperity for some and great hardship for many others, only added to the tide of ill feeling. The upper classes looked down on the poor as though they were at best second-class citizens and at worst, vermin. The poor looked on the wealthy with envious distrust and loathing. With such animosity coursing through the streets of London, it was inevitable that crime and violence were never far away. The introduction of the Metropolitan Police in 1829 by Robert Peel was designed to be a visual deterrent, though it did little to curb the wave of lawless behaviour. Like the population police numbers grew, including a detective force introduced in the year 1842 to work alongside the uniformed constables. London became a steaming, hissing cauldron filled to the brim with isolated communities, political activists, and the downtrodden masses. The police were too few to deal with the day-to-day crime of the city, and when evil came calling, they were powerless to prevent its rampage. Those most vulnerable were those so poor, they had no choice but to scrabble amongst the filth, facing constant adversity; soon there would come a time when these poor unfortunates would become prey to the evil that was about to descend on the beleaguered city of London.




Chapter 1
London September 1873
The streets of London retained the light smattering of snow that had fallen in the earlier part of the day. The dog picked its way through the darkened alleys of the less refined districts of the city. Small and dishevelled, the natural white of its coat had not been seen for many years; the beast adapting to the colour of the filth-strewn streets. The course and matted brown hair barely covered its skeletal frame. It craved food, like many other inhabitants, whether they were human or beast. Regular meals were scarce and many of the lower orders too frequently went to their beds with the gnawing agony of hunger. The dog was no different, and despite exhaustion at the lack of sustenance, it moved on determinedly.  Then, quite abruptly, its short legs stopped, and cocked its head as an unnatural sound collided with his finely tuned hearing. The dog may have lacked height but did not fall short in curiosity and set off, keen to investigate. It moved quickly, avoiding the drunks who lined the streets of the city like some grotesque decoration. Most of the disenfranchised, gin-soaked populace had been cast aside by a nation that measured a man by the weight of his purse. These savage creatures had lost their humanity, and their self-loathing erupted all too often with fury. The dog had learned through brutal experience, it made certain that it gave a wide birth to those it suspected would send an anger-filled boot in his direction. The beast ducked down an alley, which seemed darker, and held an atmosphere of menace far greater than the streets it had travelled thus far.
Sensing danger, the animal slowed its pace, the natural instinct of survival overcoming its desire to investigate. Reaching the top of a stone flight of steps, and pausing momentarily, the animal cocked its head and listened. The noise was still no more than a whisper, but nonetheless it was constant, originating from somewhere at the foot of the weather-beaten steps. Short legs lurched forward once more, the depth of the steps testing their dexterity. It moved along a narrow walkway that showed signs of neglect and disuse. The dog was not aware of the fact, but it obviously meant that this area was privately owned. It had been left abandoned to the elements. This was an unusual occurrence, because of its close proximity to the Thames, the lifeblood of London. At the walkway’s end stood a door, locked to prevent prying eyes, but the weather had not been kind to it, and a broken plank in the frontage allowed the diminutive hound access. Darkness descended, and the dog’s bravery nearly faltered until it spied a faint flickering light in the distance. Nudging the suspect plank with its nose allowed the dog to hear, more clearly, the sound it recognised as human sobbing. But the noise resonated differently to the frequent times it had experienced previously. Misery in a city such as London ran deep, and tears flowed like the current in the most energetic of rivers. Reaching another door, the animal gently leaned forward until the wood before it moved enough to allow it to peer inside.
The room was mostly shrouded in darkness, the only light emanating from two small candles that stood upon a solitary table. Next to them, a bound and gagged figure shivered.  The dog had found the origin of the unusual sound. The figure sobbed, the gag that was placed over the mouth preventing the cries of discomfort reaching all but the most gifted hearing. Then a figure, so far unnoticed by the dog, stepped forward. The animal felt an inherent fear. Its body trembled, the small canine brain bellowing at it to run, its legs refusing the order. The newly arrived figure was a mere shape in the shadows, only its hands visible in the candlelight. One of those hands brushed a tear from the prone woman’s cheek.
“Do not cry. You and I have been chosen for a task. You are the first of many - you must welcome your fate.”
The gag about the victim’s mouth prevented any reply, and the candlelight caught the movement of a blade. The sobs turned to a gurgle as blood poured from the freshly slit throat. The dog watched as the blade went to work. What was once an attractive woman, was mercilessly, turned into mere lumps of flesh. Then, at last, the shadowy figure ceased its butchery and, after carefully wrapping each bloodied remnant of his victim, walked towards the door.  The dog shook violently with fear and whimpered. The figure stopped and looked at the wretched beast. A hand delivered two tender pats to the its head.
“Good dog,” whispered the shadow, and then it walked away.
The animal remained fixed to the spot until it was quite sure the figure had gone.  It moved away from the scene of slaughter but without haste; it feared to see the stranger again. When finally, its body felt the air upon its coat, the animal burst into a run, never to return to the ominous place.
***
Nine days later, the chief medical examiner for the Metropolitan Police forced his way through a crowd of reporters. He shunned their attempts to obtain the grisly facts for their various employers. An orderly ceased talking to a porter, and upon seeing Dr. Bond’s discomfort helped his superior reach the substantial grounds of the Clapham and Wandsworth union workhouse. London had evolved during the reign of Queen Victoria, and the workhouse had imitated that growth in both size and duties to the city. The original structure had been built in 1732, but this workhouse, with its more dominating crucifix structure, was commissioned later, and work was not completed on the St John’s Hill site until 1840.  Despite only being forty years old, the workhouse refused to stagnate, and a much larger infirmary had been added, the workhouse gardens paying the cost of progress. Three stories high, the new infirmary was the destination of the chief medical examiner.
“Thank you, Tom. It seems that these grounds have attracted more flies than usual.” Dr. Bond made a slight head movement in the direction of those wishing to hear and then report on the grisly news. “In hindsight, it was a mistake to take the morning air.” Bond was a slender man, his moustache trimmed to perfect symmetry and wearing a tailored suit that was both functional and of the highest quality, if not a recent purchase. His life, in many ways, mirrored his career; meticulous attention to every detail and quality placed above the need to bend a knee to the latest fashions.
“Nothing excites the crowd like a murder, Dr. Bond.” The orderly grinned; his teeth dominated that grin by their almost total absence. He raised a tobacco-stained hand and held a cigarette to his mouth. Bond could not help wonder about the sanitary implications of having this man working amongst the sick.
“Misery peddlers, the lot of them.” Bond shook his head, wondering why the people of the city delighted so in news of murder and depravity.
“Yes sir, the remains have been placed in one of the isolation rooms away from prying eyes. I believe they await your arrival before continuing with the examination.”
“Very well, Tom, lead the way.”
As they moved through the grounds of the workhouse and then the infirmary, Bond could not help making mental notes of those areas that required improvement. In truth, he was impressed, but to cease striving for perfection only led in time to a decline in standards. Corridor gave way to yet more corridors, and as staff hurried here and there, Bond was aware that the workhouse had insufficient nurses. His observations were brought to an end when eventually Tom came to a stop and turned to face him.
“The remains are within.” Tom reached down and raised the latch. “I shall continue with my duties.”
“Thank you, Tom.”
The orderly nodded and, with the briefest of smiles, turned and walked away.
The orderly nodded, and Dr Bond watched him slip away with wry smile curling his lips. He had known Tom long enough to know that he felt uneasy when those subordinate to him were overly respectful. Dr Bond had long suspected that it was Tom who was relieving the infirmary of its stock. The rub was, he could not prove it, and so, Tom’s thievery would have to be addressed another day.
***
Dr. Bond entered the isolation room to be greeted by the sight of two men hunched over an examination table. They had been so engrossed in their work that the arrival of their superior had gone unnoticed.
“Gentlemen, I take it that this is the unfortunate soul who met with a gruesome and untimely end?” The two men were startled by his sudden appearance in the room. The taller of the two regained his composure to splutter an apology. Dr Bond held up his hand to calm the man and show that no offence had been taken. “What have we so far?”
“It has been twenty-four hours since the last body part was found.” The taller man moved aside to give Bond the opportunity to gaze upon the victim for the first time. “At this time, we have fourteen pieces, each of which was recovered from a different location within the city. Some have suffered more from the elements than others due to the areas in which they were discarded.”
Bond was a medical man with vast experience. Nonetheless, that experience did little to prepare him for what lay to his front. He struggled to hide his revulsion. “Have we been able to establish actual cause of death?”
“Hayden,” the taller man nodded towards his colleague, “discovered that the side of the skull had suffered significant trauma. We believe it may well have been enough to cause death, but we cannot say with complete certainty,” he paused, and looked at the victim. “The throat had also been cut. I hope she was dead long before the body was subjected to this carnage.”
“Indeed,” Bond replied, nodding his agreement. “Do we have any clue as to her identity?”
“As you can see, the state of the remains will make identification extremely difficult. One part was found wrapped in a black petticoat; it is the only piece of clothing to be left attached to the victim. The style and fabric are commonplace, though, unfortunately, so I doubt it will offer any hint to the identity of its owner. The body was not simply hacked apart, in a sense it was taken apart, piece by piece. It would have taken time, and the killer - or killers - would have needed a safe place to carry out this task undisturbed. It is also clear that a sharp knife and a saw were used to dismember the body, I feel that I must emphasise this was no lunatic, cutting and slashing. There is, at least, a limited skill involved.”
‘Thank you, Dr. Kempster. Excellent work. Dr. Hayden, I have been informed that you are not without skill when it comes to reconstruction.”
“I have experience in these matters, but I have to confess that I am daunted by this challenge. It will be difficult with so many injuries, and the waters of the Thames have added to the breakdown of tissue. Even my best work would only allow those closest to the victim a slim chance of recognising her.” He paused, looking down at the butchery, “I am not sure we will ever know her name.”
“Nonetheless, we must make every effort. Sew the parts together and try and restore the features as best you can.” He looked down at the wretched creature and could not help feel sadness at the evil in the world. “A whore no doubt, but, whatever her sins before God, this end was not deserved.” It was an assumption on Bond’s part that the victim was a whore, but an understandable assumption, as so many of the prostitutes within London were dragged from the Thames. Dr Bond gave a small nod, then turned and walked briskly towards the door. He was eager to re-join the world of the living and feel the winter air upon his face. Suddenly, he stopped and turned, raising a hand and stroking his beloved moustache. Finally, it was clear he had reached a decision.
“Gentlemen, this may simply be a gang-related crime or an angered husband. In truth, though, I feel it is something different. The killer has invested time in this slaughter, and we must be prepared to consider that they have, in some way, derived pleasure from the barbarous act. If that is the case, it would be foolish not to expect further victims. Would you agree?”
“Yes,” replied Hayden.
“It is unlikely that we will gain any information from the remains that will lead to the arrest of the perpetrator, and I fear you are correct, Dr Bond,” added Kempster.
“Then I feel this room will become pivotal to the matter, and to further investigations to find those responsible for this crime. I shall speak with the inspector in charge of the case and see if we can keep any future deaths out of the public eye. Our work must be allowed time to reap its rewards, without pressure from the mob. Very well, gentlemen. Keep me informed of your progress and let us hope God finds a way to deliver justice for that poor soul.” Without waiting for a reply, Bond turned once again on his heels; he sought fresh air within his lungs and against his skin. He could not rid himself of the thought that he had witnessed unbridled evil, and he could not help feeling shaken to his very core.
***
Less than a year later, the News of the World told the gruesome story of a dismembered body. The newspaper told its readers that parts of a female had been discovered in the waters of the Thames, in the Putney area. Despite being the lead story, there were, in fact, very few details in the article. Initially, the unfortunate female was taken to the Fulham union workhouse, but after a thorough examination, very little could be ascertained of the victim’s identity or of the person responsible for the crime. Interest in the murder waned, and an open verdict was placed on the incident with only fleeting reference made to a similar crime the previous year.
Two days after the verdict had been passed, a covered wagon stopped outside the gates of the Clapham and Wandsworth workhouse. It was late, and as Tom approached the wagon with a trolley there were few prying eyes to take an interest. A large sewn bag was placed on the trolley and Tom laid a few coins in the wagon driver’s hand.
“What’s going on, Tom?” The guard asked sleepily, the snort of the horse rousing him from his slumbering position within the gatehouse.
“Best not to ask, Bill,’ Tom reached down and took a brown bottle from his coat, and then winked at the guard. “We all need to warm from within from time to time.’
“Right you are, Tom.” The guard’s hand shot out and retrieved the bottle like a snake grasping at a particularly tasty mouse. He nodded, and then disappeared from view. Tom steered the trolley through the many corridors, bristling with his own self-importance. He delighted in informing those who held higher positions within the workhouse that he was employed on an important task of the utmost secrecy. The trolley even slowed to ensure certain individuals were forced to notice. Eventually, however, Tom exhausted the supply of spectators and approached the door to which he had shown Dr. Bond less than a year earlier. He entered, and at first thought the room empty.
“Dr. Kempster?” he called.
A figure emerged from beyond a screen; the face aged quite dramatically over the last few months and showing the ravages of too many hours spent within the workplace.
“Ah, Tom. The remains from Fulham I presume?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Place it with the others,” Dr Kempster sighed, and rubbed the fatigue from his eyes. “I will get to it presently.”
Tom wheeled the trolley past the screen and looked at the seven tables that already held the remains of bodies. After a short time, he re-appeared with an empty trolley.
“I think we will need a bigger room soon, Dr. Kempster.”
“Indeed,” Kempster replied, but his focus was already on the next victim as he moved past the orderly. As he did so, he handed Tom a small purse, “I trust I do not have to remind you of the importance of keeping the details of our work from the ears of those beyond?”
“I’m no church bell, sir. None shall hear it from me.” Tom moved away, pretending to be a little affronted by the very suggestion that he would blab. He smiled as he closed the door; this killer was making him a tidy sum, and he hoped to avoid the noose for a little longer yet.
***
Kempster looked across at the tables and wondered just how long the deaths of so many could be kept from the public. He thanked God that five of the bodies had been found by the police, and consequently their discovery had gone unnoticed by the newspapers who so loved to report grisly tales and stoke the fires of unrest. If they did learn of the murders, he had no answers to give; the killer was shrouded in a mist which seemed impenetrable. The murderer was free to commit slaughter at will.




Chapter 2
Cloveney Hall...1874
The great hall stood proudly amongst the surrounding countryside. It was a shining beacon, highlighting the sweeping changes that had taken place within much of the British Empire. This was not the residence of a lord bathed in pomp and ceremony through the centuries. No birth rite had passed from generation to generation in this imposing abode. Sir Simeon Harkness was a self-made man, forged from the grit and grime of industry. Rising like the phoenix through society, his wealth and intellect sliced through a reluctant upper class as a clipper dispatched the waves.
Cloveney Hall stood in the heart of the Warwickshire countryside and, just like the mighty city of London a year previously, the snow had placed a gentle shroud on all that it touched. The adverse weather conditions, however, had not prevented the rich and powerful from across England rushing headlong to a gathering called by Harkness. The empire’s elite were concerned with staying that way and rubbing shoulders with individuals such as Sir Simeon Harkness and his guests created endless possibilities. Leaders of industry saw the opportunity to make lucrative deals; politicians spied the chance to increase profile and gain financial backing; and attending mothers would enjoy the game of matchmaking, finding a suitable husband or wife for their offspring. This fostering of romances could guarantee financial security for the whole family for generations to come. Indeed, the advantages that the soirees held by Simeon Harkness were not to be missed.
Harkness greeted each guest in the same way - polite but not over familiar, as he endeavoured to make each guest feel important, speaking only of details particular to them. Lady Houghton could not contain her joy when he congratulated over the birth of her third grandchild. Thomas Mead was left bemused how Harkness knew that his mines on the African continent had surpassed all expectation and yielded more than a tidy profit.
Sir Harkness watched with satisfaction as his mirrored his behaviour toward their guests, training them to be extremely efficient, their manners impeccable, and their knowledge of small details, such as a General’s love of a particular malt whisky, guaranteed that each guest glowed with self-importance. There was another reason that Simeon determined that there would be only one master within his household, he was a man who needed to control. His halls were visited by royalty, high ranking politicians and wealthy leaders of industry, but at Cloveney Hall, Harkness was king. Only one subject disturbed the man’s outward calm. He felt his lip twitch beneath his neatly trimmed moustache as he looked across the room and saw the object of his discomfort: William Harkness. As he glared at the portrait of his son, he realised that this was the one factor in his planned and deliberate life that could not be controlled. Finally, after another over-eager mother with plans of marrying a daughter into an influential household, enquired of the whereabouts of William, Simeon knew he must act.
***
William sat in his room having resisted all attempts by various members of the household to coax him into attend the gathering. A sharp, business-like rap at the door was ignored. Another sounded, but William merely raised a glass of finest malt to his lips and savoured the harsh liquid as it burned its delightful way down his throat. His father was not a man to be ignored or barred from a room in his own house. The door opened - an action that forced William to look up. For a moment he stared at his father and then, to show his contempt, fell backwards onto his bed, declaring in one single movement that he had no intention of being ousted from his room.
“Tonight is in your honour,” his father barked.
“Once again, father, you arrange a person’s life without consultation with its main protagonist,” replied William, with as much bile as he could muster.
“I believed you would appreciate the chance to bid a farewell to your friends.”
“And how many of those present in this household are my friends, father?” William refused to let his anger abate.
“You leave tomorrow; I would prefer this night not to be consumed with animosity.”
“I leave tonight. I have asked Obadiah to prepare a coach.”
“Emily is present, and I am sure that your friendship, so long in the making, deserves a respectful goodbye at the very least.” Simeon sighed and raised his voice. “William, you have made no secret of wanting to be free of this family, to be your own man. But with independence comes responsibility; it was no small matter securing you a position within the 66th. The cost was great in both money and favours, and, as such, you are in my debt. I expect you to make your presence known and to behave in a way that befits your position, and not like a petulant child.” Simeon turned and strode from the room, ignorant of William's poisonous glare.
William was determined that he would not be indebted to his father just as he was about to begin his new life. There would be no anchor tying him to Cloveney or his father. He looked in the mirror and took a large drink of his whisky. Another knock at the door sounded, testing William’s patience.
“Yes!” he snapped.
The door opened, and Obadiah Godspeed stepped into the room. “Now, Master William, you are not too old to feel the riding crop around your arse.” The old man smiled, his leathery face showing no fear at addressing the heir to Cloveney in such a disrespectful way.
“Obadiah, I am sorry. Father has just demanded that I prance, peacock-like, for his esteemed guests.”
“I imagine he fears the loss of his son and wishes to spend as much time in his presence as possible. As we all do, Master William.”
“Why? We have no bond between us.”
“I cannot say. I have not been blessed with children of my own. Besides, I would have kicked you headlong from this place years ago.”
William laughed, “You old bastard. At least there will be one thing I miss about this place.”
“I wish I could say the same, but I am getting too old for pulling your carcass out of gin-soaked shitholes.” Obadiah paused, his face becoming more serious. “Your coach is ready, and you will want for nothing on your journey.” The old man raised a hand and touched William’s cheek. "Stay alive, William.”
William knew the showing of emotion was not easy for Obadiah and wasn’t surprised when he took to his heels. He followed the old man from the room, but Obadiah had disappeared from view, and William resigned himself to paying his debt. He started to descend the impressive staircase, his hand gliding along the cool, heavily decorated oak rail. Like the stairs, it was more than a functional tool to assist movement from one floor to the next: it was a statement. Skilled craftsmen had turned beams of oak into a serpent-like piece of art. It twisted and writhed upon its path, attacking its prey’s sense of sight and touch. William had trodden each step many times but had never tired of tracing the rail’s contours with his hand. This day, despite its importance, was no different, and for a moment the anger he felt for his father was forgotten, as he allowed a smile to spread across his face.
At six feet three inches, with a broad chest that was flanked by muscular shoulders, the young Harkness cut an impressive figure. Many females, both young and old, eyed this man of nineteen years both with lust, and as a possibly eligible suitor. Unfortunately, those who looked on with desire did so with no chance of obtaining their prize.
William surveyed the crowd, but his eyes only sought one image. His search took him down the stairway and across the magnificent hallway into the substantial banqueting hall. Many of the younger guests were engaged in dancing, but here and there small pockets of influential men discussed matters of great importance. William smiled, knowing it was just peacocks engaging in wind and bluster. The conversations would start in earnest when the music died down and men retired to secretive rooms. Fortunes could be made, or even future policies of the British Empire forged, over a glass of brandy. William was aware that many young men would have given all that they had to be included in such meetings. William,  however, despised the men involved, and could think of nothing more repugnant than being trapped in a small room, listening to their self-proclaimed importance.
He crossed the banqueting hall and entered a smaller, though no less impressive, room.  When his mother had been alive it had served as a place for her to work at her canvasses. Now, some fourteen years later, books lined the walls, but here and there an artwork kept the name Constance Elizabeth Harkness alive within Cloveney Hall. At the far end of the room, William could see that which he craved, but initially he held his advance. Emily sat listening to the military exploits of retired general Sir Reginald Soames. Emily was the most intelligent and beautiful woman William had ever encountered. She was tall, slender, and when she walked it was with such grace that no contact with the ground seemed to be required. Her beauty and intelligence, however, were not her most notable quality. Each person with whom she conversed was left with the impression that they were the most important and cared-for individual in the world. The old general  appeared to be feeling the effects of Emily’s proximity, judging by the puffed out chest, as Emily seemingly hung on his every word. William could not help but smile, because there was no pretence with Emily. She was a truly genuine person, an unusual characteristic within British society, and he’d loved her since they’d first met. Emily’s father had come to Cloveney to discuss business matters only a few months after William’s mother had passed away. William was used to spending his time in the meadows of the substantial grounds and it was there that the two had met. At first, he had resented the arrival of the girl who had so rudely interrupted his thoughts of his mother. Nonetheless, it was not long before Emily disarmed William, and the two spent many days as they grew older, walking amongst the long grasses of the meadows and dancing in the wind-blown apple blossoms of the orchards. As with that first day, Emily intoxicated William.
He approached, giving those who stood nearby respectful but not over-friendly nods. As he neared, he could see just how the general was basking in the company of such a beauty. The old man sat up straight, and somehow the years had fallen away from his battered features. The general caught the young man’s approach in the corner of his eye.
“William, my boy. Come to steal my girl?”
Before William could reply, Emily stood, leaned forward, whispered in the old war dog’s ear, and then finally placed a gentle kiss upon his cheek. The General blushed and barked with laughter,
‘Thirty years ago, you delightful girl,” he managed to speak through the laughter.
Emily took William by the arm and the two retreated from the prying eyes of the guests. It took time, but eventually they entered a room devoid of occupants. Emily turned to face William, but the smile that had been so noticeable only moments earlier had vanished, replaced by a mask of sadness.
“You leave tonight?” It was not really a question, more a statement of fact.
William was shocked. He had hoped to be the one to tell Emily, and to give his reasons, “Did my father...”
“I have not spoken to your father,” she interrupted. “If I did not know your mind after all these years William, what kind of a friend would I be?”
“Friend?”
“You are going away William. Only God knows when you will come back, and I have no doubt that you have no plans to return. Under the circumstances I can offer only friendship, and nothing more.”
William stiffened, not knowing what to say. Eventually he spoke,“I have made no promises.”
“We have been promised to one another since we were small children. You leave to become your own man, but may I suggest that you first become enough of a man to tell the truth.” Her tone was harsh, and the words cut deeper than any sabre could hope to do. William felt anger for a moment, but the rage subsided quickly, because he knew she had the right to speak her mind and to feel betrayed.
“I love you,” he whispered, hoping to soothe her anger.
“A man does not desert those he loves, William. Stay here and fight the battle that rages within your heart. Running away to fight a foreign enemy will not give you the peace you crave.”
“Come with me,” he pleaded.
“I love you, William,” she replied, her voice breaking with sadness. “The promises between us were made long ago, when we were mere children. I will not run from one God-forsaken land to another in the hope that you will one day find tranquillity.” She reached up and unclasped her necklace, its small pendant shaped like the ponies that galloped free in the meadows of Cloveney. “I remember the day you gave this to me. Such a beautiful day.” She placed the jewellery in his hand, “I release you from any bond that holds you captive.” Before William could reply, she leaned forward, kissed him, and then slipped from his grasp. He watched her go, his heart commanding him to rush after her, but his legs refusing the order and remaining stubbornly unmoving. Moments later she had disappeared, and the only anchor that tied William to the world he knew had been raised. He did not feel the snow beneath his boots, nor did he hear the door to the coach open. As the wheels turned, he did not see the figure of his father watching from a window, or the tears in his eyes. William sat back in the coach’s seat, feeling numb to his surroundings. Eventually he would slip into slumber, drifting away from Cloveney Hall, and soon both it and the shores of England would be left far behind.




Chapter 3
July 26th 1880...  Southern Afghanistan
Sergeant Moore swore as he struggled to regain his footing. He rescued the spilled canteen, preventing the loss of more precious liquid than was necessary from leaking into the parched Afghan soil.
“I hate this bloody land. Dust, rock and pissing flies are all it has to offer. I am at a loss to know what our lords and masters deem worth dying for in this God-forsaken latrine.”
“Now, Sergeant Moore… a soldier’s place is not to question his betters. If they demand we die in a place of their choosing, then we should be grateful such decisions are not left in our unworthy hands.” William Harkness smiled, and helped the sergeant to properly regain both footing and dignity.
“Permission to speak frankly, Captain Harkness?”
“Of course, sergeant.”
“That is complete bollocks, begging you pardon sir.”
William Harkness laughed and slapped the sergeant on the back. He liked the grizzled old warrior. Moore moaned like an old woman but Harkness knew it would be difficult to find a better soldier in the whole of her majesty’s army. He guessed that Moore was no more than thirty-five years old, but the men looked upon him as a father figure. This was especially poignant as so many of the men in the ranks of the 66th were worryingly raw. Many were no more than boys, and William knew this was no place for unseasoned troops. He looked to the surrounding countryside and wondered if an enemy lurked near and, if that was the case, could they see the nervousness of his men? The warriors of the Afghan mountains were as tough as they were dedicated to the destruction of the British forces. He felt that, given time, the 66th could be honed into an excellent fighting force, though he was not so confident about their allies in the Bombay army. He did not doubt their courage, but experienced officers were in short supply, and the men of both the Jacob’s Rifles and Grenadiers were in desperate need of leadership. His thoughts were interrupted by the approach of Private Nightingale. The approach of Private Nightingale interrupted his thoughts.
“What can I do for you, Private?” William’s tone was relaxed; he let his sergeants instil discipline in the rank and file. Nightingale snapped to attention,
“Brigadier General Burrows requires your presence, Captain Harkness.”
“Thank you, Private. Well done and carry on,” replied William, noticing Nightingale’s flushed face. The young private bristled with obvious pride at a task completed to the satisfaction of his superior officer. As William turned, he heard the growl of Moore. He closed his eyes, fearing that he had in some way displeased his sergeant. He turned to face the man who always seemed to direct his dissatisfaction his way.
“Private Nightingale, are you back in that shit-hole of a farm you once called home?”
“No, Sergeant,” Nightingale said, a confused expression on his young face.
“Perhaps you make ready to suckle at your mam’s tit?”
“No, Sergeant,” replied Nightingale, a little more forcibly.
“Then you should button your damned tunic. This is not the men-loving Grenadiers – you’re
in God’s own regiment, Nightingale. This is the 66th. Heat or battle is no excuse for tardiness.”
“No, Sergeant,” repeated Nightingale as he fumbled with a single button that had not even come half way free of its hole.
“Out of my sight, Nightingale. You are a disgrace to the uniform.”
William and his sergeant watched the young man retreat with as much haste as the terrain would allow. The unevenness of that ground threatened to send Nightingale sprawling more than once.
“A good lad that. He will make a damn fine soldier in time,” announced Moore.
“Maybe you should let him know that,” William replied, more than a little confused by his sergeant’s statement.
“Have I smothered the little bastard in his sleep?”
“No,” replied William, finding it difficult to keep the smirk from his face.
“Then he already knows.”
William slapped Moore on the shoulder,
“The devil awaits you, Sergeant, and the Brigadier does the same for me.”
The journey through the camp was pleasant enough, even if he could see the ill effects that the previous days’ march had had on the men. He had been in her Majesty’s army for seven years, and it had somewhat calmed the anger he felt within. The departure from Cloveney had become a distant memory, even if the face of Emily visited his dreams. His former love had refused his letters, and in time he had reconciled himself to the fact there was nothing left for him in England. The army was his new family but looking around he worried about its future. The regiments here were filled with raw troops, and the Indian regiments were ill equipped and showing signs of real fatigue. He exchanged pleasantries with a few of the men and at the entrance to Burrows’s tent. Private Carver stood guard.
“What kind of mood is the brigadier in, Carver?”
“I really would not like to say, sir.” Carver’s face remained statuesque; there was no hint of his real thoughts regarding the brigadier.
“Good, man, never show your hand. When you have finished here, make sure you feed well. I am sure that tomorrow will bring plenty more miles to cover.”
“Yes sir. Thank you, sir.”
William entered the tent and was immediately greeted by the sight of at least fifteen other officers talking excitedly. Amongst their chattering, he could hear the voice of Burrows, but any view of the man himself, was obstructed. He waited patiently, knowing that any business he had with Burrows would have to take second place to more pressing matters. He looked around the tent interior, trying to place some of the uniforms. He recognised the uniform worn by the tallest man, a tall officer stooped uncomfortably under the heavy canvas roof. Despite the previous day’s march, the officer had maintained his 1st Grenadier uniform of the Bombay army to the very highest standard. The 3rd Queen’s Cavalry regiment was present, dark green jackets in vivid contrast to their yellow breeches. William recognised a few other regiments but admitted to himself that a number of the officers wore uniform beyond his knowledge.
He remembered old General Soames. The old rogue usually told tales of how he performed heroic deeds, but occasionally the bluster cleared and Soames passed on some valuable piece of knowledge. At one of the many balls William had attended, the two men had talked of all things military. It had been then that the General told of how one should not only know the quality of one’s own men but that of one’s allies. William had taken his advice to heart and, in the past seven years, ensured he acquired knowledge on those regiments that supported his own troops. A large portion of this force, of which the 66th was part, was made up of native troops. Overall, they made superb soldiers, but there had been mutinies, and not just individuals but entire regiments had rebelled and fought the British with their own weaponry. William decided that he must know more of the troops that would stand on his flanks and to his rear.
Finally, the officers began to filter from the tent and he could see the squat figure of Burrows emerged, sitting amongst countless reports. William gave a small cough to draw his attention. Burrows looked up, and for a moment, William could tell that his commander was trying to put a name to the officer standing before him. Then, as if sudden realisation had dawned, Burrows placed a report back onto the table.
“William, how go the 66th?” Burrows asked with false familiarity.
“In good shape, sir.”
“No ill effects from the march?”
“No sir,” William lied, having long-since learned to tell superior officers what he believed they wanted to hear, rather than the truth. Burrows, he knew, did not care for the facts: the raw recruits had suffered badly in the heat, and the uneven terrain had made their blistered feet erupt in blood and puss.
“Good, good.” The brigadier paused, as if choosing his next words carefully. “Tomorrow, William, there will be a battle. The enemy has been sighted, and I intend to send the forces of Ayub Khan to the devil. That said, William, Khan has amassed a great number of warriors, and I will need good men at my side to ensure victory.” William stiffened. He sensed the hand of his father at work. Fighting back his anger, he allowed Burrows to continue. “I would like you to join me in the command tent. Organisation and communication will be the key to this victory, and I hear that you excel at both.”
“May I speak candidly, sir?”
“Of course, William,” Burrows replied. His eyes narrowed as though suspicious of William’s less than enthusiastic response to his offer.
Unperturbed William continued. “The 66th are like most of our regiments: war and disease have thinned the ranks of experienced troops. My men are eager, but inexperienced in the field of battle. They need a steady hand, and an officer they trust at their lead. With your permission, I would like to stay with my men.” William was careful to keep his tone neutral and fought back the anger he felt towards his father. Burrows’ gaze burned in his eyes and there was a pause, as though the brigadier was trying to decide whether he admired William’s loyalty to his men, or disliked his self-importance. Apparently, Burrows had been reputed to hate those back in England suggesting what he should do with his command.
“Very well, Captain Harkness. Carry on.”
Burrows returned his attention to the reports that littered his desk; William assumed the conversation was over. As he exited the command tent, he wondered if Burrows would look badly upon his decision to stay with his men. The fact that Burrows had immediately reverted to calling him by his rank rather than his name had not gone unnoticed.
The following morning the British force broke camp, and even the inexperienced troops could feel tension in the air. Orders were given, and any soldier not completing the task in double-quick time was punished on the spot. The scouts led the way, with the cavalry providing a protective screen on both flanks. William and the 66th moved out, taking up position at the head of the column - Burrows wanted his best troops leading the way. The pace was brisk, but the 66th were holding up well against the oppressive Afghan heat and William hoped that the other regiments were faring as well.  If there was to be a battle, the men would need all their strength. As time passed, scouts raced by, the white, sweating mounts beneath them showing the effects of their exertions. Moments later, Burrows and his staff were at the head of the column, only a few paces away from William. A curt nod was all he received from the brigadier. As noon approached, a village appeared in the distance - a village that William would eventually come to know as Maiwand. Sergeant Moore settled the men, and muttering had broken out in the ranks. William passed the word to his non-commissioned officers to ensure that each man drank from their canteen. He knew that no formation or amount of training could combat thirst, as well as the enemy. He also knew that a man thinking too heavily of battle was inclined to forget to press a canteen to his lips.
Moore fell back in alongside William after completing his tasks. “Won’t be long now,” he whispered.
“The lads show promise,” replied William.
“That is true, sir, but I suppose it depends on how much promise the enemy show.”
William nodded his head in agreement because, no matter how well he prepared the men, he could not estimate the quality of the enemy. “If we get a chance, get the men to check their weapons.”
“Yes, sir.” Moore replied, but his focus was on a large dust cloud on the horizon. “Looks to be quite a number of the murderous bastards.”
“Isn’t it always the way? If he,” Williams motioned towards Burrows, “keeps his head, then we should be able to handle anything they throw at us.”




Chapter 4
As the column filed through the narrow streets of the village, William was not surprised by the absence of local inhabitants. They would have known about the two armies converging for a number of days. It made sense for the villagers to find refuge a safe distance away until all the fighting was over. The 66th, being at the head of the column, were the first infantry to pass through the village, and it was not until they had cleared the last building that their progress was halted. Running down the entire front of the village, a twenty-foot-deep ravine snaked across the valley. The 66th were ordered to halt, and William moved forward to inspect the impressive ditch. Moore came to his shoulder and proffered his canteen.
“Thank you.” William quenched his thirst, and then returned the canteen. “If we throw up our defensive position here, then I would wager even the devil’s horde could not cross this ravine.” He suddenly felt far more confident. The natural defence would give heart to even the rawest of troops. Coupled with the famed rate at which the British were able to fire their rounds of ammunition, it would take an enormous enemy force to gain victory. William looked down at Moore’s gun. The .45 Martini-Henry rifles had been in service less than ten years, and should, in theory, decimate the charging ranks of the rebellious Afghans. The Bombay army were armed with the older Snider The enemy would be shot to pieces trying to traverse that ravine, and, when finally they broke, the Bombay cavalry, armed with lance, sabre and carbine, would make sure any retreat was accompanied by blood and slaughter.
“I agree, but maybe you should tell him.” Moore pointed towards the commanding officer of the British forces.
William looked in the direction Moore had pointed. He was aghast at the sight of Burrows waving the men onwards. For a moment he froze, his mind unable to comprehend why his superior officer was ignoring such an obvious and perfect defensive position.
“Move the men forward,” he ordered, in a tone of resignation.
“Sir, are you sure?” Moore allowed the question to escape his mouth bitterly.
“Move the damn men forward, Sergeant.” William understood Moore’s reluctance, but the British army’s success was built on discipline and the unswerving ability to follow orders, despite the foolish decisions all too often made by their commanders. William turned his attention to the horizon and wondered what lay in that ominous cloud of dust for his men.
Moore moved away from William and immediately started barking orders at the 66th. They filed over the small wooden bridge, which was the only feasible route over the ravine. Once across, they moved to the right flank of the British force. The Jacob’s Rifles would take up the centre ground and on their left the 1st Grenadiers. The horse artillery passed all three regiments, eager to take up an advantageous firing position. The entire British line moved forward, but the enemy was still no more than a dust-cloud in the distance. William guessed that they had travelled no more than two hundred paces before the horse artillery fired its first shots in anger. Immediately, the unseen artillery of Ayub Khan answered, and from the response William guessed they were in possession of far more artillery pieces than the British. The advancing line was called to a halt as the artillery on both sides traded blows, though the real losers in this exchange were the 1st Grenadiers as the enemy missiles landed within their ranks with deadly frequency. The 66th and William were left with no alternative but to simply stand and wait for the artillery to stop.
“Do you have family back in England, sir?” asked Moore.
For the first time, William noticed uncertainty - even concern - in Moore’s tone. He momentarily thought of his father, and then of Emily. “No. Not really. Is there a Mrs Moore?”
“The army’s been my bride. I’ve a brother, I haven’t seen him-” Moore’s voice failed as the enemy scored a direct hit on the grenadiers. A strange red mist seemed to linger above the dead and dying. “I wish I’d taken the time to visit him last time I was in London.”
“I would not have guessed you were from London.”
“Oh, I’m not, but when I joined, I sent him to live with my father’s brother. He’s a cobbler and I thought it would be good for the lad to have a trade.”
“A sensible decision.” William winced as another red cloud erupted from the grenadiers.
“It was the only possible decision. We had no money and our parents were in the ground, but still Jack took being sent away badly.”
William was about to reply to his sergeant when the guns suddenly fell silent. As they did, the enemy emerged en-masse to the fore, and it was clear that they intended a frontal attack. Moore paced down the front of the 66th, talking to the men. Using a mixture of false scorn and playful insults, he attempted to take their minds off the onrushing horde. Private Nightingale was at the end of the line, and Moore moved in close,
“Look for an item of clothing that stands out on the enemy.” Before Nightingale could reply, Moore added, “Kill the clothing, and put the man beneath from your mind.”
“Yes, Sergeant,” replied Nightingale. His face was pale and he gripped his rifle with such force that his knuckles bulged with the strain.
“You will do just fine, Nightingale.” He moved away to take up his position, careful not to allow any of the men to see the slight tremor in his own hands.
Orders came, stating that the 66th and the Jacob’s Rifles would hold their ground while the grenadiers advanced. William understood the plan; the grenadiers would want revenge for their savage treatment at the hands of the enemy cannon. Therefore, as the main force held the frontal assault by the enemy, the grenadiers would hit the enemy’s flank and attempt to turn the Afghans. The grenadiers moved forward, but William was not afforded the chance to observe their progress, as the time had come for the 66th to enter the battle. They poured their deadly fire into the front ranks of the enemy. The Afghans wilted under the vicious bloodletting, slowing them down, beginning to break. The men of the 66th cheered at their quick and easy victory. Nonetheless, battles can change in the briefest of moments. The Jacob’s Rifles seemed shaken but had held their ground and the grenadiers had pushed their opposing force back across the battlefield. They, however, like the British command, were unaware of a second ravine - A hidden ravine that had allowed the Afghans to pour men unseen down the flank of the grenadiers. The secretive force now made their presence known as they appeared from the ditch - a demonic horde emerging from the bowels of hell.
The grenadiers were caught completely by surprise. The now outflanked and outnumbered unit faltered, and their battle line disintegrated. Seeing the fate of their comrades, the Jacob’s Rifles started to edge backwards, their officers struggling to maintain discipline. Then the horse artillery, having run out of ammunition, withdrew. Unfortunately, the Jacob’s rifles thought that they were in retreat and, fearing isolation, their ranks broke. The officers of the 66th called for the men to fall back in good order, and William glanced to his left to see the other two British regiments in full-blown retreat. The enemy that were not giving chase now hurtled with savage intent towards the 66th. William called to Moore,
“We give one volley to our front, and then we run. Do you understand?”
“But…”
“Look,” interrupted William, pointing over the Sergeant’s shoulder.
Moore turned to see thousands of Afghans charging towards his force. For a moment, he glanced at the young men he had trained, knowing that most would not see another day. He turned back to William, resignation etched on his face,
“We won’t make the bridge.”
The last volley of the 66th sounded out as it struck at the front lines of the enemy. Many Afghans were plucked from their feet and, as they fell, they sent many of their comrades tumbling in turn over their broken bodies. Nonetheless, the mass of infantry poured forward since they could see the last of the British soldiers turning to run. One of those men was Captain William Harkness and, as he ran, he glanced at the enemy to his right, and then at the bridge. He shouted for his men to pick up the pace but, by the time he had gone another hundred paces, the first of the enemy had already reached his men. Suddenly, men were engaged in hand-to-hand combat. Each individual battle slowed the British troops and, as they slowed, more enemy closed upon their position. William reached the small bridge, his pace hampered by the troops clambering to reach the other side. Many were knocked into the ravine and tried desperately to claw their way out. The ravine’s sides gave little in the way of leverage, as the soil had baked hard under the Afghan sun. William could do nothing to help the men as he struggled to reach the other side of the bridge. He felt panic as he heard the Afghan warriors screaming their battle cries. He chanced a look to his rear and saw their curved blades rising and falling on the British troops who could do nothing in their own defence.  Then the pressure of bodies around him lessened and he realised he could move more freely. He started forward, but a figure darted across his path and men crashed to the earth. Thankfully, William landed on solid ground, but the unknown figure hit the ground and bounced over the edge of the ravine. William rose quickly, knowing the enemy were closing; he made to run, but the thought of the figure disappearing down the ravine invaded his mind. He raced to the edge and spied young Nightingale struggling to climb the natural defence.
He called out to the young private and reached forward but, as he did, a searing pain raced through his thigh. He looked down at his right leg to see dark crimson beginning to show through the dull khaki of his uniform. Gritting his teeth, he flung himself forward and called out once more to Nightingale. The young soldier part-climbed, part-jumped, and eventually clasped William’s hand. Fighting the pain and the weight of the young soldier, William heaved with all his might, and Nightingale was hauled from the ravine.
“Thank you, sir.”
William did not reply, for the sun shimmering on a curved blade made him grasp Nightingale once more and pull him from danger. As both captain and private fell the blade swept down, narrowly missing Nightingale’s head. William, however, was not so lucky. The weapon cut into his flesh, he landed with a thump on the ground, and could only look on in fear at the Afghan warrior who at once raised his deadly blade. William was sure the enemy smiled, and suddenly the warrior’s head exploded. Skull and brain matter splattered onto William’s legs as the warrior toppled into the ravine.
“Not smiling now are you, bastard.”
There was no mistaking the growl of Sergeant Moore. William looked down at his own wounds and could see his tunic had been opened from shoulder to hip.
“Take Nightingale and get out of here,” ordered William.
“Nightingale, you are to watch my back. If any of those bastards come close, I expect you to kill them, understand?” Moore ignored William’s direct order and lifted his Captain onto his shoulder.
“Yes, Sergeant.”
“Sergeant Moore.” William tried to get his subordinate to listen to him.
“Captain Harkness, be a good fellow and be quiet. You are a big bastard and I need to save my energy, and I won’t do that talking to you.” Moore ensured he had a good grip. “Right, Nightingale. Follow me through the village.”
The three moved through the streets of the village; all around, men of the finest army in the world were being hacked down mercilessly. William struggled to see what was going on whilst being carried over Moore’s ample shoulder but he caught a glimpse of the chaos. He saw that some officers and men of the 66th had banded together to make a last stand. It was a gallant act, but William knew they would inevitably fall to the overwhelming numbers of the enemy. It did however, afford adequate time for Sergeant Moore to place distance between the three men and the blood-crazed Afghans. As they reached the far side of the village, Burrows was evidently hastily trying to organise a defensive line.
The commanding officer spotted the three men and immediately went to William’s aid. “Captain Harkness, are you gravely injured?” he asked.
William heard Sergeant Moore answer, “The Captain needs the attention of a medic with all haste.” Moore took the opportunity to lower William to the ground.
Burrows looked at William, and for some time remained silent. Then he called for his horse and placed a hand on William’s shoulder.
“William, can you ride?”
“Private Nightingale is an excellent horseman, sir,” Moore announced.
Burrows for the first time looked at the young man who had helped support his Captain. He could not help being aware that the soldier was no more than a boy, and how many young boys he had damned never to leave this place.
“Very well, take your captain to safety.” Burrows quickly scribbled a note and handed it to Nightingale. ‘This is to ensure that no questions are asked of your bravery.” William was felt himself hoisted onto the mount, with Nightingale holding both him and the reins.
“Sergeant,” William whispered, his grasp on reality beginning to falter. Moore moved forward, but before his captain could utter any further words the Sergeant interrupted, knowing that time was short.
“William. My brother… look to my brother.” He said no more, instead, he slapped the brigadier’s horse on the rump, and sent it from harm’s way.
Nightingale manoeuvred his mount with skill to a safe distance. He had intended to force the beast on, past what remained of the British troops, but William ordered him to hold his ground. The captain managed with difficulty to raise himself in the saddle and look back into the village. For some time, he could not locate Sergeant Moore, and then the man was there, standing with approximately twenty other men of the 66th. They had held their ground, allowing their comrades time to make their escape. With Moore screaming orders they killed with supreme efficiency, bringing down many of the enemy. Nonetheless, ammunition was not in endless supply, and soon the Afghan warriors swarmed into the small group. The British did not die easily, and still the enemy fell in great numbers, but eventually even the old Sergeant dropped beneath the Afghan blades. William closed his eyes, knowing that Moore had met his end, and then quietly whispered to Nightingale that they should move on.
***
Those injured, but fortunate enough not to have met their end at Maiwand, or to perish on the long retreat to Kandahar, found themselves receiving care in the disease-infested makeshift hospitals. Within seven days, however, the unconscious William was moved to a private dwelling. His feverish brow was mopped, and the blood-soaked bandages that held his shredded torso together, changed with eager frequency. Three weeks after he had arrived in Kandahar a figure slipped into his room, and from that point on did not leave his side. William was not aware of his devoted visitor as his wounds forced him from the reality of the world in which he lay into blind stupor. It was a further two weeks before William opened his eyes and was able to observe his surroundings for the first time. It was obvious to the young captain that his surroundings were not the same as those enjoyed by his comrades in arms. The smell of the dead and dying were absent. The screams of the injured were silent and William could see that his bedding was clean. This was no makeshift military hospital.
William forced himself to sit; the wound to his torso screamed its annoyance at the sudden movement. His face contorted with the agony. However, within moments joy followed the agony, as a familiar face appeared in the doorway. His visitor’s hair was greying, and his face showed a few extra wrinkles, but in essence the old man had hardly changed.
“Obadiah Godspeed,” he croaked, his throat as dry as the Afghan soil. “I find it hard to believe my eyes, I did not think even God himself could convince you to leave the shores of England.”
“Your father thought it better that I come to be by your side, he did not feel his presence would aid your recovery,” Obadiah told him matter-of-factly.
“It is good to see you, old friend,” replied William, refusing to be drawn into the subject of his father.
“God has permitted this meeting. Many others with wounds like yours would have passed from this world. Perhaps, he had already taken his fill upon the battlefield.”
“The 66th… did they reach Kandahar?” William asked, fearing the answer.
“Precious few, though they fared far better than the grenadiers.” Obadiah paused. ‘Surely this can wait until you have regained your strength?”
“No, Obadiah. Tell me what has happened to my men.”
“The battle was a disaster, William. There will be a reckoning back in England, and responsibility for the defeat will be passed like a hot coal from one fool to another.”
“Responsibility? Burrows is to blame, since he had command.” William felt anger surge within; would the brigadier add cowardice to incompetence?
“Some say the 66th turned and ran while the battle was not yet lost.” Obadiah placed a restraining hand on William’s shoulder to prevent him from leaping from his bed and taking matters into his own hands.. “Defeat leads those in positions of power to look for people to blame, and I fear it will be the officers of the 66th.”
“But the battle was lost. If we hadn’t run, we would all be dead.” William shook his head as he replied; he could not believe such treachery.
“Your father has arranged for you to slip away, so that you shall not face the court martial.”
“My father?” William almost spat in disgust, “I will face my accusers.”
Obadiah held up his hand to prevent further argument. “Don’t be a bloody fool, William. This will not be a room filled with men wanting to know the truth and giving voice to those who died. The verdict is in no doubt, and if no court martial takes place, those accused will be spirited away to some diseased corner of the Empire where they will be denied a platform from which to shout their innocence.”
William slumped back onto his bed and for a moment wished he had died at Maiwand like Sergeant Moore.
“What does my father suggest? William asked, his tone, having lost its anger, was replaced by woeful resignation.
“He would like you to return to England.”
“No.” William had resigned himself to losing his life in the army and had no wish to grant his father such an easy victory.
“You father believed that would be your reply. He has given me substantial funds to be placed at your disposal. He asks only that you give returning to Cloveney consideration.”
Three weeks later, William, former captain of the 66th, limped his way aboard a trading vessel. He did not know where the ship was heading. He knew only that his life as a soldier was at an end and, despite Obadiah’s best arguments, England was not calling him home. William took one last look to the dock, where Obadiah raised an arm in farewell. He turned and once again felt the salted breeze upon his face and the gently rocking timbers beneath his feet.




Chapter 5
November 7th 1888
The attractive woman sat on the very edge of the bed, mesmerized by the gas light. She had never seen gas lighting other than that which flanked the streets of the old city. Forget the finery of the room, or of the hotel beyond the door, the solitary ornately-styled gas light had more lustre than her entire humble dwelling. She moved closer, enchanted by its beauty, delighting in the artisanship. There, at the bottom, a small plaque announced the architects of such splendour: “Morris and Co”. The name, so dull when read aloud, did nothing to diminish their creation. She moved around the room, its beauty and finery pleasing her, but, even as she caressed the silken drapes between her slender fingers, she knew that this was not her world. She knew the place where she would later lay her head would be lit only by candlelight, the foul animal fat offering little in the way of a soothing glow. It did, however, supply an abundance of black acrid smoke and stench.
The young man asleep in the bed upon which she had previously shared with him, belonged to this world, even if he did fight the fact with all the strength he could muster. He was the son of a wealthy and powerful man, blessed in the eyes of God. Nonetheless he struggled with his inner demons, and so far, she had been unsuccessful in ascertaining the reason for his fears. The man twitched as he slept, and beads of sweat formed on his brow. She moved closer, and with her finger gently traced the long scar that ran from his left collarbone to the opposite hip. The young man made no response to the gentle touch, his mind distracted by torments unseen. Groans of despair began to escape from his lips; the female placed a hand upon his bearded cheek. She showed genuine concern, which was perhaps surprising considering her vocation. Despite the fact that she had on numerous occasions told herself to eradicate any emotion from her work, she could not escape the fact that she cared for the man. On their last meeting, the gentleman had offered marriage and a life away from the foul grime of London. She had let him down gently; his world was no place for a dollymop.  She had always liked that word, but did not blink an eye at other names cast in her direction, such as whore or tart. Many in her profession yearned to be free of the life, but she found a strange kind of freedom in it. It was true her looks were pleasant and gave her advantage over the competition, as well as the opportunity to be selective when it came to customers. She enjoyed the freedom afforded her by the successful plying of her trade on the streets of London. Besides, she knew that the offer of marriage was not from the heart. It was as though the creature upon the bed had recognised a kindred soul who had faced the same tortures of life. Kindness had spurred him to make the proposal. She moved her hand to the centre of his chest, where a silver pendant danced in the flickering gas light. He suddenly groaned loudly, as if the demon within tore at his heart with savage talons. Despite his apparent discomfort, he did not wake, not even when a knock sounded at the door. The girl smiled and rose from the bed, knowing who prowled beyond the door.
She greeted the man with a beaming devilish grin, her breasts only partly covered.
“Obadiah!” She caught the old man’s eyes lingering on her exposed flesh. “Seems your heart may belong to God, but the more interesting parts are all mine.”
“Quiet, you devil’s harlot.” He held up a jug and pressed it towards her. “Water for Master William. Not every liquid to pass his lips should be gin.”
She could not help but like the would-be preacher. Despite his ill-tempered manner, there was no doubting his genuine care and concern for the man who lay upon the bed. “Thank you, Obadiah.” She received only a small nod, and the old man turned and walked down the hall to a room no more than twenty paces away.
On returning to the bed, she noticed William now lay awake, his eyes drinking in her figure.
“Obadiah frets over you like an old mother hen.”
“He has been with my family since before I was born. I have felt the back of his hand on more than one occasion.” He paused, and then smiled. “But only when I deserved it.” He leaned forward to kiss her, but she jumped back, rubbing her chin.
“Why do men insist on covering themselves in fur?”
“I have spent many days on boats of all sizes, and the nights get cold. I suppose the need for a beard has passed.” He raised a hand to his chin and stroked the beard; she could almost sense his loss at the thought of shaving. “I have a razor, I suppose, if I want another kiss, there is no time like the present.”
“Let me, let me!” she squealed excitedly.
William’s eyebrows rose in mock fear. “You want me to allow you near my throat with a blade, Mary?”
“Don’t you trust me?” she giggled.
He rose from the bed and retrieved a small case from the hotel dresser. He passed the brown leather container to her,
‘Try to leave an ear on each side of my head.”
The shave took far longer than it would have done in the hands of a skilled barber. Nonetheless, Mary’s hands were steady, and she took great care. When she had finished, she wiped the fallen whiskers from William’s chest, once again lingering at the pendant.
“It’s beautiful.”
“Like the beard, it belongs to another world.” He paused. “Another time.” Reaching up, he unclasped the chain that had lain against his skin for so many years. “Besides, beauty belongs with beauty, and it deserves a home far better suited to its splendour than my scarred flesh can offer.”
“No, William. I couldn’t.” She could tell the pendant had real meaning to her lover, but also admired its simple beauty.
“It would bring me joy to see you wear it.”
She relented, allowing William to place the pendant around her neck and fix the delicate chain with the clasp. She stood and slipped out of what little clothing she wore.
“How does it look?”
“Beautiful,” he replied.
She moved forward and joined him on the bed. Their two bodies became one. This was no transaction between whore and customer. They were lovers embraced in passion, and it would be the early hours of the morning before Mary Kelly smoothed down the creases in her dress and prepared to leave.
“You could stay,” announced William.
“No, William. I must return to my bed.” It was a rule Mary Kelly never broke: no matter the money offered or how pleasant the company, she would return home each day.  She kept control of her world in this way, and although she felt compelled to stay, deep within she knew she must return to her lodgings in Miller’s Court.
***
William had insisted that Mary not walk the dangerous streets of the city on her return to her lodgings., but it was Obadiah who offered to escort Mary to her abode To William’s surprise Mary had accepted. A coach was called, and William watched them climb aboard from his hotel window. He smiled and returned to his bed, the exertions of the day making sleep easy and, for once, without the visitation of demons.
The carriage trundled along, and for some time no words were exchanged between Mary and Obadiah. Then finally Mary broke the silence,
“William seems to suffer from the morbs,” she said, using a term that Obadiah, having grown up on these streets, would understand.
‘Since he was no more than a boy he has been subject to fits of melancholy. His life since that point has done little to rectify the problem.”
“I know you do not like my kind, Obadiah, but I wish William no harm.”
For the first time Obadiah turned to looked at Mary, and for once, the disapproving glare was absent from his face. “You confuse my concerns for William as a dislike for you. I have seen him look at a woman as he looks at you only once before. On that occasion he ran away and became a soldier to hide from his feelings. Damn nearly ended up dead in the Afghan. Give the boy an enemy with a blade, and he’ll charge bare-handed without care of death or injury, but place a woman before him, he becomes as meek as a lamb and takes flight. I simply have no wish to see William run any longer.” Mary reached out a comforting hand and placed it on the old man’s knee and to his surprise he did not shake it free.
The carriage shuddered to a halt. Their destination had not been reached, but from this point the two passengers would have to walk. Obadiah instructed the driver to wait and escorted Mary down a darkened alley. They had not gone far when a figure emerged from the shadows and lurched forward. A glint of metal, and Obadiah held the man’s full attention with a blade pressed against his throat. Obadiah felt a hand upon his shoulder.
“Calm yourself, Obadiah. I know this man.” Mary turned to the stranger, “Get yourself home, George Hutchinson. I’ll wager your wife will have the skin off your back if you’ve spent your wages on gin again.”
“Right you are, Mary.” The blade had temporarily sobered the man, but as it fell away, his drunken state returned in all its glory. He stumbled his way down the alley, mumbling the excuses he would later deliver to his wife for the lack of funds.
Less than one hundred paces later, they reached the door to her lodgings. Obadiah secretly asked himself how such a beauty could live in such squalor and remain above the foulness. After seeing Mary safely inside, the old man turned and strolled back to the carriage, unaware of the dangers that might lurk just paces away. He had grown up on these streets and had flourished in the grime. Nonetheless, when Sir Simeon Harkness had offered him the opportunity to leave the filth behind, he had not hesitated. It was a move that Obadiah had not regretted, but now and then he would visit the real London, where life was cheap and often ended before its time. Illness and blades were commonplace and once the shadows fell, precious little remained in terms of law. Many of the boroughs of London found their own way of policing; make the right friends, or find a protector, and you were afforded a degree of safety. Friendship came at a price, though: money, information, a strong arm, or the willingness to lift your skirt could buy you the comforting protection of one of the many London gangs. Unfortunately, make the wrong enemies, and the reverse was true. Obadiah was no different; he sold his skills to survive. The curved blade that never left his side had earned him a reputation, and one that was richly deserved.
***
“She’s doing it again,” the woman shook her head as she spoke.
Her husband, who lay next to her, refused to open his eyes,
“What?” he asked.
“That bloody woman is singing again. How can any of us get to sleep with her singing at this ungodly hour? Go speak to her.”
“Catherine, leave the poor woman alone. There isn’t much song or laughter in these parts and we hear far worse through the night.”
Catherine Pickett scowled at her husband but refrained from pursuing the argument. She closed her eyes, and it was not long before slumber overwhelmed her temper.
The annoyance of her neighbours went unnoticed by Mary. She sang as she brushed her hair and fingered the small pendant about her neck. She studied its detail in the flickering light of the half-penny candle. Her attention was finally drawn from the jewellery by the very faintest of knocks at her door. Mary saw no cause for alarm; the working girls on Miller’s Court often paid her a visit in the early hours. She crossed the room and opened the door. A figure stood before her, the collar raised as a defence against the cold.
“You’re early; I wasn’t expecting to see you for days,” Mary announced, but her voice had dropped to no more than a whisper. The figure did not reply but gave a small nod towards the interior of Mary’s lodgings. She moved to the side and allowed the figure to enter, then without fear closed the door. Mary moved past her visitor and as she did, from the corner of her eye, she saw a flash of light. Working the streets of London had taught Mary to be on the lookout for a blade. She twisted away, but the knife sliced at her torso. She rushed to the table and grasped at the only weapon she possessed – a small knife she used to cut bread. As she clasped the weapon, the figure caught her by the arm and spun her around. She thrust the blade forward and knew she had struck her attacker, but a fist connected with her jaw, and she was thrown backwards, crashing to the floor without ceremony or elegance. She tried to rise, but the blow had left her dazed, unable to focus upon her attacker. The figure moved forward, the long blade pulled back and then violently swept forward.
As the weapon tore through flesh, the inhabitants of London lived their lives in peace, unaware that the beautiful Mary Kelly had been ripped savagely from the world.
The lifeless form of Mary was lifted from the ground and then laid upon the bed. The killer moved to the table and pushed it to the side. Crouching at the wall, the blood-splattered fingers felt around, and, with a contented exhale of breath, the killer found that one of the bricks worked loose. Once the brick had been removed a hand searched, and then a small pile of documents was withdrawn from their secret hiding place. The killer laid the documents on the table and then looked across to the shell that had once been home to the vivacious spirit of Mary Kelly. The figure moved to the bed, the knife glittered in the candle light, as time and time again it rose and fell. The killer did not rush the task; it was a deliberate carnage. When finally, the slaughter had finished, documents, the small, bloodied bread-knife, and a small pendant taken from Mary’s neck, left the room upon the killer’s person. It would be only a few hours before the fate of Mary was discovered; friends and neighbours cried at the horror, and Miller’s Court would become infamous throughout the world.
***
Two days later, William was still unaware of the death of Mary. He had not left his room. Obadiah had spent much of that time with his young master but had returned to his own room for some much-needed sleep. Neither of them saw the gathering at the front of the hotel, or the porter speaking to a well-dressed man sporting an impressive mutton-chop beard. To the man’s rear, six constables stood waiting in anticipation of orders. The porter pointed up at William’s window and the suited man waved his constables forward.
William stood, stretched, and felt a sharp pain in his thigh; the old wound gave him far more trouble than the long scar that stretched the length of his torso. Naked from the waist up, he looked down at the old injury, and wondered if it would ever fade. He was only partly aware of the thundering footsteps before the door to his room burst open and men rushed in. The first ran straight into William’s fist, crumpled, and smashed to the floor. He made no effort to rise again. A Billy club was thrust at William’s head, but William made sure he was no easy target. The blow sailed harmlessly over his right shoulder, and the assailant was rewarded with a kick to the groin that bent him double and ended his participation in the fight. The remaining four constables simply charged at him, and through weight of numbers forced him to the ground. Billy clubs were not used sparingly, but still William fought with fists, elbows, feet, and teeth. Suddenly, a suited stranger appeared at the door, his cheeks reddened with exertion.
“Cease your struggles. I would have your name.”
Any further words were prevented as a cold blade was pressed against his throat and a hoarse voice whispered in his ear.
“Call your men off now,” ordered the blade owner.
“I am Chief Inspector Abberline, you would do well to lower your weapon.” The scuffle on the floor stopped, the constables obviously realising that more pressing matters were taking place at the entrance to the room.
“I know who you are, Fred,” the blade owner replied.
Abberline managed to turn his head slightly,
“Obadiah! What are you doing here? I thought you were in the employ of Sir Harkness?”
“That I am Fred, and if one more Billy club touches Master William, I will gut you where you stand.” He applied just a little more pressure on the blade to emphasise how serious he was. “Besides, if Sir Harkness hears of how you have treated his only son and heir, I wouldn’t be surprised if by morning the only employment you’d get is selling your arse down the docks.”
Abberline realised he had lost control of the situation and gave the order for his men to allow William to stand. Obadiah moved the blade away from the inspector’s throat and calmly put it away.
“What’s this about, Fred?” Obadiah asked.
“We received word that a man in this room was with Mary Kelly the night she died.”
“Mary’s dead?” William sat on the bed and buried his head in his hands.
“By your reaction it’s clear that you were acquainted with the deceased.”
“When did she die, Fred?” Obadiah asked.
“Her body was found at her lodgings on the 8th. I believe that Mr Harkness here was the last to see her alive.”
“No. I escorted Mary back to Miller’s Court.  She was very much alive when I left, and when I returned to the hotel William was here. He has not left these premises since. So, I suppose I am your main suspect.”
“You, Obadiah? I doubt you are the Whitechapel murderer.”
“It was him?” asked William.
“It would seem so. Tore her to pieces, so he did.”
The words made William place a hand over his mouth and fight back the vomit. He bit into his own flesh as after nausea came anger and it, too, threatened to overwhelm him. He wanted to punch, kick, claw at the beast responsible for Mary’s death, but the killer was known only by names given by the press. The Whitechapel murderer known by many as ‘Jack the Ripper’, or the ‘Leather Apron’, was merely a shadow preying on the unfortunate working girls of London. He was a wisp of smoke, a noise in the dark, and Abberline, like so many others, had no clue as to his identity. William was left with no target in which to aim his fury. He stood at the window and watched the inspector walk into the mist, his jaw set like stone.
Further questions were asked but, in the end, Abberline knew that the fiend responsible for the acts of slaughter was not one of the men in the room. Obadiah had not had time to commit the murder and William Harkness had not ventured outside his room in the hotel. He secretly doubted that the Ripper would ever be caught; the man always seemed one step ahead.  He left the room and walked out into the street. Men, women and children passed by, folk of varying professions that would make them proficient in the use of a blade were just paces away, and any one of them could be the killer. He lifted the collar of his coat and pleaded to God for his assistance.




Chapter 6
January 21st 1889 Cloveney Hall
William had returned to Cloveney Hall, a task made all the easier because his father was in Scotland visiting one of his many business interests. Obadiah had been surprised at how the death of Mary Kelly had affected the young heir. There were no bouts of heavy drinking or deep melancholy, now. Instead, William rose early each morning and dressed appropriately to his position. He even took an interest in the running of the vast Cloveney estate. He had asked Obadiah to join him at breakfast, and the two discussed the day ahead.
“I have a task to complete in London today, Obadiah, and I feel that I would benefit from your knowledge of the city.”
“May I ask what takes us from Cloveney?”
William did not reply immediately. He seemed to be grappling with the decision whether or not to share the details of the task with Obadiah.
“I have not spoken of Maiwand for good reason. They were my men, Obadiah, and some were friends and not mere cannon fodder for Queen and country. Burrows tore them apart; he allowed them to be butchered without any possibility of a victory.”
“You were not responsible, William.”
“I was their captain.” He paused as though long enough to force the tremor from his voice. “They looked to me. They weigh heavily on both mind and heart, and that weight has made me hide from a task I should have completed many years ago.” Obadiah’s brow furrowed with confusion but he did not interrupt. “I would have died that day had it not been for one of the men who served with the 66th – a man I held in high regard, and who asked that I perform a duty as gratitude for saving my life. I have to this day betrayed Sergeant Moore, and I wish to make amends.” The conversation was brought to an abrupt end as Milly, one of the housemaids, entered, carrying a telegraph.
“Forgive me, Master Harkness, but I have a telegraph and it is marked urgent.”
“I have asked you to call me William, Milly.”
“Yes, Master Harkness.” She placed the telegraph on the table and hurried away. Obadiah new that William wanted to break down the wall that held the social classes apart, but his wish to embrace them as equals often left those that served his tables and washed his floors feeling awkward.
William retrieved the telegraph and quickly perused its contents.
“It seems we have more than one task in London today.”
“Such as?”
“Since our last meeting with your friend, Inspector Abberline, I have made a nuisance of myself and been in contact regularly with him regarding the death of Mary. He has asked me to meet with him.”
“For what reason?”
“He does not say, perhaps he still believes me guilty of the crime. It matters not, we travel to London anyway, and I see no reason not to attend.”
“William,” Obadiah paused, “Mary’s death…?”
“You want to know why I haven’t locked myself away with a bottle or two, Obadiah? What would it achieve? Mary would still be dead, and in essence the killer would claim two lives with one murder. I would not give him that kind of victory.”
As Obadiah listened intently to William’s reply, he noticed that young Master Harkness fidgeted with the cutlery. Knives, forks, and spoons were meticulously straightened and then, as if he had made error, straightened again. Obadiah knew that William was attempting to keep his emotion from erupting, though whether that emotion was anger or a terrible sadness, he could not discern. Nonetheless, he decided not to push the conversation any further. The fact that William had chosen to ignore the bottle had shown growth in the once reckless youth.
***
A problem with the carriage had meant that William and Obadiah had arrived in London far later than anticipated. When finally, the temperamental carriage was called to a halt outside the Clapham workhouse, William stretched out a hand and prevented Obadiah from alighting.
“I will attend the meeting alone, Obadiah. I have a far more urgent task for you to complete.” He pulled a note from his waistcoat, unfurled the paper, and for a moment studied its contents. “The day escapes us and leaves little time. If you would find a hotel close to these premises and await my return. Also, if you could make some discreet enquiries about this cobbler’s shop, I know you are not without friends in this part of the city.”
“Aye, and enemies,’ Obadiah replied with a wry smile, “but it will be done.”
“Thank you. Send word when you have secured lodgings.’
William stepped from the carriage and heard Obadiah bark orders to the driver. He turned to observe the impressive building before him, and wondered why Abberline would want to meet at a workhouse. William had never set foot in the place before, but knew his father had given a substantial sum of money towards the building of the new infirmary. A gnawing feeling began in his stomach as he wondered if his father was behind this meeting for some reason. He tried to tell himself that even Sir Simeon Harkness could not read the private mail he had sent to Abberline. Nonetheless, the thoughts of his father distracted him so much that he did not hear his name being called from beyond the workhouse gates. The voice sounded again with more determination, and William looked up to see Abberline slipping through the now-open gate.
“Thank you for agreeing to meet me, William.” Abberline smiled, the correspondence between the two clearly having made him feel comfortable with first name terms.
“A pleasure, Fred, but why here?”
“I have something to show you, and then we will meet a few men who wish to make your acquaintance.”
“Who?”
“In good time, William,” Abberline replied, moving closer. “But first I must ask you not to reveal to anyone what I am about to show you. If what lies within were to become public knowledge, then I fear great upheaval within London, maybe even across the empire.”
“I expect my tongue would be silenced if I risked the empire anyway.”
“No, I have already given those who wish to meet you, assurances as to your character. I ask on your honour, William, and your word is good enough for me.” Abberline stared intently at him.
“I am honoured by your faith in me, Fred, but in truth we are not yet friends, and have held no business dealings. You give your trust away too easily.”
“I know Obadiah holds you in high regard, and few reach such honour. Your word, William, is all I require.”
“Then you have it.” William stretched out his hand again to confirm his promise.
Abberline led the way through the gates and into the infirmary. Despite his ill feelings towards his father, William could not help being impressed by the workhouse interior. It was very different from the rapidly thrown-up medical facilities he had endured in the 66th. He wondered how many of his men would have lived had they enjoyed the quality of care the infirmary had to offer. Abberline engaged him in small talk as they progressed through the building, but William sensed the man was eager to reach his desired destination. They entered a long corridor, and up ahead a man leaned against the wall. Despite the noise of their footsteps on the polished wooden planks, the stranger seemed oblivious to their approach. He reached up and rubbed his eyes as if the action would chase away the exhaustion.
“Dr. Kempster,” the inspector said as they approached. “You require sleep, and time away from this place.”
“Abberline,” the man jumped, “how can I sleep when there is so much we still don’t know?”
“And tired men can miss even the obvious. This is William Harkness, we need to take a look inside.”
Kempster nodded to William in greeting as if the raising of a hand was beyond his endurance. He turned and, without another word, opened a nearby door and disappeared from view. Abberline held William back for just a few moments,
“Don’t think badly of Kempster,” he whispered. “This business has worn him to the bone. And William? You will not enjoy what lies within, so ready yourself.” Abberline moved through the doorway and, just for a moment, William hesitated. He took a deep breath, and for some reason brushed down the front of his coat. Then he plucked his watch from the pocket of his crimson velvet waistcoat and made a mental note of the time. Deep within his mind, he knew that this moment, this very moment, would always be with him.
William crossed the threshold of the room and quickly took in all that it offered. At least a dozen tables lay before him, their contents covered by large white cloths. The wall to the left had been opened up, and further tables could be seen. The wall to the right was bedecked with shelving, upon which stood jars of many differing sizes. Each jar contained what William guessed to be some kind of liquid preservative. He felt bile rise in his throat, for each vessel contained parts of the human body that were not designed to be admired. He had seen many grotesque things as a soldier, but the jars standing proud like a ridiculous trophy collection unsettled the former captain. Finally, he tore his eyes from the obscene display and turned to Abberline,
“Is this what you wanted to show me?”
“I thought it important for you to understand.’
“Understand what? A room full of bodies? What has this to do with me?”
Abberline clearly felt that he must explain his actions, and William needed to understand the gravity of the situation.
“It was 1873 when the first victim entered this place; before a year had passed, the room was half full. I was unaware of the murders until I was asked to look into the case in 1881.”
“You mean these people were all murdered by the same person?”
Abberline pursed his lips and appeared to think deeply before he answered.
“There are striking similarities between all of the deaths. Nonetheless, we know there must be at least two killers.”
“How?”
“In that room lie the remains of Mary Ann Nichols.”
“The first Ripper victim,” William announced.
“Perhaps. But the fact is that at the very same moment she met her most unfortunate end, another victim was being slaughtered. It would be impossible for the same killer to commit both crimes.”
“I thought there had been funerals for the Ripper victims.’
“Empty coffins. Once the investigation is concluded these poor souls will find their proper resting place.”
William nodded that he understood, but the final table in the next room had already drawn his focus. All that surrounded him seemed to evaporate into nothingness as he moved silently, his eyes never leaving that final white cloth. One pace away he stopped, and his hand reached out, his strong digits sought the concealing fabric.  His arm was grasped,
“No, William, don’t. I would spare you that image.”
Suddenly, William was showing the emotion that he had concealed so well. His face reddened and the tears welled in his eyes. He raised a hand to his mouth and wiped the dryness from his lips. For the first time, he addressed Kempster,
“Did she suffer?”
“I believe that she was dead long before the majority of the injuries were inflicted. Of all the Ripper attacks, it was the most savage. However, I can say with certainty that she would have felt very little.” He paused. “I am sorry. I did not realise that you knew the victim.”
“Mary, her name was Mary. She had beautiful hair that smelled of jasmine, and she loved to sing at the most inappropriate moments. When she smiled, all was right in the world.” William glanced around at all the figures that lay beneath the covers. “Use their names where possible, they should not be consigned to history as the mere statistics of a killer.”
William felt the mood in the room darken and the conversation became stilted and forced. Eventually, Abberline announced that he and William needed to leave for another engagement, and once again Kempster would be left alone with those robbed of life. As he and Abberline were about to pass through the door to exit, William glanced around the room and shivered. The injustice seeped from the remains and infected all it touched. It was like a child walking through an ancient wood, feeling a cold, unexplained presence, then running, and not stopping until it felt the warm embrace of its mother. William made a silent promise to himself that unlike ‘justice’ he would not take flight, knowing only the embrace of the noose around the killer’s throat would bring warmth and calm to his soul.
As William moved through the gates of the workhouse, the guard passed him a note. Obadiah had found suitable lodgings and had made progress in the task he was set. Abberline had sent for a carriage and the two men waited in silence for the transport. William’s mind was fixed on the room he had just visited. Judging by the pensive look on his face, he believed that Abberline’s was also. The carriage arrived, they boarded and set off and, as the workhouse disappeared from view, somehow the dark cloud, which had visited the men lifted with the absence of the ominous building.  William held a burning interest in how Abberline came to know Obadiah,
“Tell me, Fred.”
“Tell you what?” Abberline asked.
“Obadiah grew up on these very streets, I know those days were not spent in quiet prayer or reading poetry.”
“That’s a nice thought, of Obadiah praying and reciting poetry on the banks of a gentle stream, but hardly like him at all. No, Obadiah will take the skin from my back if I tell the tale. He can be reluctant to share the details of his past.”
“But Obadiah isn’t here, and secrets forge new friendships,” William replied with a devilish grin. Abberline smiled, but William knew that his quest for knowledge would be fruitless. He tactfully changed the subject and allowed Abberline his secrets.
The journey was short and, to the former captain’s surprise, the carriage came to a stop outside a building that seemed to have been used as a slaughterhouse in the not too distant past.
As if Abberline sensed William's disturbance at the sight, he placed a hand on his shoulder. “Something you should know about London, William, very little is ever how it first seems. Distrust your senses, and beware the shadows or even a hand offered in friendship. Man, woman or child can rob you of life or purse. Now let us meet those that have shown an interest in William Harkness.”




Chapter 7
The former slaughter house had been cleaned but here and there William could still see the tell-tale signs of the unfortunate end of a beast. The dark stains testified to the building’s recent past. Inside the courtyard, two young men, neither of whom could have been more than twenty years old, stood proudly as they barred access to the building’s interior. Neither of the two wore a uniform, but William sensed they were Abberline’s men as both puffed out their chests, keen to impress their superior. William was briefly reminded of the young Private Nightingale on the day before the battle of Maiwand. He wondered if the boy still served in the ranks. He was so lost in his thoughts that entering the building and the conversation between Abberline and the two young men was little more than a blur. The noise of his own footsteps on the heavy planked flooring pulled him into the here and now.
Abberline opened a door and the room beyond showed three men sitting at a large table, their focus firmly on the many documents in front of them. So transfixed were the figures that not one of them took the time to raise a head to see who had entered the room.
“Gentlemen, this is William Harkness,” Abberline said, breaking the silence.
“Ah, William. It’s a pleasure to meet you again.”
“Sir Charles, it has been too many years since you were last at Cloveney.” William remembered Sir Charles Warren as one of those influential men that visited his father, but unlike many of the others, Sir Charles had not cowered like a whipped dog in the presence of Simeon Harkness. William had always respected the man for that fact alone.
“A beautiful place, William, but we must turn our attention to less attractive matters. Before the month is at an end, I will be leaving London to continue my military career. My time in this great city has been one of turmoil, and I am reluctant to leave with my name and the Metropolitan seen as failures in the eyes of the public. Please be seated William. We,” he glanced to the two men sitting to his right, “have a great deal to discuss with you.”
William slowly took a seat and was grateful to see Abberline move his chair close - a simple symbolic gesture showing that the inspector was here to support William. The only problem was that William had no idea why he would require support. The former captain felt uneasy, and so he fell back on his military training. If all else failed, advance and rattle the enemy.
“Forgive me, Sir Charles, but I am neither constable nor soldier, and would like to know why I have been summoned to this place.” William sensed Abberline shift uneasily in his chair.
“Bristly bastard, isn’t he?” The reply came from the man sitting directly to Warren’s right.
“And you are?” William asked of the man, his tone showing his agitation.
“Dr. Robert Anderson.” The man smiled as he replied. The white hair and beard only helped to frame the piercing blue eyes that seemed to delve into William’s soul. “Assistant Commissioner. And I am something of a bristly bastard myself.”
William detected the Irish accent although he sensed that the owner had made a great effort to eradicate it, or at the very least tone it down. Rather than reply, he merely looked at the third man at the table and waited to be introduced. The room fell silent, because the third man was still concentrating on a document in his hand. Warren coughed, and the slender framed man finally deemed to raise his head. A scar, which began at the scalp and ran down the forehead, missed the eye by some miracle, then continued on its way through the cheek, coming to an abrupt end at the very tip of the jaw, held William’s attention. The figure did not speak immediately, but rather studied William with the same intensity with which he had perused the document.
“Isaac Naismith,” he said. “I have a number of duties, though I suppose clerk will suffice.”
Dr. Anderson gave a growl of laughter at his comrade’s description of his own occupation. However, Sir Charles, perhaps sensing William was quickly running out of patience, decided to press on with the meeting.
“I believe that Inspector Abberline has given the rather grim tour of the workhouse? I hope that you, like myself and these gentlemen, understand that the need to bring the culprit-”
“Or culprits,” Naismith interrupted.
“Indeed.” Warren acknowledged his comrade. “There is need to bring those responsible for these crimes to justice. It has become apparent that the Metropolitan and I have failed in the task. This killer, or killers,” he added quickly, “is unlike anything we have encountered before, and we believe that a new approach is required. We need men who are not constrained by law.”
“Isn’t that the point of law?” William asked. “To prevent just such unaccountable vigilantism?”
“In normal times, William, I would defend the rule of law as sacrosanct, but I feel that in our current situation we must act in an extraordinary way to combat the evil that stalks the streets of this great city. This is not some dirty little crime, which blends into the fabric of London. Chaos threatens from each street; fear and anger consume even the most docile. If we do not take action I fear that London, and beyond, will fall to anarchy.”
“Do we truly believe one killer could cause such mayhem?” William was not convinced by Warren’s argument.
It was the cold calculating voice of Naismith that replied,
“Why do you think it’s just a single killer? The act of a deranged madman?  If we look beyond the sensationalist stories that our newspapers are so keen to peddle, another picture begins to take form.”
“It’s just a theory, Naismith,” barked Anderson.
“But one worth investigating,” he replied.
“We must leave no stone unturned,” Warren interrupted, sensing an argument on the verge of eruption. “William, there is a possibility that these murders are politically motivated.”
William had little interest in politics and, as such, knew of only one activist organisation within Britain. “Irish Nationalists?”
“William, I have spent half my life tracking down those Fenian bastards.” For the first time, Anderson spoke as though interested in the proceedings. “They are dedicated to their cause, and vicious with it, but this is not their style. They like to make noise - a great bloody bang, or a bullet for someone in high office. Killing the unknown and not claiming responsibility?” He screwed up his face and stroked his beard but did not speak further. Naismith however, was keen to press his theory.
“The Fenians are intent on ensuring Irish home rule by intimidation – a bombing here, an assassination there – all to force the British government to relinquish power in Ireland. I do not believe the motivation behind these killings is to reduce British influence, but rather to reduce the influence of immigrants within these lands.”
“In what way?” William could not help being enthralled by Naismith’s theory.
“The killings take place in areas of high immigration, where tensions already run high between the newly arrived and those who consider themselves native. Clashes take place on a daily basis, and it would not take much to turn these small incidents into all-out war. A chalked note written on a wall, which may have been written by the killer, was clearly designed to raise the feelings of resentment against the Jewish population. In truth, this still may be the work of an unstable mind craving slaughter, but I believe we must be open to the investigation leading us on other paths.”
“This is all very interesting but, as I have said before, what has this to do with me?”
“William, you were an outstanding officer who, I am told, received loyalty from his men. You showed great courage at Maiwand, and had it not been for your speed of thought many more of the 66th would have died that day.” Sir Charles Warren paused for a moment and stared at the former officer before him. “Burrows was a damn fool, William, and he failed the men at Maiwand. You served your country with honour and, though I have no right, I would ask you to do so again.”
“Serve my country? What is it you want me to do?” he asked.
“Find this killer, William. If a door bars your way, kick it down. If a tongue needs to be loosened, use all your imagination to loosen it.”
“Sir Charles, I must ask: did my father ask that you consider me for this position?”
“I spoke to Sir Harkness, William, and he assured me that if you believed that he was to take an active role in your selection for this task, then nothing would be more certain than your refusal.”
William looked into Warren’s eyes and saw no trace of deceit. “And if I find the man, or men, responsible?”
“If the evidence is clear, then they will face trial, if not, then they should not escape justice,” replied Warren.
“You wish me to be a killer.”
“You are already a killer William; you served for too many years not to have ended many lives.”
“That was duty,” replied William, horrified at Warren’s reply.
“As is this, William. This is a duty to your country and your people.”
Then Naismith spoke, and his words stung at William, ensuring that only one path was open to the former captain of the 66th.
“Who will seek out justice for Mary Kelly, William, if not you? That is your true duty.”
“I will need time to think,” William replied. He rose from his chair and turned, readying himself to leave, when for the first time he spied another man hidden away in the corner of the room. “And you are?”
“This is Jonathan Locke, William.” It was Naismith who replied. “He is in my employ. I thought that a man with a natural mistrust of authority such as you would prefer this meeting to be documented, with those present adding their signatures. I hoped this action would reassure you as to our intentions in this matter.”
“A clerk who employs another clerk?”
Naismith smiled.
“There are ranks in all forms of employ William. Jonathan is excellent at preparing documents and will ensure that you receive your copy in good time.”
***
Father Pettigrew was a God-fearing man, but the Celestial Being was not the root of the fear that coursed through the old man’s veins right now. Two nights previously, he had taken confession, as he had for more than forty years. A figure had appeared and, as usual, he had asked the faceless form to confess his sins. In forty years, he had heard all manner of sins. Adultery and theft were commonplace, but in those five minutes he became witness to the very existence of evil. As the man of cloth hurriedly climbed aboard the coach, his mind held on to the moments he had spent in close proximity to the stranger. The whisper, which heralded from the other side of the grille, was not particularly menacing. However, it was soft, and the elderly Pettigrew, being a man long passed his sixtieth birthday, had to move closer to the wooden lattice that allowed communication but prevented recognition. With each gentle, and yet terrifying, word that breached the lattice defences, Pettigrew’s eyes widened. Then, finally, the words ceased their flow and silence flooded into the confessional. Father Pettigrew opened his mouth but knew that he could not offer any words of absolution. He reached beneath his cassock and withdrew a silver flask. Drinking deeply of the liquid inside the flask, he felt unseen eyes burning into him from beyond the latticework.
“No words of comfort, Father?” the words came again like slow dripping water upon the rocks.
“You must turn away from this evil,” Pettigrew stumbled over his reply.
“Is it Revelations, father?”
“I’m sorry?” Pettigrew replied, confused by the question.
“And I looked and behold a pale horse: and his name that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him. And power was given unto them over the fourth part of the earth, to kill with sword, and with hunger, and with death, and with the beasts of the earth.”
Father Pettigrew listened to the quote and knew that the evil would not stop. He heard the stranger’s door open and felt movement from the opposite booth. He needed to know this man, and so gently opened his own door and pushed the highly polished silver flask through the small opening. After a few small adjustments the reflection showed a figure moving away, and the elderly priest tried to position the flask for a better view. Fear struck deep within as he realised the figure was turning. He pulled back the flask and grasped the cross that hung around his neck with his free hand. He listened intently, trying to discern footsteps above the heavy pounding of his heartbeat. After what seemed a lifetime, he plucked up the courage to move his frail body to the door. Slowly, he stepped out into the place of worship, fearing that the stranger might lurk only paces away. No killer announced himself; in fact, the whole building seemed devoid of all life. He wondered if the flask had been observed, and if so would he become a victim of the man’s obvious insanity.
That question had plagued Pettigrew’s mind through the night and the following day. The experience had shaken this man of the cloth to his very soul. He found that God for once in his life did not present the answers, and so he had decided to leave his position. The carriage did not come cheap, but he wanted to leave London far behind and gladly paid the excessive price demanded by the driver. The familiar streets came and went, and Pettigrew clutched at the cross about his neck as each of those streets was traversed. Finally, the greyness of London was left behind, to be replaced by a plethora of greens. The soothing countryside went some way to calming Pettigrew. He allowed sleep to overwhelm him for the first time in two days.
The carriage coming to a grinding halt tipped the elderly Pettigrew’s head forward and forced him to open his eyes. He became aware of voices outside and assumed that the driver, so far from London, was asking for directions. He pulled the flask from an inside pocket and tipped his head backwards to sample the delights held within his silver companion. A drip landed on his forehead and, thinking he had been over zealous in his attempt to drink, he raised a handkerchief to wipe away the alcohol. His brain did not register what the handkerchief had retrieved at first; the deep crimson liquid upon its surface was clearly not a match for the whiskey contained within the flask. He listened for the driver, but only crushing silence assailed his ears. More blood dripped down from the roof of the carriage, and finally Pettigrew knew his attempt at escape had been fruitless. He looked at the flask, and then with his other hand took the metal cross about his neck and etched something into the surface. Then he pushed the flask from view and awaited his fate. The door to the carriage began to open slowly, and the old preacher leaned forward to pull it shut. A powerful hand burst forward and caught his hand, a quick movement, and jerked it sharply, splintering the bone. The old man jumped backwards howling in pain, glancing down at his shattered wrist. Then the light from the doorway dimmed and a figure stood before Pettigrew. He did not speak but offered a courteous nod and then drew a long blade from beneath his coat. Pettigrew clasped his cross to his heart and closed his eyes.
The blade went to work.




Chapter 8
William had returned to the lodgings acquired by Obadiah. The night had been spent in deep discussion with his old friend, on the same day the unfortunate Father Pettigrew met his untimely end. William unaware of the murder, arose the next morning with a new sense of purpose. Obadiah had arranged a substantial breakfast, and convinced William to eat before heading to the less desirable parts of the old city. Two tasks lay before him, and the first promised to be unpleasant. He had asked Abberline to make it possible for a visit to the former lodgings of Mary Kelly. He could not explain to himself why it was important, but knew that he must see where the bright flame of the woman, who lit up every room she entered, was so violently extinguished.
It did not take long for William and Obadiah to reach Miller’s Court. As they approached the former home of Mary Kelly, they spied a squat, shabbily dressed man waiting at the entrance to the dwelling. William thought the man looked like one of the many pigs that his father’s men kept on the Cloveney estate. As they neared the stranger, his facial features did little to persuade William that he was wholly human.
“Mr Harkness?” asked the man. The tone of the question left William in no doubt that the man resented being ordered by Abberline to carry out this task.
“I am most grateful to you for allowing entrance to your premises.” William tried to be as sincere as possible.
“That’s all well and good, Harkness, but time is money in my line of work. I have rent to collect.” The man replied, seemingly determined to show his displeasure.
Obadiah stepped forward and placed a number of coins in the man’s hand, saying. “Our business will be swift, but Mr Harkness and I have no wish to see your assistance being detrimental to the sum of tin in your pocket, Mr –?”
“McCarthy, I am landlord to these properties – not that I can rent this place. Since the murder, not even the dollymops will step foot over the threshold. I can’t see why one dead whore who didn’t pay her rent has everyone so up in arms.” Suddenly, he gasped in pain. “What’s your game?”
Obadiah was strong despite his advanced years. He was using that strength to crush the landlord’s hand, which had been too slow in retreating once it had received payment. “A word of warning, Mr McCarthy: Mary Kelly is deserving of respect, and you would do well to remember that in our presence.”
The man nodded his compliance and, once released, moved towards the door without another word.
“How long did Mary rent the place?” asked William.
“Several months,” the man replied. He struggled with the big iron key, which unlocked a door that would open with no more than a gentle nudge. “Not that she paid too regularly,” and then quickly added, “times are tough.” The door swung open, revealing a dreadfully small space for a person to live in. “Like I say, I haven’t been able to get a new tenant, so I use it to store things.”
“Not much furniture,” William announced.
“Well I had to get rid of the bed, it was fit for nought. The table was here when Mary was, but she had precious little of her own.”
William glanced around the stark interior and then focussed upon a stain on the floor. He moved closer and crouched down to inspect what he thought to be blood.
“I heard the constables say that that’s where it happened. They think she was moved to the bed afterwards,” McCarthy said, as he rubbed his squashed hand.
William nodded. He remembered the report into the murder reaching the same conclusion.
“And you’re sure it was Mary?”
“As sure as any man could be, in the circumstances.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well it’s her room; her clothes were on the bed.”
“But was it Mary?”
“You don’t understand… there was nothing to recognise. The bastard had done her proper; I doubt her own mother would have recognised her. Besides, Abberline seems to believe it was Mary.”
“Very well, Mr McCarthy, if you would give me and my colleague a few moments, we will let you get back to your duties.”
The landlord nodded his agreement at his dismissal and left with some haste. It was clear to William that the man felt uncomfortable in the room where so much blood had been shed. William waited until McCarthy was out of sight, and then asked Obadiah to help him with the table.
“What do you have in mind, William?”
“When I was looking at the floor I noticed something unusual about the wall.” The table was hoisted away, and William and Obadiah bent low to examine the brickwork. William reached forward and grasped a brick that did not quite sit right. It came away easily, without hesitation, he once again plunged his hand forward and searched the small recess left by the removal of the brick.
“Anything?” asked Obadiah.
“No,” William’s tone revealed his disappointment. “Wait, there’s something.” He pulled his hand free to reveal a small scrap of paper, which had obviously torn from a larger document when it had been removed from the hole.
“What does it say?”
“Nothing. It’s blank,” replied William.
Obadiah reached forward and clasped the paper, taking his time to examine it,
“Good quality, not dollymop writing material.”
William nodded his agreement, but could not disguise his disappointment in not finding a more tangible clue. He had hoped that a clue found at the site of Mary’s Godless slaughter would somehow aid her to rest in the next world.
***
Bluegate Fields lay just north of the London docks and was not a place you would usually choose willingly to visit. Filled to the brim with the lowest calibre of brothels, the area served the many sailors who frequented the old city. Violence erupted without warning, and usually the most vulnerable were left hurt and bleeding. However, as the son of Sir Simeon Harkness walked the streets, he was both appalled and enthralled.  He did not know how people could live in such squalor, but at the same time could sense the danger with each step and could not dismiss the excitement he felt within his chest. Drunken sailors lurched from brothel to brothel as wretched creatures clawed at them, keen to extract every coin from their purse. William expected that if a sailor did happen to manage to escape from the whores and save his hard-earned tin, then a pickpocket or thug would soon relieve him of what was left.
“To what street do we head?”
“Let me worry about our destination. You keep an eye on these bastards. Do not let any of them get too close,” replied Obadiah. As he spoke, a young boy brushed close to him and was rewarded with a clip to the ear. “Try and blag my tin, boy, and you will get a blinker for your trouble.” He pushed the lad away. William smiled, because he had not
a clue what Obadiah was talking about. It was as though he had stepped into a foreign land. The rest of the journey went without incident; Obadiah picked his way through the streets like a great prowling tiger. His eyes narrowed, nostrils flared and ready to meet the challenge of any beast. They turned into a small alley that ran between the buildings, and William was aware of the cheering of an excited crowd coming from within one of the buildings.
Obadiah stopped and turned to William,[saying, “So, I visited the cobbler’s shop, but the family you sought had long since left. A Jew resides there now and seems to be succeeding where Moore’s family failed. He knew only that Jack had fallen foul of his uncle’s temper and left for a life on the streets.”
“So, how did you find him?” William asked, knowing that these streets could spell disaster for a young lad without a protector.
“It seems Jack Moore is a celebrated pugilist.”
“What?”
“He makes a living with his fists and, from what I hear, is renowned in certain areas of the city.”
William was surprised by Obadiah’s information because William’s old sergeant from his army days, had led him to believe that his brother had been a weak and vulnerable child.
The cheering grew louder and, before long, William and Obadiah were forcing their way through a crowd. William could not contain a grin at the new experience, especially when he observed as many women as men in the crowd calling out their joy at the spilling of blood. Gradually, the origin of the crowd’s entertainment came into view: two men with bodies covered in blood and sweat circled one another. The larger of the two from time to time threw large jaw-breaking swipes towards his opponent, who danced away all too easily from harm. Then his opponent - a man of a far slimmer build - would rush forward and deliver a maelstrom of blows, and then quickly retreat, leaving the face of the huge man in bloodied tatters.
“He’s fast.” William leaned closer to Obadiah, so his friend could hear over the noise of the crowd.
“I know. Much faster; besides, his opponent is an oaf. A large barrel of piss and wind. The bout was lost before it began,” replied Obadiah, turning to look at William.
“Perhaps not.” William nodded towards the fight, because the large oaf had suddenly rushed forward, caught his slender opponent in his arms, and was attempting to squeeze the life out him. His bear-like arms prevented movement, and, for a moment, William thought the more skilful fighter would lose. However, a head was drawn back and brought down with terrifying force. Blood and mucus exploded from the oaf’s nose and he immediately let go of his opponent. The agile fighter did not waste the opportunity to throw a devastating punch that connected with the oaf’s jaw sounding a loud crack. The poorly-maintained teeth could not take the pressure and shot from the mouth. A small tooth flicked against William’s cheek. It was obvious the crowd knew the bout was over before the big man crashed to the ground, but still they shouted for more blood. For a moment the crowd fell silent, willing a blow to fall and finish the forlorn fighter. However, the victor merely walked away, showing mercy to his opponent. Those watching booed, but William smiled in high admiration for the man , for whom it seemed was also not devoid of honour. He guessed it was a rare quality, as he glanced around the disappointed faces in the crowd. He liked the slender street warrior, even though he had not yet shared a conversation with the man. A short runt of a man called for challengers. His focus was dragged from thinking about the heroic pugilist, when he heard Obadiah call out a reply.
“What are you doing? I’m not fighting him!” William shouted over the noisy crowd, annoyed at Obadiah.
“Well I am far too old for such stupidity.” The crowd were already calling for William to step forward. “Do you think a man like that has any interest in what you have to say? Gain his respect – better still, knock him on his arrogant arse.”
“I should knock you on your arse,” replied William. Nonetheless, as he spoke he started to unbutton his jacket.
“Name,” a voice sounded from over his shoulder.
William turned and saw the portly man had moved to within a few steps.
“Name?” William asked, confused as to why it mattered to these people what he called himself.
“It’s got to be done correct,” the man replied.
“Oh.” William paused wondering whether he should give his real name, then said,
“Harkness, William Harkness.” The man turned immediately and marched out into the centre of the crowd. He held up his hand and waited for the audience to fall silent.
“A real treat - you can tell by the way he speaks - we have a proper gentleman gracing our streets. He’s going to put our Jack in his place.” The crowd sniggered, clearly thinking the suggestion ridiculous. The slender fighter however, did not smile. He waited patiently for the talking to stop, and then waved William forward.
The two men closed on one another, William opened his mouth to speak, but a lightning-fast jab prevented any words. He took a step backwards and raised a hand to the cut on his lip. The crowd whooped with delight at the first sign of blood. Another blow came in, but this time William was ready, swatting away the troublesome fist as though it were no more than an irritating fly. At the same time, he stepped towards his opponent and brought his elbow round. It crashed against Jack’s temple, forcing him to lose his footing. William did not press forward, which allowed Jack to shakily get to his feet.
“I see the proper gent can be dirty,” said Jack, shaking his head.
“Oh, I can be filthy, but I would rather we just talked.”
“I can’t see what we have to talk about.”
For the first time William noticed his opponent’s eyes. In build, Jack could not have been more different from his old sergeant. His friend had been short in stature but possessed tremendous strength in both arms and legs. The man before him was of a good height and slender, without any trace of fat. The eyes however, proved that the two men were kin. The same piercing green eyes. The sergeant had used them to make many new recruit wilt and William guessed that Jack had done the same to a plethora of opponents. A multitude of blows was thrown and eventually the pair broke, each gasped ferociously trying to force air into their lungs.
“So why would a man of your standing wish to speak to me?” Jack wheezed.
“I made a promise, and the fulfilment of that promise is long overdue.” William replied, wiping blood from his eye.
“A promise to who?” Jack dodged one way and then threw a punch, but it was half hearted, as the gentleman had pricked his interest.
“Your brother.”
“And why did he not come to see me in person?”
William was shocked he had not entertained the thought that Jack Moore would have no idea that his brother had fallen in foreign climes.
“He’s dead, Jack. He died in battle after saving my life.”
Jack’s hands dropped to his side, and then without another word he walked from the fighting area and picked up his shirt. He looked to William who had remained rooted to the spot.
“This not the place to discuss such matters.”
“What do you mean?” The short rotund man was not best pleased.
“I’m done,” Jack replied.
“I have taken money on the outcome,” the man cried.
Jack lost his temper and grabbed the man about the throat.
“Then give it back, I have spilled enough blood to make you tin.” He hurled the man into the crowd and strode away, William and Obadiah hurrying after him.
It was not long before William, Jack, and Obadiah were seated, each with a large ale in hand. For some time, they sat in silence, but eventually Jack asked the question that William knew would come.
“How did he die?”
“He died at Maiwand, but he took plenty of the bastards with him.”
“Maiwand,” Jack had to fight back the tears. “So long ago, I thought he had forgotten me.”
“Never. You were always in his thoughts, and he stayed away because you felt such anger towards him for leaving you in London.”
“It’s my fault we couldn’t be brothers.”
“No. You were young, and he understood.” William lifted his drink to his lips, trying to hide his own emotions. Sergeant Moore’s death had deeply affected William, and for many years he had buried the pain of the hurt deep within. He knew that if Moore had not stopped to save his life, then in all probability the sergeant would have survived, and so a strong vein of guilt was mixed with the grief. After some time, and a lot more ale, William asked Jack what he intended to do now he had walked away from the prize-fighting.
“In truth, I have not thought that far ahead.”
“I have work for you. However, it will be dirty and more than likely dangerous.”
“Did my brother ever shy away from danger?” Jack asked.
“Hell, that man would spit in the face of the Devil,” replied William, a smile emerging on his face.
Jack held out his hand to show that he was now William’s man. “My brother was a far better man than me, if he was your man, then so am I.”
“He was better than us all, Jack.”




Chapter 9
William woke the next morning still feeling the effects of the numerous ales he had consumed. He took water from a jug and splashed it into his face in the hope of chasing away the effects of the devilish brew. A sharp rap sounded on his door. William called out that the visitor should enter and instantly recognised one of Abberline’s young constables.
“I have a communication from Mr Naismith, sir.”
William gritted his teeth; it had been a long time since he had been called sir, and in truth he planned never to command men again. He allowed his emotions to subside,
“What’s your name, Constable?” he asked.
“Dew, sir. Walter Dew.”
“Well Walter, what does our friend Mr. Naismith have to say?”
“He asks if you would be so kind as to meet him, sir?” He leaned forward and placed a note into William’s hand. “The address is on the note, and I have taken the liberty of arranging a carriage, sir.”
“Thank you, has Inspector Abberline placed you at my disposal?”
“Yes, sir. Me and Charlie Dunn are to treat you as if you were an Inspector.”
“Good God, really? How do you and Charlie feel about that?” William asked.
“If Inspector Abberline believes it should be done, sir, then it is not our place to question why.” The reply came with confidence and without the shadow of deceit. These were Abberline’s men, and he had gained their loyalty by extension. William could not help but smile, because once again Frederick Abberline had shown his support. The young constable was wearing plain clothes, and William noticed that the garments were not in the best condition.
“Walter, in the course of our duties we may have to visit places that require a certain dress code.”
“Sir?” Walter did not hide the confusion.
William took out his purse and retrieved from it more money than Walter had seen in one place in his life. He then wrote a note and handed it to the man.
“You are to take this note to the address I have written down.  Jack and Charlie are to accompany you, and I suspect the proprietors will look upon you with disdain, Walter. That shows their failings, though, and not yours. If this,” he handed over the rolled notes, “falls short, then tell them to send details of what is owed to this address.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And Walter? Stand tall, do not let any man assume that he is your superior. Let him earn that honour.”
“Yes, sir.” Walter turned and moved quickly from the room, the money clamped so tightly within his fist the knuckles bulged white.
***
The carriage came to halt and William stepped out onto the Strand. He had instructed the driver to stop short of the Grand Divan; he wanted to clear his head. The previous days had been hectic to say the least, and for once he took his father’s advice. Sir Simeon Harkness had always placed emphasis on silence and a time to reflect. The Strand was far too busy for silence, but William could use the short walk to gather his thoughts. He slowed his pace and thought about the task that lay ahead. A simple mission of catching a killer, or killers, who had avoided capture by the entire Metropolitan police force for over fifteen years. If it had not been for the slaughter involved, the idea would have made him burst out laughing. He admitted to himself that he had no idea where to start; the police had obtained no clues or hint towards a culprit. He sighed, stopped, and closed his eyes, trying to calm the thoughts of despair. When at last he re-opened them, the Grand Divan rose before him, resplendent in its pomposity. It had stood in the Strand since the beginning of the century and was very different from its humble beginnings. It had begun life as nothing more than a glorified coffee house, where customers could pay an admittance fee and receive coffee and a cigar. However, the Grand had thrived in London. It now boasted fine dining rooms, and some of the most influential people in London frequented its rooms. William entered and was immediately approached by a hefty man obviously employed to ensure that only the right sort of customer entered. A voice called out.
“William, so kind of you to accept my invitation.” Naismith’s greeting stopped the brute of a man in his tracks, and William could sense the man’s awkwardness at not knowing what to do next. Naismith came to his rescue. “It’s quite alright, Bennet; Mr Harkness is a guest of mine.” The employee nodded and slunk away without another word. Naismith indicated that William should follow, and the two moved swiftly through the Grand’s finery. It was clear to William that Naismith had no intention of sitting with the other customers, no matter how important they were to the fabric of London society. A door was eventually opened, and Naismith and William stepped inside. The room was designed for both comfort and discretion. No bigger than twelve paces in either direction, against the walls stood ornate trolleys that offered the occupier a choice of fine beverages. Cooked meats, bread and other English foods were also on show, all to ensure that the diner wanted for nothing, and would not need to call for assistance.
Naismith sat in a luxurious leather chair and signalled for William to do the same.
“Not my usual surroundings, but I find the Grand keeps prying eyes at bay.” As he spoke he offered William a cigar and poured each of them a coffee.
“Can I be blunt, Mr. Naismith?”
“I would imagine so,” Naismith replied.
William was thrown by the reply, but quickly recovered and pressed on.
“Why have you summoned me here today?”
“Summoned? I invited you, William. I am not your superior and hold no official office. I have no power to demand your presence. I merely wished to discuss matters further and, if possible, learn your opinion.”
On hearing Naismith’s reply, William could not help feeling embarrassed, because it was said with such sincerity.
“I am sorry.”
Naismith held up a hand to prevent the apology.
“William, there is no need for an apology; you have more than a good reason to mistrust authority. Besides, in London those too eager to trust often do so at great cost.” Naismith rubbed the scar tissue on his cheek, and William watched with interest.
Naismith noticed he was being observed. “I am not the only one that displays the scars of his past. I believe your own scar runs the length of your torso.”
“Yes. An Afghan blade,” confirmed William, although he doubted Naismith needed the information, the man opposite clearly already knew a great deal.
“Nothing quite so heroic in my case, and not received in service to Queen and country.” Naismith paused as if in deep thought and then continued, to William’s surprise, on the subject of the scar. “I was not born into a family with wealth, William. My father was an intelligent man and worked as a clerk. He taught me at an early age to read and write.  I should have spent the rest of my days employed in some mundane office, but the fates conspired against my future. My father fell ill and died, leaving my mother and I alone. Unfortunately, she frittered away the savings my father had gathered in his working life. I do not blame her, though, as his death struck at her very soul, and she found solace in drink. The years passed, and our situation did not improve. Soon my mother started to go out and lift her skirt to place the smallest amount of food on the table.” William felt a little uncomfortable at Isaac Naismith sharing such intimate details; nonetheless, he did not interrupt. One night my mother had been gone all day and I had not eaten since the previous night. A small piece of bread, William, no bigger than your fist, was all the sustenance we possessed. I could wait no longer, and hungrily forced it into my mouth. I should have waited, but the gnawing within my guts blinded me to the fact it was the only food that we possessed. As the last piece disappeared, my mother returned, the drink heavy on her breath. She had beaten me before when the gin had her under its control, but that night was different. I had never seen her so angry, and her fists smacked against me repeatedly. Fearing for my life, I pushed her backwards against a small table, but my show of defiance only enraged her further. She plucked up the bread knife and slashed at me, I can still feel the burning heat as the blade cut through my cheek. Fearing for my life, I clasped a hand to my wound and ran. I did not stop until the curses that she screamed at me could no longer be heard. I was a boy of twelve, and suddenly alone on the streets of London.” He paused and then added, “Punishment for stealing the bread I suppose.”
“You were just a boy and hungry, the fault was not yours.” William was horrified at the tale. “How did that twelve-year-old boy become the man before me?”
Naismith smiled,
“I wish I could say it was through hard work and superior intellect, William, but in truth I blundered about, falling foul of those far better suited to life on the streets. So desperate was my situation that I tried to lift a gentlemen’s wallet.”
“You got caught?”
“Caught?” Naismith laughed. “The pocket I tried to pick was Anderson’s, and the old bastard gave me such a slap. Then he grabbed me by the hair and marched me down the street. I thought he was taking me to the police, but he took me to his home and gave me the first decent meal I had eaten in years. From that point I have been in his employ.”
“So, you are Anderson’s man?”
“I am grateful to the old rogue, but the debt has been paid many times over, William.” Naismith raised his glass in salute to his own words. “Now, enough of my adventures; let us discuss far graver matters.”
“You don’t think this is a lone killer, do you?” William said quietly.
“I can prove nothing, but this seems bigger, somehow. My work, William, is all about patterns - seeing what others do not. I piece together seemingly meaningless bits of information, and sometimes a picture comes into view. Those that seek to destroy us always leave breadcrumbs leading to their door, no matter how careful or intelligent their plan.”
“And have you have spotted a trail of breadcrumbs here?”
“Nothing so simple, though I believe one is emerging. If my theory is correct it would appear we are dealing with something completely new.”
“So, what do you have?” William asked, becoming frustrated.
“We have what we believe to be whores washing up in the Thames, their identity wiped from history. This type of woman dies every day, William, so why hide their identity for so many years? Then, as civil unrest grows within London, the killings become more public, immigrant populations are blamed, and the Metropolitan virtually teased by the killer.”
“But it could just be different killers.”
“I realise that I may have started to see patterns where they do not exist. I am quite open to the possibility that I am wrong. When you were with the 66th William, did you ever go scouting?”
“Many times,” he replied.
“Did you ever sense that the enemy was just beyond your sight, even though there was no reason to expect that was the case?”
William thought of the days before the battle of Maiwand; how he had spent so many hours watching the horizon. Each time he turned away, he thought he saw shadowy movement in his secondary vision.
“Those were dangerous times,” he finally answered.
“So are these, William. Tell me what you know of Bloody Sunday?”
“Only what was reported: a demonstration turned violent and the army called in to disperse the crowd.”
“If that was truly the case, we would not now be having this discussion. The demonstration took place on the 13th of November 1887, and yet just a couple of days before the event we knew absolutely nothing. No rumours of a march on Trafalgar Square, or of who had orchestrated the demonstration. It wasn’t until hours beforehand that the Metropolitan would hear of the upcoming disturbance, and they had to move with all haste to meet the threat.”
“Poor intelligence?”
Naismith looked at William as if he had uttered a curse against God.
“Thirty thousand people marched on Trafalgar Square, and not one of our agents caught the scent of what was coming. The demonstration boasted Marxists, the Irish league, the Fabian Society, secularists, reformists, and the SDF. The only thing these groups hate more than the British government is each other, and yet on that day they all converged on the same spot. Two constables were stabbed. We had no idea who had carried out the attack, and yet the next day three newspapers claimed a man belonging to the Irish National League had caused the injuries.”
He took another sip of his drink.
“Then the Ripper begins his deadly games. Newspapers are used to taunt the Police, messages left on walls suggesting the killer is a Jew. George Lusk becomes self-appointed king of the anarchists, and rages against the Metropolitan.  He attracts far more supporters than his rants deserve. The man is a raucous fool, and yet he seems privy to information of which only those in high office are aware. It’s as though he unknowingly dances to another’s tune - a puppet to a person wanting chaos on the streets of London.”
“It seems-” William could not find the words.
“Unbelievable. Just too fantastic. Trust me, William, that in my calmer moments I am of the same opinion. I ask only that you keep an open mind and look for the signs. I will add only one further point, and that is George Scannet.”
“George Scannet?”
“Scannet was a gifted Investigator. He was the first man we approached for your task. Two days after he was appointed to hunt down the killer, he disappeared. No body or letter of resignation. It was as though the man had never existed. I believe Scannet is dead, but with no body that is hard to prove. It is one of the reasons we chose you, William.”
“I don’t understand.”
“When you asked if we had approached your father about your suitability for the role, we answered truthfully that we had not. However, it would be lie to suggest that placing the son of Sir Simeon Harkness in the position would not aid its success.”
“In what way?”
“The killer, or killers, are cold and calculating. If they know anything of London or indeed the Empire they would know that to kill the son of Sir Simeon Harkness would make an enemy of one of the most influential men of our time. Your father would tear this city apart to find those responsible; it would be an amazing thing to witness.”
“Don’t look so pleased, Naismith; I have no plans to be butchered anytime soon.”
Naismith laughed, and as he did so, he retrieved a wooden box that William had spied earlier lying on the floor.
“I have no wish to see you come to harm, in fact I have a gift which will hopefully help you stay alive.  On a recent trip to America, I was fortunate to be invited to a number of renowned weapon manufacturers. I stumbled upon Allen and Therber - wonderfully eccentric and dedicated to producing the finest pistols on the planet.” He reached forward and opened the wooden box. Inside lay two pistols; each gun boasting four short barrels.
“Ah, pepper-boxes,” William nodded. He had seen similar on his travels.
“You know your pistols, William, but I would wager that you have never seen the like of these before.” Naismith took out one of the guns; he affectionately stroked the highly polished barrels. “As you presumably know, the pepper-box usually fires each barrel in turn. I had these two guns especially designed so that all the barrels can be fired in one deadly barrage or,” he paused as he slid a switch near the trigger, “in single shots. The barrels are also slightly longer than a usual pepper-box, giving it better accuracy, but I wouldn’t enter any tournaments if I were you.”
“I am grateful, Naismith, but why?”
“Killer or killers, it doesn’t matter; they must be stopped. I would assist the man who might succeed where so many have failed.”
“You know, Naismith,” William said with narrowing eyes, “if I am to believe your theory, you yourself could fit as a suspect. A man who has a great knowledge of the Empire, I suspect you have acquired wealth and a reason to hate dollymops; they do after all, remind you of your mother’s fall from grace. However, I also suspect you would prefer a handgun as a means to destroy your victims.” It was an assumption, but William remembered the glint in Naismith’s eyes as he had displayed the pepperboxes.
“On the contrary, I could not hit Parliament from six paces. No, William, I would have to use a blade. I knew you were the right man for the task, and how exciting to be your first suspect.” Naismith laughed and thumped William on the shoulder. William grinned but stored away in his memory Naismith’s reaction at being accused of the crime. Naismith had somehow found delight in the accusation, and it seemed odd somehow to William.




Chapter 10
The cold breeze met William as he exited the Grand, Naismith following quickly behind. He turned and was about to say his farewells when a female voice called out to him. He glanced up and down the Strand but could not see where the voice originated. Then his name was called again, followed by laughter. The laugh picked him up and threw him into the past; he knew that teasing laugh could belong to only one person. He turned and saw an ornate carriage no more than fifty paces away. Stepping down from it was a figure who had visited him many times in his dreams. The woman turned and smiled, and moved serenely towards him, and as she neared, he wondered if this was yet another dream.
“William, you are looking decidedly handsome.” Emily reached out as she spoke and touched his cheek.
“Emily,” he said, struggling to find his words, and then, remembering he was not alone, added, “this is Isaac Naismith, a -” he faltered.
“Good friend,” Naismith added. “Although I have to ask myself whether a friend would hide such a beauty from me? I am delighted to make your acquaintance.”
“Mr. Naismith, you are a charmer,” she replied.
William took in her beauty but noticed a small shadow by her right eye - an injury that had not quite fully healed. He guessed that Emily had been riding. She was an expert in the saddle, but few of her mounts could match her bravery usually and shied away from her attempts at jumping any obstacle.
“How is married life treating you, Emily?” William asked, hoping rather selfishly that the husband had been killed in some freak accident.
“Oh, men are so mundane that we women must find our own entertainment,” she laughed. However, William thought he saw a flicker of sadness in her gaze.
“Emily,” a voice sounded behind them. “I thought I told you to remain in the carriage?”
“Charles, let me introduce an old friend, William, and his colleague, Mr. Naismith.”
Charles Coldridge was a big man, his build similar to William’s but standing at least two inches taller. His blonde hair was cut short and he possessed a marble-white complexion. His beard and moustache were trimmed meticulously so that not one hair stood out of place. He nodded to William and Naismith, and then his attention switched completely to Emily. He strode up to her and grasped her wrist, leaning in close.
“I believe I asked you to stay in the carriage,” he repeated.
William could see that the man was tightening his grip and twisting Emily’s wrist. The next few moments were a blur; William knew he had moved forward - the rage he felt inside had insisted upon it. He was barely aware of the blow he had aimed at the man or the thwack as it struck Charles on the chin. He was only partly aware of the driver jumping down from the carriage and racing towards him, only to be sent sprawling onto the floor as Naismith’s cane rapped against his shins. The driver pulled a cudgel from his pocket, and attempted to rise, but in a blink of an eye Naismith had pulled a blade from his cane and held the point at the servant’s throat. William stared down at Charles, and then leant forward and grasped the man by the throat.
“If you ever lay a hand on her again…”
“No! William, stop!” Emily shouted, pulling at his shoulder. Then, William felt her struggling to tug him away.
Charles Coldridge scrambled to his feet and wiped blood from his lip. He turned to face William and said, grimly, “Do you know who I am?”
“A dead man if you raise a hand to this woman again,” William answered.
“She is my wife,” Charles replied, indignantly.
“Then you should afford her the respect that position demands.”
“Who are you?” Coldridge asked, sounding more infuriated with each word.
“William Harkness, why do you wish to call me out?”
“I thought you were dead!” Coldridge suddenly looked less assured of himself.
William hoped the man would be both foolish and old fashioned enough to fight a duel. “Then you are mistaken, I am very much alive.”
Charles Coldridge abruptly turned and, without another word to William, gently placed his hand on Emily’s elbow, saying, “Would you please get in the carriage?”
For a moment, Emily looked at William, and then with a look of sorrowful resignation turned and walked towards her waiting transport. Moments later the carriage, its driver now back in place, was moving along the Strand leaving William far behind.
Naismith moved to William’s shoulder,
“For a big man, he struggles to hold his feet.”
“More used to proving his pugilist skills against the fairer sex,”  William replied, the distaste he felt for Charles Coldridge showing on his face.
“That may be so, but his family have influence, William, and I believe you have made a powerful enemy this day.”
“Something you should know about me, Naismith: I have many more enemies than friends, and it has always been that way.” William managed a small smile, his anger beginning to abate.
“Well, please count me amongst the latter.” Naismith nodded towards William’s left, “It looks like today’s adventures are not yet at an end.”
William turned to see the newly-suited Walter Dew hurrying towards him. Moments later, the red-faced young constable skidded to a halt and nearly lost his footing, clearly not used to the new leather of his boots.
“Sorry sir, but Inspector Abberline requests your attendance at the Slaughter Yard.”
“Slaughter Yard?”
“It is what the lads call it, seeing as that’s exactly what it used to be, and besides, Scotland Yard was already taken.” Walter Dew smiled as he finished speaking.
“Do you know what the Inspector wants?”
“Oh yes, sir. We have more bodies.”
“Where were these whores found?” Naismith asked eagerly.
“Not whores, sir.” Dew was still attempting to get his breath back. “Best come and look, sir.”
***
It took some time to reach Abberline at the headquarters; the streets of London seemed more crowded than ever. As William and his companions turned into the small courtyard, they saw Abberline standing over young Charlie Dunn, who was bent double and applying his stomach contents to the yard’s floor.
“Blood and bollocks, Charlie. When are you going to get used to this?” Abberline took a preventive step backwards as though to avoid the splatter.
“Sorry, sir,” Charlie managed through the retching. He turned his spectral white face towards the carriage. “How can someone do that?” he cried, his voice breaking and he turned once more to look at the floor, obviously attempting to hide his emotions.
Abberline moved closer, ignoring the vomit, “Calm yourself, lad. It’s not for us to understand the murderous bastard, but when we catch him there will be a reckoning, I can assure you. Now go get yourself cleaned up.”
Charlie rose and wiped his eyes as he moved away. Abberline turned, and for the first time became aware of William’s presence. He nodded to Naismith and then spoke to William, “This is different, William, but I am sure it’s still the work of our killer. The carriage was found a few miles from the city, and we believe the killer was disturbed – not that it helps the poor souls within.” Abberline moved towards the carriage and placed his grip on the handle. “Prepare yourselves, gentlemen.”
William looked on as the door was swung open, the sight inside forcing the bile to rise in his throat. The image burned itself into his brain and, for a moment, he was rooted to the spot. Naismith backed away muttering, “Oh God,” repeatedly.
Abberline grasped the man’s slender frame, fearing he might run from the yard. “Deep breaths, Mr. Naismith. In through the nose and slowly out the mouth. That’s it, good man.”
William finally took a step forward and, after dabbing his forehead with a handkerchief, felt composed enough to speak. “Have we any idea who they are?”
“Not as yet, though we found a small metal cross on the victim to the right.” Abberline held up the cross, it was simple, but finely crafted. “If this crime had been committed for monetary gain, then taking the cross would have made more sense.”
William looked across at the body, not that it was recognisable as a person. The victim had been taken apart and the pieces piled on top of one another like the stock of a butcher’s shelves. It was almost as if the killer had wanted to keep a tidy carriage and had arranged the victim into a neat pile. However, a couple of the parts had been left where they had fallen during the slaughter. William assumed that this was the reason Abberline suggested that the killer had been disturbed. To avoid contemplating too closely the horror before him, he decided to concentrate on the details.
“Male,” he said. “Elderly, too, judging by the condition of his skin and colour of his hair.” He reached forward and took a hand from the pile of remains. “No other forms of jewellery on the victim, so why leave the cross? The hands are soft, the nails clean.” He bent down to return the hand to the pile and beneath the seat something caught a stray shaft of sunlight. William bent further and stretched out his hand.  His fingers touched the cold metallic object.
“What have you there?” asked Abberline.
“A drinks flask,” replied William as he stood. “It has an inscription, To Father Pettigrew. Even the Lord doesn’t begrudge a man quenching his thirst. Ethel.” He read the inscription aloud and again looked at the bodies with the carriage. Could one of the victims be a man of the cloth? As he pondered, he moved the flask in his hand and felt an unnatural roughness on the opposite side to the inscription. Turning it over, he noticed scrawled lettering, not at all like the professional lettering of the personal message from Ethel. “Abberline, pass me the cross.” Moments later, he was running the tip of the cross over the crude lettering that had been carved into the flask.
“What is it, William?”
“This cross was used to scratch letters into the surface of the flask. This man,” he pointed the pile of body parts, “is, I believe, Father Pettigrew. The flask has been cared for and regularly polished, and so was unlikely to be sold or cast aside. The cross is simple, but of fine quality. Look at the victim on the left; his hands show the wear of a man used to manual labour, and I know of no man of God that toils with his hands. I believe that man is the driver. Father Pettigrew was running scared, and when his pursuer caught up with him, the poor victim left a message in what little time he was afforded.”
“William,” Abberline sighed.
“Yes.”
“What’s the bloody message?” Abberline asked.
“Just one word, Fred, and I doubt it adds a great deal to our investigation.”
“William,” Naismith cried, a frustrated twinge to his voice. “What does it say?”
William smiled.
“Cronos, gentlemen. The message is, Cronos.”
“What the – that can’t be all?” Abberline stuttered.
William looked to Naismith, but the man’s face was contorted with confusion. “I know of no anarchists that call themselves Cronos.”
“What in heaven’s name is a Cronos?” asked Abberline.
“Not a what, Fred. It’s a who,” William replied.
“We have a suspect?” Abberline asked the excitement easy to detect in his voice.
“Not unless the father of Zeus has escaped imprisonment and now goes around the streets of London slaughtering all he encounters.” William smirked as he replied.
“Zeus?”
“It’s Greek mythology, Fred. Cronos was the father of Zeus, amongst others. They imprisoned him for all time in Tartarus, I believe.” William replied.
“Oh well, that’s alright then. Investigation closed.” The sarcasm in Abberline’s tone was there for all to hear.
“So, we have nothing?” asked Naismith.
“Not quite. We know the name of the victim and it shouldn’t be too hard to discover if a driver and carriage have gone missing. It is not much, gentlemen, but there must be a reason that Father Pettigrew met such a fate. Naismith, I am going to need more men.” William pulled a note from within his waistcoat. “These men are trustworthy, and if they still live I would like them here with all haste.”
“Former military men?” Naismith asked.
“Yes, but men who think for themselves,” he turned to Abberline. “Fred, if you could arrange for the bodies to be taken to the workhouse and see what the good Doctor can tell us, I would be grateful.” William was eager not to trample on Abberline’s authority. “Walter and Charlie can find out where the Father preached, and if possible any information on the unfortunate driver. I think it important that we investigate these matters with a comrade by our side at all times. The killer has proven himself adept with a blade. No matter how trivial the task each of us is set, we should be accompanied by a man we can trust. Heroics are for the battlefield, not the streets of London.” William turned once more to Naismith. “These doors are always open, my friend.”
“And you, William, what will you do?” asked Naismith
“I intend to pay a visit to an old friend, and then to an anarchist. Today promises to be interesting work.”
Those around William drifted away and the carriage, with its gruesome load, lurched forward as it began its journey to the workhouse and Dr. Kempster. William needed a drink and moved to the interior of Slaughter Yard. He passed young Charlie Dunn who, by now, had stopped vomiting, though all colour had drained from his naturally pale face. The effect made his red hair seem even more noticeable, including the attempt at a moustache. William laid a comforting hand on his shoulder remembering the day he had first witnessed similar such butchery. He felt the need for a drink building, and so moved to his office. Slumping into his chair, he pulled at the drawer in his desk, and was not surprised to see a bottle of Bushmill’s whiskey lying there invitingly. Irish whiskey had become unfashionable in England, though William, like his father, had developed a taste for the deep amber liquid. Obadiah would have been responsible for the whiskey’s appearance, and silently William thanked his old friend. He poured a glass and then returned the bottle to the drawer, conscious that he must remain free from the alcohol’s grasp. Raising the glass, he closed his eyes and remembered the first carnage
he had witnessed as a young officer in the 66th. It had been a normal scouting trip with a second
agenda, which was, contacting the brigands in the mountain passes of the Afghan. The plan had been to bribe those men to make life uncomfortable for any forces opposed to the Empire and its presence in the region. Two days after leaving camp, the British patrol had come across a small village. At first, it had seemed deserted, but as the two local scouts entered the small huts, they had screamed their horror. William had entered one of the buildings to be confronted by the remnants of the villagers. Man, woman, and child had endured the same fate. He had not believed it possible for a person to inflict such horrors on children. It had taken time for him to regain his composure, and as he’d forced himself from the hut, Sergeant Moore had been approaching with something in his arms. William had eventually realised that it was another body. There had been no movement, and so William had feared the worst.
“She’s alive, I found her in the ravine. The bloody bastards left her for dead.” The Sergeant had shaken his head as he spoke. His eyes welled with tears and his usual calm exterior had showed pure rage at the savagery that had taken place. William called for the scouts, hoping to gain information about what had happened to the girl. The information had not been given easily. At first the young child, no more than eight years old had refused to speak. However, as time had passed, she’d realised that the danger had passed, and reluctantly gave her account of what had happened. The scouts had delivered the news that William had feared: the brigands that he was to befriend had been the very men responsible for the massacre. He’d walked to the ravine, and for a moment stood in deep thought.
“I say kill the bastards,” said a gruff voice.
William had looked up; Sergeant Moore had approached silently and alone.
“It’s not that simple, Sergeant. Having those men on our side will save British lives.” He’d hated himself for saying it.
“Begging your pardon, sir, but I don’t give a damn. I’d rather make a deal with the devil himself. Those bastards deserve to die slow and hard.”
William had looked at his Sergeant, and knew the man spoke the truth, but he also had his orders.
“Tell the scouts to find the brigands’ camp and then return.” The sergeant had made to speak but held his tongue. “Go, Sergeant.”
“Yes, sir.”
It had taken only a matter of hours for the scouts to locate the brigands. They did not make contact and, as ordered, they’d returned to the village. William had readied the men and, just as he was about to leave the village behind, had ordered the scouts to remain and look to the safety of the girl. The twelve men of the 66th and their officer set off up the trail in search of the brigands, and not one of them had looked joyous at the prospect. It had not been long before William spotted the brigand camp and held up a hand in greeting. Moments later, he and his men were given the signal to enter the camp. William, however, had turned to his men, focussing his attention on Sergeant Moore.
“You are not happy about our orders, Sergeant?”
“No, sir,” he’d replied.
“But men of the ranks follow orders, don’t they Sergeant Moore?”
“Yes, sir,” the sergeant spat.
William had moved in closer, to ensure that only his men could hear. “The rank follows the orders of their officers, so that they don’t receive punishment. Therefore, you had best do exactly as I command, no matter what that order is. I hope I am making myself clear, Sergeant Moore?”
Moore had looked at William, and suddenly the sergeant gave a wolfish and dangerous, grin.
“Yes, sir,” he’d replied with a growl.
“You had better make sure the men are ready to move at a moment’s notice. These are dangerous times, Sergeant Moore.” William smirked.
William had turned and walked up the track leading to the camp. In his hands, he’d carried a brand-new Martini-Henry rifle. He’d held it above his head so that those in the camp would know he meant no harm and that it was intended as a gift. Three men stood as he approached, the shortest of the three, the leader, wearing a sickening smile. The blackened teeth and odious breath only increased William’s loathing for the man. He stepped forward and held out his hand in anticipation of the rifle, and William returned the smile, then lowered his hands, pushing the rifle towards the leader of the brigands. At the last moment, the rifle was spun around and, for a split second, the world stopped – the muzzle pointing at the bandit’s face.
“Murderous bastard.” William pulled the trigger, the bandit’s eyes widened before his face dissolved into fleshy pulp. The 66th had answered the call to battle as their rifles cut down an enemy caught unprepared. William threw the rifle at one of the enemy catching the man on the bridge of the nose and knocking him cold. The third man scrabbled for his sword, but William kicked him between the legs. The man howled with agony, forgetting for the moment about his sword and clasping his hands to his smashed genitalia. William drew his own sword and without hesitation ripped the blade through the man’s throat. The crackle of gunfire lasted only a few seconds longer, and at its end the enemy lay bleeding in the dirt, the wounded crying out in agony for their comrades that could not come to their rescue.
“What should we do with them?” Moore had asked.
William had looked at the injured men and remembered with loathing what they had done.
“Bayonets. Make the bastards squeal and when you have finished, burn them. Burn everything. This did not happen, do you understand?”
“Yes, sir,” Moore had replied, waving the 66th forward.




Chapter 11
Jack Moore cut an impressive figure in the new clothes that William had bought for him. The former pugilist had decided on a distinctly old-style frock coat instead of the more fashionable boxier jacket. A tall bowler sat cheekily upon his head as he leant against the door frame. William looked up and smiled, putting the thoughts of the dead from his mind.
“Interesting choice of jacket.”
Jack looked down at his attire. “It seems to me that walking at your side is going to make each day as dangerous as any I have spent in the city. To which end, I got young Charlie to obtain a Billy club.” Jack reached down as he spoke, and in the tail of the frock jacket a hidden pocket was revealed. Jack’s hand retrieved the previously mentioned Billy club and he held it aloft. “Sometimes a fist isn’t enough to stop the bastards.” Jack had seen the heavy wooden Billy club in the hands of the police as it broke up many pub brawls. He knew if it was used with skill then it was a devastating weapon.
“Let us hope it won’t be needed. I pity anyone who ends up having to feel its cold wood against their skull.”
“Young Dew said you had a task for me?”
“Yes,” replied William, “I would like you to accompany me. We have to obtain some information.”
“Ah,” replied Jack, tapping the hidden pocket with his hand.
William raised both a hand and a smile. “No, this should be a peaceful affair, and at worst cost us the price of a bottle.”
***
The carriage stopped. Jack stepped out after William. Jack felt a little uneasy at the surroundings. “Where are we going, William?”
“As a young man I visited Hyde Park frequently, and while there I struck up a friendship with the professor.”
“Professor?”
“I know neither his real name, nor what life he has outside the park. However, I have met few to rival the man’s intellect.”
“And of what help can that be to us?” Jack asked as he fiddled with the collar and tie of his newly-acquired attire.
“Maybe no help at all.” As William replied, he stopped and glanced over his shoulder.
“What is it?” Jack murmured, trying to determine where William was staring.
“Just a feeling,” replied William, watching the passers-by. He remained in that position for some time until finally he nodded to Jack to indicate he was ready to continue. They walked alongside Kensington Gardens and then entered Hyde Park through the impressive Aspley Gate. Jack had never visited Hyde Park, and the grandiose appearance of its entrance only heightened his discomfort. He yearned for the grime of Bluegate Fields, within whose streets he was respected, or at least feared. Here he was no more than a member of the underclass. Despite the new clothes, he felt the eyes of the privileged on him, and could feel their disapproval. The Park was massive, but the pace at which they were moving made it clear to Jack that William knew the location of the mysterious Professor. That assumption was proved right as William stopped, and a great beaming smile emerged upon his face.
“That’s our man,” William announced, pointing to a figure lying upon a blanket.
Despite Jack’s discomfort at his surroundings, he was eager to meet the Professor. As they neared, he observed a man that met all his preconceived ideas to what a Professor should look like. A slightly unkempt-looking suit covered what could only be described as loosely put-together skin and bones. A white, straggly beard covered the thin and gaunt face, and small round framed spectacles perched precariously on the tip of the razor-sharp nose. Jack thought the man asleep but suddenly the nose twitched, making the spectacles slip, and a skeletal hand lifted and returned them to their previous position without a blink of his eyes.
“Hmm, Oak moss and Honeysuckle. I know of only one man that wears those scents.”
“It was my mother’s favourite,” replied William.
The Professor opened his eyes for the first time and jumped to his feet. “William, my dear boy.” He rushed forward and embraced William.
Jack could not help taking a step backwards as he remembered the harsh smelling carbolic soap in which he had washed that morning. William in turn embraced the man with equal enthusiasm and then turned and introduced Jack. The Professor stepped forward and held out his hand in greeting. However, as he did so, his eyes narrowed as if trying to recollect the man who stood before him.
“Jack Moore, finest pugilist the Fields have seen in many a year.”
“I’m sorry?” replied Jack.
“I saw you fight, Mr Moore. Bare knuckles have rarely been used in such a beautiful manner,” the Professor blurted, clearly excited.
Jack looked at the professor, feeling confused. “I thought he was a man of books?” Jack asked, glancing at William pleadingly.
“I study life, Mr Moore. So much can be learned in one day on the streets of Whitechapel than a lifetime of reading.”
“But it is of education and books that I wish to ask, Professor,” William interjected.
“Intriguing, William. Come, gentlemen, take the weight from your feet.” The Professor returned to his blanket and sat, childlike in his eagerness to converse with William.
He watched as William retrieved a silver flask from his pocket and placed it on the blanket.
“The scratches on the flask, I believe, say Cronos.”
The Professor picked up the flask and for some time studied it with saying a word. He also turned the item in his hand, inspecting every part of the receptacle.
“I agree the scratches do seem to spell out the name Cronos, and they are not in keeping with the remainder of the flask. What is it you wish to know, William?”
“Two things, in fact. Have you heard of any group that identifies in any way with Cronos? And anything you can tell me of the father of Zeus.”
“What is this about, William? What have you got yourself involved in?”
“That flask was found on the dismembered body of a man, and we are fairly certain that his last task in life was to scratch that word onto its surface. I am helping the Metropolitan find the man responsible,” William replied.
“Oh,” the Professor replied, the shock evident on his face. He raised a hand and stroked the white whiskers on his chin. “As for a group within London being connected to Cronos, I know of none. However, I can certainly help you in your quest to learn more of the father of the Gods. The ancient Greeks and other civilisations wrote of this deity. Firstly, you should not look upon the Gods of the past in comparison with our own Christian deity. Gods of the ancient world were not infallible beings, incapable of fault. The Greeks and others bestowed human traits on their Gods. They possessed the qualities that we would admire, but like men, they also possessed such things as wickedness and jealousy. Cronos was no different; he feared his children would usurp his power, as he himself had stolen power from his own father. He swallowed them whole, considering it better to lose his children than his throne. All but one of his children was swallowed, though Zeus was hidden from his father by Rhea, and would live to take revenge upon Cronos. After Cronos was tricked into taking an emetic, which meant the brothers and sisters of Zeus were disgorged, a great war took place. The Cyclopes who sided with Zeus provided great magical weapons: lightning bolts for Zeus, Poseidon a trident, and for Hades, the helmet of darkness. With these weapons, Cronos was defeated, and most scribes of the day suggest he was imprisoned in Tartarus for all eternity.”
William looked confused. “Why would anyone wish to honour a god who swallowed his own children? It doesn’t seem reasonable that a killer would hold this Cronos in such high regard.”
“He may hold the ‘Golden Age’ in regard, though, William,” replied the Professor.
“Golden Age?” Jack asked. As the other two conversed, he was left feeling somewhat uncultured at all this talk of Greeks and ancient scribes.
“When Cronos ruled, it was known as the time of the Golden Age. In that era, no man told a lie or broke any laws. When Cronos lay within Tartarus, his power lost forever, the Golden Age ceased to exist; war and murder became second nature to both god and man. Tell me, how did the unfortunate victim die?”
“He was cut into pieces,” replied William.
“Cronos carried a great stone sickle, with which he would cut his enemies to pieces. It would seem highly probable, then, that you have a killer who honours Cronos and the Golden Age. This is not a man who wishes for a brighter future, William, but for a return to a brighter past. I imagine he believes that this world is sinking into corruption.”
The three men continued to talk for some time. Eventually, the time came to say their farewells. On the way back to find a carriage, Jack couldn’t help noticing William’s sombre mood, the silence having something to do with it too. “Looks like this Cronos person has got you in a dark mood, eh, sir?”
“Hmmm, well Jack, it’s not Cronos exactly that has darkened my mood, but I realise my task has just got that much harder.”
“Meaning?”
“I should say, ‘our task’, Jack, but if a killer was angry at just one person or group of individuals, you could target your investigation towards those people. However, if the Professor was correct, then the killer was angry at the whole of society – the whole world, even. He could strike anywhere, against anyone, and at any time.”
The remainder of the journey to find a carriage was carried out in silence. Jack struggled to lift the sombre mood that had settled on his companion’s heart, William did not respond as Jack would have liked to his attempts to make him laugh.  As they climbed aboard an Hansom cab, the address of George Lusk offered to the driver was the only conversation. Jack had never travelled by carriage so much in his life, and found the sensation not unpleasant, though the noise of the metal-rimmed wheels upon the cobbles grated on his nerves. The earlier journey to Hyde Park had not raised the issue, but because this journey was taking place without conversation, it allowed the noise to become oppressive. Finally, he broke,
“I saw George Lusk.”
William sat upright, “Where?” he asked, looking out the cab.
“No, I mean I saw him on one of his rallies.”
“Oh, “William slumped back, “what kind of man is he?”
“The kind that stands to the front to talk and then steps back when danger nears. He has men that never leave his side; big bastards.”
“Not too big, I hope.” William’s tone suggested that trouble might lie ahead.
“Big and vicious, but no style. If you are going to give a man a beating at least give him the respect of doing it with style. They also don’t stop the beating when a man has clearly had enough; they enjoy causing pain too much.”
“I will have to remember that.”
“Don’t worry, William. I will look after you,” Jack smiled. “Besides, I said they were big and vicious, but I didn’t say they were any good.”
When they arrived at the home of George Lusk, William and Jack did not hesitate in approaching his door. William rapped on the well-maintained entrance and, after a slight wait, the door swung open. A rather attractive woman stood in front of them, and before William could speak she blurted out that George was not home.
“I am sorry; do you know where he is?” William pressed.
“My darling husband is where he always is. At the bloody Crown, looking to the welfare of the masses. It wouldn’t hurt him to look to me on occasion.”
“Erm... I am sorry to bother you,” stuttered William. The woman did not reply but closed the door a little more forcibly than was required.
The two men turned and moved back towards the cab, but Jack insisted he knew the location of the Crown and would prefer to walk. William, despite preferring to travel by cab, relented and the two set off at a brisk pace. It had been a long day and Jack noticed that William occasionally bent to rub his thigh.
“Sorry,” William said, looking at Jack, “it’s an old war wound.”
“Don’t worry, sir, I can see The Crown from here,” Jack said, pointing up the street.
William gave a sigh of obvious relief.
It was not long before they entered the drinking place, both Jack and William had to bend men bent low to navigate the small doorway. The smell of smoke hung heavy in the air, the acrid taste of it making Jack crave ale, and he looked hopefully at William, hoping he’d approach the bar. Instead William asked him if he could see Lusk. Jack shook his head but did point towards another man who seemed to be finding standing something of a trial.
“He may be able to help,” Jack announced.
Jack and William passed through the crowd and caught the drunk as he threatened to slump to the floor.
“Steady there, Archie,” Jack’s tone was friendly.
The drunk, his eyes partly closed, lifted his head slowly and slurred his words. “Thank you, gentlemen, you show,” he paused and belched, “show great kindness. Fill my glass and I shall honour you amongst the saints.”
“I am not sure the saints will bear you much mind, Archie,” Jack replied.
Archie appeared to make an effort to hold his head upright and focus the narrow slits that were his eyes. “Jack, my dear boy, spare some tin to buy an old friend a bed for the night.”
“We need to find a man, Archie, and I am sure it will be worth a night out of the rain. We are looking for George Lusk. He was supposed to be here,” Jack said.
“Lusk, Lusk.” Archie repeated the name as if trying to dredge his memory. Then, suddenly, a beaming smile grew upon his face. He raised a wobbly hand and pointed down a small corridor, before saying drunkenly, “Angry young man is our Mr Lusk, and he rants in the yard to anyone who will listen.”
“Thank you, Archie.” Jack took a few coins from his own pocket and placed them in the old drunk’s hand. “Go see Molly and get a room, tell her I sent you.”
Archie raised a hand to his head in mock salute and uttered his thanks. William placed a hand on his shoulder, and asked, “You served, Archie?”
“The 17th of foot, left my leg at Futtehabad.” Archie seemed to sober a little as he rapped on the lower part of his left leg with a wooden clonk.
Jack saw the empathy in William’s eyes. “It is not right that a soldier who had served and lost a limb for his country live like this,” William said, then looking from Jack back to Archie, continued, “Wait for us here, Archie, and I promise that you shall have a place to sleep for as long as you need it.” He tapped the old soldier on the shoulder and then moved towards the corridor.
“William, you cannot save every lost soul in London,” Jack said as they moved towards the exterior of the building.
“I merely offered him a warm place to sleep. Now let’s see what Mr Lusk has to say.”
At the end of the corridor a door gave way to a back yard; William assumed it was where deliveries were unloaded. For a moment the light of the day hurt his eyes, and he raised a hand to shield them until they shook away the darkness of the Crown’s interior. As his sight returned, he saw four men talking excitedly, with one them taking centre stage.
“Is that him?” he whispered to Jack.
“It is,” Jack replied, eyeing the short, heavily-set man.
William straightened his back and chose that moment to interrupt the men who were deep in conversation.
“Mr Lusk, I would have a word with you.”
Lusk looked over to William, raised a hand and stroked the substantial moustache that adorned his face. William waited for an answer, but no reply was forthcoming. Jack took a step forwards and immediately the three men accompanying Lusk stepped menacingly between them. William guessed that similar shows of force had kept Lusk from harm in the past, but he was not to be dissuaded.
“I wish no harm, but I will have that word,”
One of the men crouched and picked up a stout wooden handle, which William guessed had once housed a pick. Jack took a step backwards, expecting the makeshift club to be used as a weapon. Lusk smiled and finally chose to speak,
“I am a busy man, take to the street before my lads lose their patience.”
“An unfortunate decision, Lusk.” William did not rush, he slowly removed his jacket in such a casual manner it would have been easy to believe that he was out for a gentle stroll on a hot day, rather than facing men prepared to inflict harm. A slight twitch showed in the face of the would-be anarchist, but then he rallied and nodded to his men. William moved to Jack’s side and the two braced themselves in anticipation of an attack. The man with the heavy handle obviously felt it fell to him to raise the stakes, and swept the deadly timber downwards, attempting to knock Jack cold. The experienced pugilist simply stepped to the side and, before the man could recover, drove a fist hard into his gut. All the breath was driven from the man as he collapsed to his knees and promptly vomited.  The biggest of the men roared with anger and charged at Jack. William’s friend threw a punch, jarring the man’s head back, yet the blow did not stop the rage-filled stampede. Both men fell to the ground; fists, elbows, and teeth the primary weapons in such a fight.
William turned just in time to see a third man take a blade from his belt, saying, “By the time I’ve finished, you will be pissing in your gallies.”
William did not reply, but simply motioned for the man to get on with it. The knife blade was sharp, but it’s owner was not. The attacks made with it were lacking speed and skill, and William avoided each with ease. The man tired quickly from his exertions. William caught his arm, bending it at the wrist so that the knife fell to the ground, the blade hitting the cobbles with a clink as William’s elbow smashed into his chin. William was determined that the man’s pain would not stop there. He smashed his knee into his groin and the man yelped, falling forward and coming to rest on the cobbles, his head landing in his comrade’s vomit. William took a quick glance towards Jack to see his man raining down blow after blow, forcing his big opponent into submission. Then he turned his attentions to Lusk, who was standing, watching, his face an ashen white at the treatment his men had received at the hands of the strangers.
“Mr Lusk,” William said.
“Is this how Peelers are to treat honest men?” Lusk spat out his hatred for William.
William walked forward until he was no more than a few inches from Lusk. “You seem to be under the impression that I work for the Metropolitan, while I can assure you that I am something quite different, and if you do not answer my questions all the Peelers in London will be of no use to you.”
“Who are you?” Lusk asked.
William slapped Lusk hard across the face. A red welt appeared almost immediately, standing out against the white clammy flesh of his face. “The time for introductions are at an end. I will ask the questions.”
Lusk looked disconcerted, the moustache so lovingly maintained, betraying the quivering lip beneath. He nodded in compliance.
“Where have you been getting your information from?” William demanded.
“What...?” Lusk’s answer was cut short, as William raised his hand.
“Tell me,” growled William.
“Letters,” Lusk blurted. “Letters are delivered to my home. I don’t know who sends them, but they contain instructions.” He spoke quickly, showing his unease.
“And payment no doubt?”
“I take no payment. The words may not be mine, but I believe in their message.”
“You are being used, Lusk. Look to your wife and leave rebellion to men who aren’t afraid of the fight.” William paused. “Where are the letters?”
Lusk, his eyebrows furrowed with annoyance, retrieved the missives from his pocket and handed them to William. “Look to the streets, man. Can you not see the misery?”
“I see the misery, but I also see a man who blindly trusts a nameless stranger. I see a man who received a body part from the Ripper, another nameless stranger. I find it strange that you, Mr Lusk, have not wondered if they are one of the same, or do you enjoy the attention regardless of the slaughter.”
“I-” Lusk faltered, slumping, onto a nearby barrel.
William felt a surprising pity for him; after all, he shared many of Lusk’s hopes for the future. “Go home, Lusk. March alongside your comrades without allowing others to place their words in your mouth. Lose men of violence, and fight with the truth.”
William found Lusk staring at him for some time, as though taking the measure of him, before saying, “One of the letters is not present. It informed me to collect my next instructions from a location.”
“Where?”
“The Mops, in Bluegate Fields.”
“Mops?”
“A whorehouse, William,” Jack interrupted. “It has a reputation for obtaining only the most skilful of whores.”
“What were the instructions you received, Lusk?”
“That’s just it, the instructions were no different to any that had come before. I sensed that I was expected to make use of the services on offer in the Mops.”
“And did you?” William asked.
“You may consider me a fool, but I love my Sarah. No night with a whore is worth losing my wife. At the time I thought it was a test, but now I am not so sure.”
“What else could it have been,” William pressed.
“I do not know. I feel I was being moved from place to place at someone’s will. I shall nothing further to do with letters. I may not be an educated man but my words from now on, will be my own.”
William for the first time saw determination in Lusk’s face. “The I commend you Mr Lusk. May I suggest you look to your Sarah, no point saving London, if you lose your wife.”




Chapter 12
William and Jack returned to Slaughter Yard. William was eager to see what the letters once belonging to Mr Lusk contained. Both men sat in William’s office, taking their time over a glass of Bushmills, washing the grime of the city from their throats. William perused the letters upon the desk; they sat neatly beside the reports from Charlie and Walter concerning Father Pettigrew and his driver. William tipped the last drops of the amber liquid into his mouth and savoured the sharp, cutting burn as it passed down his gullet. Placing the small glass on the highly-polished surface of the desk, he reached a hand towards the letters and felt the cool paper beneath his skin; he could not wait any longer. In his anticipation of a much-awaited clue, however, his hopes were dashed as Walter rapped his knuckles against the door and then entered.
“Sorry, sir,” Walter said, his face red, as though he were flustered.
“What is it, Walter?” William hid his annoyance at being disturbed.
“Urgent message, sir.” Walter stepped forward and passed the note to William, then promptly retreated and waited for further instruction.
William opened the letter and read its contents. It was from Obadiah, requesting that William meet him at the Grand Northern Hotel immediately. It was a strange request as Obadiah, knowing that William disliked unnecessary outlandishness, would usually arrange less pompous sleeping quarters for William than the Grad Northern. William rose from the chair and was about to leave when he looked down at the desk, he frowned, as he rubbed the letter between his fingers. He then took out his wallet and retrieved the small piece of paper that he had found in Mary Kelly’s former lodgings. Without a word, he picked up one of Lusk’s letters and rubbed it between thumb and finger.
“Walter, this paper,” William said, holding up one of letters. “Discover who manufactured it, will you, please?”
“What is it, William?” asked Jack.
“This is no ordinary paper, Jack. Quality like this would cost.” He turned to the young constable. “Walter, I want to know when this was produced and who by. I shall return in the morning.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Jack, you go with him.”
***
The journey to the hotel was not a long one, but the streets were crowded and any movement, whether by foot or coach, was restricted. The noise was oppressive as an entire city went about its business.  Traders called out the quality of their goods and the metal-rimmed carriage wheels grated upon the cobbles, their equine engines whinnying their displeasure at being prevented from moving freely in the over-populated streets. Horse and human grumbled sombrely along, forming the heartbeat of the old city. That pulse may have been born mostly of misery, but it possessed an undeniable strength, and would not falter.
William stepped from the carriage and was almost immediately knocked from his feet, as a young man rushed passed far too close, carrying a tray of baked goods. As William stumbled, he thought he saw a man staring directly at him. He regained his footing and surveyed the crowd for the figure, but to no avail. William moved on, trying to put the incident from his mind, though his pace increased. He knew even the most adept hunter would find it a hard task to follow his prey in such a crowd at speed. Before long, he was ascending the ornate staircase with the Great Northern and approaching the desired room. For a moment he paused outside the door, and then raised his hand and gave a sharp rap on the door. Footsteps sounded within and then the door was opened with far more speed than William expected. He froze as he stared down the dark grey barrel of a pistol.
“You should be more careful,” the gravelled voice of Obadiah announced.
“You should find another way of asking for a salary increase,” replied William. He managed a small smile, but inside he knew he had been remiss in sensing possible peril.
“These are treacherous times, William, and recent events have not lessened the danger.”
“What has happened?”
“My tidings are grave indeed.” He motioned for William to enter the room. “Emily has received ill treatment from her husband.”
William paled at the sound of Obadiah’s words,
“Where is she?”
Obadiah nodded towards a door that led to an adjourning room. Anything he was about to say was cut short as William rushed forward, and in his eagerness nearly ripped the substantial door from its hinges. Emily lay upon the bed; her face was almost unrecognisable, her clothes stained with blood.
“I have done what I can, but she needs a doctor.”
“Then send for one.”
“It’s not that easy, William. Her husband is a powerful man. He will soon know that she is missing from their London home and he will want her returned. Doctors talk like old women; it would not be long before news of her location reached the wrong person.”
William placed a hand on Emily’s forehead. It felt hot to the touch, and he knew that fever would soon engulf the now feeble body.
“How did she come to be here, Obadiah?”
“Good fortune, William. Young Anna, who tends to Emily, was in the street, her eyes red as she tried not to cry at her mistress’s condition. I had simply taken an evening walk and recognised Anna. After some time, she eventually told me what had happened and I returned with her to Emily’s household. Coldridge was not there, but one of his men attempted to prevent my entrance. I doubt the bastard has opened his eyes yet. Anna led me to the room that held Emily captive, and I forced entry. I brought her here because she deserves finer surroundings than we usually frequent.” Sensing William’s next question, Obadiah quickly added, “the driver can be trusted, William, for his fear of me is far greater than his urge to gain extra tin in his pocket.”
“So, at this moment Coldridge is unaware of Emily’s disappearance, or of who has taken her?”
“I imagine it will not be long before he knows she is gone. And he may well guess at her abductor, given your recent conduct, if I might be so bold?”
“Then we must act quickly. Obadiah, fetch Doctor Kempster from the workhouse. Tell him only that he is to bring his bag, and to come immediately. We can trust him. Where is Anna?”
“She is in another room.”
“Tell her to bring Emily something clean to wear.”
“Yes, William.” The old man turned to carry out his tasks, but William caught him gently by the arm.
“Obadiah, I am in your debt.”
“There are no debts between us, William. Besides, my actions may have brought danger to your door.”
“Then it had best get in line. It seems that since I came to London the list of people with the desire to kill me grows daily.”
“Understandable,” The old man replied wryly, and then set to his task.
William turned to look at Emily as Obadiah left the room; he gently lowered himself until he was close by her side. Picking up a cloth, which had been left next to her with a bowl of water, he attempted to wash some of the dried blood from her matted hair. As he attempted the task, he recalled the dead and wounded at Maiwand, images of his men being torn apart flashing into his mind’s eye. He lost track of time, and at first, he did not hear the nervous cough emanating from just outside the room. The second, more pronounced throat-clearing shook him from his thoughts, but before he turned to offer a greeting, he wiped the tears from his eyes.
“Anna, have you got something for Emily to wear?”
“Obadiah has a friend here, sir. He managed to obtain a lady’s nightgown.”
William smiled.
“Thank you, Anna. I want to get your mistress clean, but we must be careful not to move her until we know whether she has any broken bones. I have sent for a doctor. We will clean her, and then if the doctor says so, we shall place her in more comfortable apparel.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And Anna? I wanted to thank you for the great service you have shown your mistress this day. There will be no need for you to return to your employ with the Coldridge family unless you so desire. You shall receive a position on my father’s estate, if that pleases you?”
“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”
The contents of many bowls of water were discoloured with the blood that was washed from the beaten form of Emily. For the most part she remained silent and did not protest. Now and then, though, she would briefly sob without opening her eyes before falling back into unconsciousness. The task took some time, and a rap on the door to the adjoining room sounded before it was complete. The noise startled Anna, but William lay a comforting hand upon her shoulder,
“Calm yourself Anna, you have nothing to fear. Stay with her.” He rose and, as he exited the room, quietly closed the door. He had not brought the pistols that Naismith had presented him as a gift and he cursed himself for the oversight. He glanced about the room and selected the only weapon available. It was a crude instrument, but the six-inch breadknife could inflict a whole range of injuries. William had learned to fight with a knife while travelling the world aboard many different vessels - sailors were a tough breed, and often settled arguments at the tip of a blade. William had learned the art well, and now he carried his weapon with confidence. He turned the handle of the door and stepped away quickly in case the visitor tried to force the door and catch him off-guard.
“No need for the blade,” Obadiah growled.
“I don’t usually make house calls, Mr Harkness,” Kempster announced.
“Please, Dr Kempster, come with me.” William turned and walked away, robbing Kempster of the opportunity to protest further.
Within moments, William had led the doctor to Emily, where Kempster stood, his face etched in shock at the battered form of Emily.
“Out, and let me do my work,” Kempster said, nodding to the door, leaving William in no doubt that his presence was not required. The doctor then turned to face Anna. “You can stay, though. I will need another pair of hands.”
William moved from the room, a little taken aback at being so abruptly ordered out. He took a seat and raised his hands to wipe the tiredness from his eyes. As he removed them, a glass of whiskey filled his view.
“Take it.” This order came from Obadiah.
“I am going to kill that bastard.” As William spoke, he looked to Obadiah, expecting the old man to talk him out of such murderous designs. To his surprise, no argument was forthcoming. “What, no wise words to discourage me from my task?”
“No - the man deserves to bleed, but do not allow anger to entirely cloud your judgement, William.”
“He is no threat. Ripping out his throat would be a simple matter.”
“There are few that could stand face to face with you, William, but I would appreciate you not hanging by the neck in Newgate Prison because of that filth. So, when it happens, make sure that no prying eyes are there to witness the matter. In addition, this man will guess that you and Emily are lovers, and he will not suffer such an insult to pass unanswered. He is a man of considerable resource; do not underestimate him.”
“Wait, Emily, and I are not lovers.”
“I am an old man, William, but my mind does not yet belong in Bedlam. You and Emily will be lovers as sure as the sun rises. Don’t fight it, and I am sure she will be gentle with you,” the old man cackled at his teasing of William.
William looked towards the closed door upon mention of Emily’s name.
“She will heal; there are few of either sex with her inner strength.”
William poured the whiskey down his throat, trying not to think of Emily failing to recover. He and Obadiah sat in silence for some time, and far more alcohol was consumed. However, even if the two had drunk all night, it would not have lifted the sober mood.
Finally, the door to the adjoining room was quietly opened, and Dr Kempster shambled into view. William stood and advanced on the door, but Kempster held up a hand.
“Calm yourself. For the most part, the wounds are superficial. However, she will need constant attention for a few days, in order to ensure that the head injury she received has done no permanent damage. I have given her something to numb the pain, and lots of rest will cure most of her other ailments. It has been some time since I have treated a patient still warm, and I have to say the experience has not been an unpleasant one. Especially since she is such an exuberant character.”
“Is she awake?” William asked in amazement.
“She is, but very weak. I must insist that you do not keep her from her rest.”
“Doctor,” sounded a weak but recognisable voice from the other room, “you should know that no man can insist anything of William. He will follow his own path.”
Dr Kempster rolled his eyes, and said, “Go to her. I shall return in the morning.”
William held out his hand, “Thank you, Dr Kempster.”
Kempster nodded, shook William’s hand, and then with a contented smile on his face took his leave. William watched him go, and slowly walked to the other room. Anna was just helping Emily with the nightgown. William averted his eyes quickly. He heard giggles. It seemed that his embarrassment was a source of amusement to both Emily and Anna.
“You may turn around now, William, though I wonder why you blush so. You have seen me naked before.”
“We were children, Emily.”
Emily smiled and patted the bed so that William would know she wanted him to come closer. Anna took this as instruction to depart and left without a word, closing the door upon exiting.
“William, I want one further thing from you tonight.” As she spoke, she rubbed her throat, Coldridge’s finger impressions had left their mark on her delicate skin.
“Anything, Emily,” William answered immediately. For at that moment, he knew he could deny her nothing.
“Do not seek retribution in my name.” She laid a bruised hand upon his thigh.
“You still care for him after he has done this?”
“William, you are a fool. I care for you. Without your father’s protection you are prey to men like my husband. He will not call you out in a matter of honour, rather, he will send hired thugs in the night. Your sense of honour will compel you to act, and I know you are brave, but this is a fight that you cannot win. My body can take this kind of pain, but my heart could not stand to lose you a second time. William, I would have your word.”
“And what if he comes for me? It might have been Obadiah who brought you here and Anna who helped you, but it is I he will see as his enemy in this.”
Emily did not reply but looked straight into William’s eyes, then a devilish smile appeared upon her battered face,
“Then you send him straight to hell, which is where the animal belongs.”
William leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss upon her cheek, and then whispered,
“You have my word; I will not seek out Coldridge.”




Chapter 13
William had fallen asleep by Emily’s side and did not wake until Obadiah gently shook him by the shoulder. Thankfully, Emily did not wake at the disturbance, because if she had, he would have found it far more difficult to leave.
“You are to stay by her side Obadiah.”
“She will come to no harm; put your mind to the tasks that lie before you. London will not forgive your lack of concentration.”
William nodded and, with one more look towards the room that housed Emily, took his leave. He was careful that he was not observed as he left the Grand Northern, but despite his eagerness to remain unseen he could not shake the spine-tingling feeling of eyes upon his back.  On more than one occasion he turned quickly, sure that he would catch the unwanted observer. Each time, he felt the same sense of disappointment and reluctantly continued upon his journey. The unease he felt inside continued until at last he reached Slaughter Yard. As he entered the small courtyard, he observed Jack attempting to teach Charlie the skills of a pugilist. It was a task the young constable approached with enthusiasm. He whooped with joy as he landed a glancing blow on Jack’s chin. William was delighted to see Jack embrace Charlie and give him a congratulatory slap on the back.
“Is London about to take another champion to its bosom?” he asked as he neared.
“The boy’s got promise.”
“Not that much, I’ve been on my arse more times than I care to count,” Charlie replied. Nonetheless, the pride he felt at Jack’s words was etched upon his face.
“But did you stay on your arse?” William asked.
“No, sir.”
“Trust me, Charlie. If you can get up, you have already claimed a victory.” He too added an encouraging slap to Charlie’s shoulder. “It’s time we got together and discussed our next course of action.”
The two men nodded and followed William inside Slaughter Yard. Walter was looking over the files of the investigation, but immediately stopped as William entered.
“Sorry, sir. I was just trying to see if we missed anything.” Walter blushed as he uttered his apologies.
“No need for apologies, Walter. A second pair of eyes is always welcome.” William waited until the other men had entered. After the scraping of chairs had stopped, William coughed to clear his throat. “I thought it would be prudent to assess where we are in terms of the investigation.”
“It seems we have more questions than answers, sir?”
“But at least we have questions, Charlie,” William replied. Then he gave a reassuring smile to the young constable, who had reddened at his own outburst. “We have a dead priest and his driver. Within the carriage that contained their bodies, we have a drinking flask with the word Cronos scratched into its surface. We know Father Pettigrew had owned the flask, and that the flask was hidden within the carriage. What we do not know is the reason why.” He paused and poured each of the men a glass of whiskey. “We have the theory from Isaac Naismith that suggests we have more than one killer, that the murders are part of a far more grandiose scheme. This theory is to some extent supported by the fact that two of the murders took place at roughly the same time. Dr Kempster has confirmed the approximate time of deaths, though he also pointed out that it was not an exact science. Walter, what did you find out about Father Pettigrew?”
Walter cleared his throat and said, “It had been a temporary position at St. Agnes’s, the former incumbent Father Jones succumbing to sickness and eventual death. I spoke with a Mrs Downley, who was both cook and housekeeper for the new Father. It seems Father Pettigrew had taken to performing late-night confessionals as many of his flock worked much of the day. Apparently, two days before his body was found, the Father had returned from his duties in a great fluster.”
“Did she say why?” asked William.
“The Father refused to discuss it, but on that very night he made her seek out a carriage and driver, so he could leave London at the earliest opportunity. The following day the Father refused to leave his room, even turning down his meals. She did not see him until the carriage arrived on the second day. As he left, he simply placed a month’s wages in her hand, and with that jumped headlong into the carriage and was gone. We are yet to find any witness as to why Pettigrew behaved in such a manner.”
“And the driver?” asked William, although in truth he had little confidence in that line of enquiry.
“Mrs Downley informed us that a Mr Thomas Hobbs, known as ‘little Tom’ was the driver she instructed to carry Pettigrew from the city. Inspector Abberline accompanied us to the driver’s home in Abersham Road, where the Inspector informed Mrs Hobbs of her husband’s death. She was extremely distraught but did manage to confirm that the circumstances in which her husband was employed by Father Pettigrew were as Mrs Downley described.”
“It is as I feared; little has been gained from these two lines of enquiry, but fine work nevertheless. This ‘little Tom’… did he leave behind a family?” William asked.
“Three children, two of whom are too young for any kind of work,” replied Walter.
“Then how will they survive, Constable?”
“Sorry, sir?” Walter was clearly confused by the question.
“We are charged with bringing a killer to justice and preventing the misery he is inclined to spread amongst the streets of London.” The tone of William’s voice increased. “Since our task has begun, two men have lost their lives and a family faces starvation.” William felt angry. Apprehending this killer was like trying to catch mist in a net. He took a deep breath and then a swig of whiskey. “I am sorry, Walter,” William apologised in a calmer tone. “Could you arrange for the carriage to be returned to Mrs Hobbs at the earliest opportunity? I am sure its sale would bring much needed funds.” He paused and withdrew some coins from his drawer. “And that should aid Mrs Hobbs and her children.”
“William, you cannot save every lost soul in London,” interrupted Jack.
“Jack, we will help every person touched by this murderous bastard, and we will not stop until he’s dancing the Newgate Jig.”
“Then we had best be quick, before you’re gridling for scran,” Jack replied. William’s blank expression led Jack to offer a translation for his own words. “Begging for food, William. If you are going to bring law to the streets, you had best understand the bastards in them.”
“I will try harder,” William replied with a smile. “So, we are left with the letters.”
“Ah, now that I can help with,” Jack responded, looking pleased to feel part of the investigation. “Me and Walter called on all the paper works in the city, and at first we thought the task pointless. Then, however, we came across Meek and Sons - an old firm which, in truth, has seen better days.”
“They made the paper?”
“We spoke to Charles Meek - one of the sons. He believes they did, but many years ago. I asked for the records, but it seems a fire robbed them of any records before 1873.”
“So, no customer list?” William winced as he felt the investigation grind to a halt once more.
“Perhaps not. Joshua Meek is the father, and Charles reckons his father knows every client, and their orders.”
“So, did you speak to this Joshua Meek?” William replied, suddenly animated again.
“He’s in Manchester on business and won’t return until tomorrow evening.”
“Excellent. We will not wait until he returns to his place of work. Instead, we shall meet him as he arrives in London. Walter, can you ensure we know how he travels, and precisely when he returns?” He was just about to continue speaking when a knock sounded on the exterior door. Charlie rose immediately and disappeared from William’s office. Moments later, he reappeared.
“Two men, who claim you have sent for them, sir.”
William sighed, and rose from his chair. He followed Charlie, wondering if the visitors had anything to do with Emily. As he entered the outer room nobody was to be seen, and he wondered if a trap had been laid for him.
“Where are they, Charlie?”
“I told them to wait in the courtyard, sir. To be honest, one of them smelt like a pig in shit.”
“Really? Then I had best brave the odour myself.” William walked into the afternoon air. To call London’s air refreshing would have been imaginative, since far too much industry spewed its filth into the old city’s skies to leave the air clear. It did, however, offer the chance to breathe something different to the damp timbers of the Slaughter Yard.  The light hit his eyes and, momentarily blinded, his ears were left alone to witness the swearing, those curses emanated from a man he knew well.
“A great steaming pox on you. Scurvy Dutch bastard.” A short, unkempt man levelled the insult at a much taller man.
“The vermin of this city wouldn’t inhabit those clothes, and I have told you on more than one occasion that I am not Dutch,” his comrade replied.
“Then why speak like a Dutchy?”
“Why do you smell like a whore’s garter? Now stand still.” He poured a bucket of water over the smaller man. “I am sure Captain Harkness will have no wish to stand downwind of such a foul and loathsome creature.”
“It is an experience I have endured many times.” William interrupted the two men that argued like an old married couple.
“William.” The taller man called out, as he turned, and for the first time the reason why the taller of the two men had left the ranks was evident. The left side of his face showed him to be a man who would have been regarded as handsome, with piercing blue eyes, a firm jaw, and smooth, almost childlike soft skin. The right side of the face, however, did not conform to the socially acceptable level of the left. Severe scarring stood in evidence of a terrible trauma. Part of the ear was missing, and a bald patch just above where the ear should have finished would never again see the growth of flowing blonde locks. The cheek was sunken, given the impression a cruel attacker had taken a spoon and removed the flesh below the cheekbone. How the man had not lost the use of the eye always amazed William. In that one thing, the right and left of the face shared a common trait: both eyes contained the shimmer of devious playfulness.
“Captain Gaetan Claus-Baldwin.” William hurried forward and embraced the man.
“No need for rank, William. I have no further need of it, and I see you also no longer wear the manacles of service.”
“Not for many years, Gaetan, and what damned foul creature do you have in your possession?”
“In truth, William, I have been trying to fathom the answer to that question for many years,” Gaetan said, giving the other man a disdainful look.
The smaller man shook free of Gaetan’s grasp. “Piss on the pair of you,” he grumbled, shaking his arms as though to be rid of anything Gaetan might have passed onto him.
“Now, now, Private Gossup. That is no way to speak to your commanding officers,” William replied, struggling to hold his face in stern pretence.
“In case you haven’t noticed, sir,” the man snarled, “I ain’t wearing no uniform.”
“In that case, stop squirming like a drunken pig. You stink like swine, Gossup,” Gaetan ordered.
“Aye but it’s a stench earned through hard work,” Gossup said, an indignant gleam in his eyes.
Gaetan laughed. “You haven’t done an honest day’s work in your life.”
“I didn’t say it was honest,” Gossup said, and bestowed them with an almost toothless grin, “just hard.”
“Those days are at an end, Gossup,” William chuckled. “I intend to make you an upright member of London society.”
The squat man replied only with a look, which gave the impression that he would rather face the hangman.
“What’s this work, William?” Gaetan asked, intrigued at the prospect that any employment could make his companion part of the human race.
“I have need of good men. We are to help the Metropolitan.” William ignored the scornful grunt from Gossup, and continued. “We are going to catch a killer. One that eludes them at every turn.”
“You mean the Whitechapel murderer? What can a few men do where London’s finest have failed?” Gaetan smiled.  
“London’s finest? Those Peelers couldn’t find their own arse with both hands and a map,” Gossup grumbled.
“Then let us hope we have more fortune tracking the beast,” William said.
Gaetan did not appear to be convinced, and he opened his mouth as though to air his concerns, when an aggressive voice called out William’s name in full.
William, along with his two companions, turned their heads to a group of men standing at the entrance to Slaughter Yard.
William quickly counted their numbers. Eight men stood before him, their intention clear. He recognised one of the men as Coldridge’s driver who had so dismally failed to come to his master’s aid. However, the snarls and threatening stares were temporarily halted as a squeaky voice bade the men allow its owner past, “Excuse me, gentlemen, if you would… Excuse me, thank you…” Naismith’s man, Jonathan Locke, came into William’s view.
Locke seemed completely unaware of the potential violence that could erupt around him at any moment. The same amazement had affected the eight men intent on causing trouble, but that soon evaporated as one of them sneered at the fragility of the bookkeeper, and then tripped Locke as he passed. The timid Locke was sent sprawling; the lovingly-prepared documents he carried tipped onto the cobbles. William immediately lurched toward him caring not a jot for the eight men willing to do him harm.
“Gentlemen, I imagine that your employer, Mr Coldridge, has instructed you to demonstrate your talents upon me and my men. Mr Locke is not in my employ but serves a person who can make the lives of both you and Charles Coldridge extremely uncomfortable. Might I suggest that you restrict your violence to its intended victims, and allow this man to resume his duties?” The man who had tripped Locke moved forward, seemingly intent on aiming a kick at his victim. The driver placed an arm across the aggressor’s chest and cocked his head to the side to show William that Locke should retreat from harm’s way.
“Up you get, Mr Locke.” William helped the man to his feet and then collected the documents. “If you will wait inside, I shall join you presently.” Locke nodded his agreement and hurried away. Gaetan moved to William’s side, as did Gossup, and the three stood before the eight men without fear.
“Harkness, where is the wife of Charles Coldridge?”
“He has lost his wife? How very careless,” replied William, raising his eyebrows in mock concern.
Gaetan leaned forward and whispered into William’s ear. “Not a bloody woman again, William? Knights in shining armour are a thing of the past. You can’t rescue every damsel in distress.”
“I simply mind my own business. This Coldridge has misjudged the situation.”
“Of course.” The amusement could be heard in Gaetan’s reply.
“Enough of this,” the driver snapped. However, before he could utter another word, Gaetan was in his face, a raised a finger no more than a few inches from the driver’s face. The finger wagged from side to side, as though, he was chastising a small child.
“It is most rude to interrupt a conversation. I find your lack of manners distasteful,”
“What concern of that is-” a fist brought a halt to his tongue. Gaetan, for all of his breeding and education, was a brawler of the highest calibre. His action made the driver crash to the ground. The victim’s men watched with shocked expressions. That shock intensified as the smallest of the three defenders was now bellowing obscenities and charging headlong towards their position. William had not been surprised that Gaetan had delivered the first blow and took advantage of the enemy’s hesitation to glance over his shoulder to see if Locke had made it to the safety of the inner sanctum of Slaughter Yard. He wondered to himself if the feeble clerk would have the sense to instruct those within of what was taking place in the courtyard but turned his attention to more pressing matters as Gossup crashed into the confused enemy. Three men, and Gossup himself, were sent sprawling, each of them trying desperately to regain their footing.
Fists flew in all directions and chaos ruled. All but the driver was locked in battle; he lay where the first blow had placed him, oblivious to the surrounding violence. Gossup still held two men on the ground, beast-like as he used all that God had blessed him with as weapons. His numerically inferior teeth tore at any visible flesh, resulting in screams of agony. Gaetan had one man pinned on the ground with his boot, while at the same time he sparred with two opponents as they circled, trying to catch him unaware. William faced two opponents, one of whom was the man who had delighted in the torment of Locke. The former officer of the 66th jabbed and moved, jarring back the head of any man who tried to slow his movement. Both men were showing marks from his blows, and each felt the frustration of not being able to get close enough to take their revenge. Cruel misfortune, however, often plays its part in battle. William did not see the unconscious driver’s leg lash out as he attempted to dance away from his opponents.  As he fell, he threw a kick backwards and felt the sole of his boot connect with soft flesh, the connection accompanied by the pained grunt of a man. William attempted to rise as soon as the momentum of the fall allowed, but received a powerful blow to his ribs for his efforts. The air left his body, and the strength to stand deserted him. Glancing up, he saw the man responsible for Locke’s misfortune raising a massive boot. William knew that he could not defend himself against the blow, and so waited for the pain that must surely follow. The agony never arrived and instead a banshee squeal split the air.
William opened his eyes. To his surprise a figure was upon his assailant’s back, thin arms clamped tight about his throat. Locke was proving to be more than a mere clerk and, as he refused to be dislodged, the scene resembled a tenacious terrier clinging to the back of a great bear. The big thug turned this way and that, desperately trying to lay hands on his attacker, but as he turned for a final time, William saw Jack slam a powerful fist into the man’s temple. The colossus of a man shook under the blow, his eyes like a winter pond - its ice-capped surface ignorant of the world. It was with great fortune that the body eventually toppled forward. This gave Mr Locke the opportunity to scramble clear without the possibility of serious injury. William was helped to his feet and afforded the opportunity to survey how his comrades fared. Walter and Charlie had rushed to the aid of Gossup and Gaetan. Faced with yet more enemies, Coldridge’s men had crumbled and lost the will to carry on the fight.
A heavy wooden bucket carried the cold liquid that would break the driver from his enforced slumber. William grasped the man by his hair and pulled him unceremoniously to his feet. Leaning forward, William closed the gap between their faces so that even the light of the sun would struggle to force its way through. His tone was low and filled with a dark menace that left the recipient in no doubt as to the significance of his words.
“Take these men back to your master, and  with it, take this message. I am no woman with soft flesh for him to beat. His position in London does not sway me from my duty, nor will it, protect him from my wrath should he attempt to harm a woman that I hold in the highest regard. I have given my word that I will not seek out confrontation; however, if he orders aggression against his wife or my men a second time, then I shall break my vow rather spectacularly. I shall seek him out like the apocalyptic rider on his pale horse, and the time for words will be at an end. Do you understand?” The driver nodded and did not hesitate when given the opportunity to leave Slaughter Yard, as he and his men hurried away to the jeers of William’s men.
“Mr Locke.”
“Yes, sir?” replied Locke, as he once again rested the small round glasses on his beak-like nose.
“You have lied to me,” William said in an accusatory tone.
“I assure you, sir, I….” Locke stuttered, confused at his unknown crime.
“You made me believe you were a clerk,” interrupted William.
“I am.”
“No, sir, you are a warrior. A warrior with the heart of a lion.” Finally, William’s false sternness evaporated to be replaced with a beaming smile. “I am in your debt, Mr Locke; you saved me from a great deal of pain.”




Chapter 14
Despite the remonstrations of Mr Locke, and his determination to return to his duties, the rest of the day would be spent in merriment. William had seen his men forge a bond while standing shoulder to shoulder in battle, and now he would strengthen that bond with fine food and ale. The hours passed with each man, except William, feeling the effects of the alcohol they consumed throughout the day. Eventually, Locke stood unsteadily and declared it was time for him to leave, an announcement that was met with jeers from the other men. William calmed their outrage and advised that would be better to seek their beds and awake fresh for their many duties in the morning.
Carriages were arranged; the first arrived for Locke, who would leave separately as his dwelling stood on the very edge of London. Gaetan refused a carriage and walked into the night minus his usual accomplice, Gossup, whom had already slipped into drivelling slumber in one of the Yard’s outer buildings. Walter, Jack, and William took the last carriage. Walter would return to his mother’s house, Jack had made the acquaintance of a young barmaid at a local tavern and was eager to press his advantage. William would return to Emily, the despair he felt at her damaged body not having fully left him all day.
William was the last to leave the relative comfort of the carriage. He paid the driver and, as he did so, patted his pocket. He felt the crisp movement of the letters and small piece of torn paper within and felt reassured that they were still on his person. He didn’t know why, but within his heart he felt the importance these items had to the investigation. He trusted the men under his command but remembered the words of Obadiah and Abberline. Both men had warned that London was a cruel and deceitful mistress, and showing trust in any man, or woman, could lead to his downfall. As the carriage pulled away, its metal-rimmed wheels scraping against the cobbles, he paused, wishing he had washed before leaving Slaughter Yard.  He looked down at the tear in the knee of his trousers; dried blood surrounding the damaged area of the garment. He brushed at the blood without success, and as he straightened he felt the burning pain of the old wound to his thigh. It was a trumpet call to the rest of his body, as all the injuries new and old declared their discomfort. He hobbled up the hotel steps grumbling like an old man. He ignored the looks of disgust from both hotel staff and guest alike. Each staircase sapped at his tired body and it seemed a lifetime before he reached the room. He gave his clothes one last brush and straightened his hair, took a breath, and then rapped his cut and bruised knuckles against the door.
***
Only a single light emanated from the interior of Slaughter Yard. The stranger who had entered the courtyard was shrouded completely in darkness. He did not move for some time, waiting for his ears to leave behind the noise of the London streets and become accustomed to the silence of the Yard.  Then, silently, he moved forward, stopping every few paces to ensure that no trap awaited him. A deep guttural grunt emanated from one of the outer buildings, and he stopped and listened to the sound once more, then realised it was a drunken snore. He smiled, content that the owner of that grunt would not soon wake from his alcohol-induced slumber. He continued his prowl until he reached the window of the main building. The small, oblong panes of glass were heavily soiled, forcing the stranger to raise a hand and then gently, so as to not attract attention, wipe the grime away. Peering through the glass, he spied a young man asleep, his legs resting on the desk, head turned away from the door. A hand snaked towards the latch, and the slightest pressure applied saw the door ease from its frame. The stranger squeezed into the room, his eyes never leaving the sleeping man. Spying another doorway, he slipped from the room, taking care in case the sleeping man was not alone. This second room housed a large desk and a number of chairs that were scattered around the room. Numerous empty drinking vessels of various shapes and sizes also lay dotted around. He crossed to the desk and tried to open the drawers, of which all but one opened freely. He reached inside his long, dark coat, which was as black as night, and withdrew a long, lethal looking blade. As quietly as he could, he worked the lock until a metallic clunk signalled his success. A noise from beyond the doorway drew his attention from the violated furniture, and with both speed and stealth he moved to the door. He took up a position so that anyone glancing into the room would be ignorant of his presence, and anyone entering would realise their mistake far too late.
The stranger had hoped that the young man, still only partially awake, would saunter back to his chair and slip into the world of dream. It was a false hope; the young man was dedicated to his duty and inwardly berated himself for falling asleep. It was more than likely this inner turmoil that clouded his judgement and caused his failure to check the most obvious place for an intruder to hide. The blow was both rapid and savage, the metal-and-wooden hilt of the knife smashing into the back of his skull. The stranger looked down on the now-crumpled form of the man. He glanced at the long blade in his hand, and then back at the helpless figure - no more than a boy. Putting the blade away, he decided that the risk was at an end, and his face remained a mystery to the unfortunate man. He crossed to the desk in a leisurely manner, eager to obtain that which might pose a threat to his identity. He opened the drawer, confusion turning to anger as he saw naught but a half-full bottle of whiskey.
“Where is it?” he screamed. He kicked the desk across the room and smashed a chair against the wall. The calm figure that had entered the Yard had now gone, leaving a creature filled with fury that shook uncontrollably. He pulled the unconscious figure of Charlie Dunn into the next room and then searched for anything that might aid him in his quest for information. Only minutes passed before Charlie was hoisted from the floor by his neck and his torso stripped to the waist. The plan to interrogate Charlie was foolhardy and made by a creature devoid of reason. The boy would not wake, and the head wound had rendered him incapable of answering any question. The stranger found himself having to support the boy’s body or watch him hang. The stranger gave a bestial growl, and finally released his inner fury, allowing it to wash over the defenceless Dunn. Charlie’s senseless body was let fall and, as it did, a long blade tore at his torso. A man aware of his fate would have called out for salvation and voiced his agony, but Charlie did not wake, and so died without a murmur. The stranger wiped the blood from his blade on the trouser leg of the hanging man. As his senses returned, and the fury subsided, he placed the knife inside his coat and quietly slipped into the night.
***
William woke early that morning, the chair he had moved to the side of Emily’s bed was not made for sleeping, but he had faced far worse in the ranks of the 66th. He looked to the sleeping form in front of him. She had hardly moved since he had entered the room the previous night. He wanted to talk to, but resisted the urge to wake her from slumber. He quietly slipped into the next room where Obadiah stood at the window, looking down into the street.
“Anything?”
“All quiet. Maybe Coldridge has decided it’s a lost cause?” The old man replied, but his eyes never left the street.
“Men like that are used to getting exactly what they want.” William’s faced hardened as he remembered the arrogant Coldridge.
“You have only met the man once. How can you know him?”
“My life at Cloveney was spent meeting men just like him. Hell, and damnation, I was one of them.”
“William, you are an arse,” Obadiah turned to face him. “You have many faults, but arrogance is not among them.” His old friend smiled as he turned back to the window. William did not reply, knowing better than to ask Obadiah’s opinion on his character flaws.
***
William had left the hotel by a back entrance and walked for some time before hailing a carriage. The streets were beginning to fill as the city emerged into a new day. William looked out of the window and watched the many traders preparing for a day selling their various goods. A butcher stood in his doorway, wiping blood down his heavily soiled apron. William raised a hand to wipe the sleep from his eyes but, as he did, a figure walked past the butcher. William instantly called for the driver to stop, and once again looked towards the butcher’s. The figure was gone, and William leapt from the carriage and moved up the street, glancing frantically at the passing inhabitants of London. In the distance he spied a figure, an elegant form with long blonde hair, wearing an emerald dress. He called out her name, but the figure turned down the next street. He burst into a sprint and cursed, as London seemed to vomit its entire populace on to streets before him. Then, with a crash, he sent a heavily-built woman spilling onto the cobbles. He swore loudly, his pursuit of the emerald clad female hindered. With as much sincerity as he could muster, he helped the woman to her feet. The woman was glaring at him, her face creased in anger, but then she blushed, seeing his hand outstretched to help her to her feet. William hid his frustration, but when he finally broke free of her he knew any chance of catching up with the woman had gone. He swore loudly as he looked down the street the figure had taken.
“It’s the first sign of madness, William.”
William was shocked to see Frederick Abberline standing to his right. “Fred, I think…I think.” William stopped, because to say the words would be like admitting insanity.
“What is it William?”
“Mary! I am sure I saw Mary Kelly.” William looked at Abberline as he uttered the words, wondering if an experienced man of the law would laugh at the very idea that Mary Kelly was alive. However, to William’s surprise, Abberline remained silent and appeared to sink deep into thought.  “I know it sounds like madness,” William said.
“William, I have been walking these streets for many years. There is hardly a cobble within London that has not felt the leather of my boots. In all that time, there is little that I have not witnessed. People would believe I belonged in Bedlam were I to make my experiences public.” He patted William on the shoulder as he finished speaking.
“So, you believe it’s possible that she lives?”
“William, she was a dollymop. Most people ignore their existence. The condition of the poor creature in that room made it impossible for a positive identification by anyone other than close family. Mary Kelly did not have family, and so the question as to who died in that room will always be up for debate, at least in my mind.”
That Abberline did not baulk at the possibility that Mary might be still alive, amazed William. However, it was all too much for him to comprehend, and so he decided to force his mind to more pressing matters. “What brings you to the streets so early, Fred?”
“You did William; I thought I would pay you a visit at the Yard.”
“Excellent. We may as well walk the rest of the way.”
William and Abberline spoke in earnest as they strolled towards Slaughter Yard. As they turned into the street, Jack and Walter could be seen ambling their way to the same destination. Walter looked over his shoulder as he was about to enter the Yard and held up a hand in greeting to William and Abberline. Moments later, all four stood in the courtyard, Jack and Walter clearly showing the signs of the previous day’s revelry.
“Looks like coffee is required,” William smiled at the condition of his men. “Walter, would you do the honours?”
“Yes, sir.” The young man acted with keen urgency, despite his discomfort.
“Do not forget me, Walter.” The voice sounded to their rear, and as they turned they saw Gaetan emerge through the Yard’s gates. “My head feels like the devil himself,”
William introduced Abberline to Gaetan, and the three turned back towards the main building just as a scream that seemed filled with all the woes of the world split the air. William leapt forward, running toward Slaughter’s main entrance. He arrived just as Walter was emerging from the main entrance. He felt Abberline and Gaetan’s presence arrive behind him and they watched as the young constable bent over and vomited, spilling his shock over the courtyard. William pushed past Walter and flung the door open, the image greeting his eyes made him cry out and turn away from the slaughter. Each man in turn voiced his horror as he took in the sight.
“Will you cut him down, Gaetan?” William asked, still struggling to look at the hanging body of Charlie Dunn.
“No,” interrupted Abberline. “This is a crime scene, William. We need Kempster here.”
William turned to Abberline and noticed the old, experienced man of law had tears in his eyes. “Yes of course. Jack, would you be so kind as to fetch Dr Kempster? Gaetan, would you go with him?” Both men nodded and turned to leave, but Gaetan suddenly stopped,
“Gossup! Where is Gossup?” The panic was evident in his voice.
“He was asleep in the outer building,” replied William.
Gaetan ran out into the courtyard calling Gossup’s name. He crossed to the outer buildings and threw open the door. William and the others had also entered the courtyard, and watched with fear-filled anticipation, expecting nothing but another sorrowful cry.
“Ere, gerroff,” came the very broken English of Gossup. “I said, gerroff, ye bloody great fool.”
The others watched as Gossup burst through the door, followed by Gaetan, whose face beamed with happiness and relief. William felt relief wash over him, guessing that Gossup had somehow slept through the slaughter. Moments later, Jack and Gaetan had set off on their task to fetch Dr Kempster. Abberline and Gossup did not move from Walter’s side. The young constable was far less experienced in losing friends than his older colleagues. William braved entering the main building, but averted his eyes from the still-hanging form of Charlie Dunn. William moved through to his office and at first glance it seemed as though it had remained undisturbed since the evening’s revelry. Nonetheless, as William took his first step into the room, he knew all was not how it first seemed. He felt, and heard, a crunch beneath his boot, and upon crouching low discovered a wooden splinter. He looked around the room and noticed that two chairs were missing. Also, just inside the doorway, a small patch of what looked like faded blood in an area that had been hurriedly cleaned. Crossing to the desk, he noticed that the bottom drawer had been forced, and it was then he realised that Charlie Dunn’s murder had not been committed by a mere opportunistic stranger looking for loot. Those responsible were connected either to the case, or possibly to Coldridge, looking for information on Emily’s location.
Within the hour, Kempster had carried out a brief examination on the body of Charlie Dunn. As a white cloth was pulled over Charlie’s body and the wagon prepared to depart William approached the doctor. Kempster turned, knowing William would want answers.
“I cannot tell you much, William. The blow to the back of the head would have rendered the boy senseless, and I doubt he would have felt the blows that killed him.” It was a guess, but Kempster had learned to spare the feelings of those left to grieve. “At first glance I can tell you the blade is similar to that which took Pettigrew from this world.”
“Did the killer leave anything behind? Any clues?” William pressed for answers. Despite the relief he felt, he had worried that his brawl with Coldridge had led to the death of the innocent Dunn.
“There seems to be a waxy substance attached to the wounds in the torso, I believe it has been transferred from the weapon, but I will need to carry out further examination to be sure.”
William nodded his gratitude as Kempster and the wagon moved away from Slaughter Yard. The scraping of the wheels grated on the former officer’s nerves, the noise rapidly becoming the sound of death. William discussed his findings with Abberline, and then enquired of Walter’s ability to continue.
“Charlie was like a brother to him. If you take him off the investigation, I suspect he will go looking for the killer himself. He will probably get himself killed, too; he’s raw but will rise through the ranks, given the chance.”
“If I don’t kill him first, do you mean?”
“The city killed Charlie, not you, William. As I have told you, London is a savage mistress, and the innocent are all too often crushed beneath her heel. I must return to my duties, William, but send word if you have need of me.”




Chapter 15
The morning’s events had almost driven the opportunity to meet with the paper manufacturer Joshua Meek from William’s mind. He decided he would grasp the opportunity to take Walter’s mind off the loss of his friend. He called the men together and gave them their orders, but his eyes never left Walter.
“We must take what has happened this morning as a warning. It could be that the beast that we hunt is aware of our presence, and so has struck at us, testing our fortitude. It may even be possible that he knows our investigation is gathering pace, in which case we safeguard Joshua Meeks until we have garnered any useful information from the man. “Walter, do you know this man’s likeness?”
“I have seen his portrait.”
“Then you shall lead, and Gaetan, Jack, and Gossup will follow. You will ensure Mr Meeks’ safety and escort him here to be questioned at length. Let us hope this man’s memory can lead us to our prey. It will be some time before Meeks arrives in London, but you would be best to leave and prepare. Finally, not one step will be taken by any of you in solitude. You will operate in pairs at the very least, as these are dangerous times. Are my orders clear?”
The four men nodded to show their agreement, and immediately turned to leave. William caught Gaetan by the shoulder and pulled him to one side. Reaching into a pocket, he pulled out one of the pistols Naismith had presented him as a gift.
“Take this,” William pressed the weapon into Gaetan’s hand. “Do not hesitate. Justice is all fine and good, but I just want this bastard dead.”
“You think he may try to reach Meeks?”
“We do not know what he knows or what he thinks we know. So, we must be vigilant and match his savagery when the time comes.”
“You will be here alone, William, so take care.”
“Pray that the bastard comes at me. I hope he is that foolish.”
Gaetan nodded, and then hurried to catch up with the other men. William watched them until they disappeared from view. Turning immediately, he walked to the main building, and opening the door, he looked at the dried blood upon the floor. He would wash away the blood, and hopefully wash clean his mind of the image in the process. He fetched a hard brush and a bucket of water; he knelt on the hard-wooden floor and set to work. He blamed himself for Charlie’s death, and this act was in part an attempt at penitence for his sin in letting one of his men die a needless death. As he cleaned, he went through the previous days in his mind - the death of Pettigrew and the driver. Then the image of the scratched writing upon the drinking flask flashed into his mind’s eye. Was there really a secret society working the shadows of the old city, committing these foul crimes to achieve some undiscovered end? He still found the theory of Naismith’s difficult to believe, but the man did not seem the sort to drift into the realms of fantasy. Military life was easier to comprehend. Slaughter and the loss of friends was part of that life, but in London nothing was how it first seemed. What at first appeared solid dissolved into mist. He looked up to the beam that had supported Charlie’s body and wondered what the killer had wanted in his office. It could have been a random search - a fishing expedition to see how close the hunters were to sensing his trail. Then he felt the documents that still lay within his jacket pocket. Could it be the letters which pointed to the killer’s identity? The frustration he felt at not being able to see a clear course of action made him scrub the floor all the harder, his knuckles occasionally catching the wooden planking. When he finally looked down, his blood had mixed with the water and the blood of Charlie Dunn. He thought it apt that Charlie’s blood was on his hands and wondered if the stain of his mistake would ever leave his skin, or whether it would stay with him until his own death. He plucked the bucket from the floor and marched into the daylight. After filling the receptacle with fresh water, he submerged his face in the cool liquid and tried to focus on the day that lay ahead. Ripping his head back from the cold liquid, he pulled the pocket watch from his waistcoat, needing calming words. A voice, which could bring clarity to this world of deceit and shadows.
The Professor lay upon his blanket, staring up at the clouds, seemingly oblivious to the world as it went about its daily business. William’s shadow announced his arrival, and the Professor smiled, happy to see his young friend. The smile however, faltered when he saw the sadness etched upon William’s features.
“What troubles you, William?”
William did not reply. Instead, he sat down on a piece of the Professor’s blanket and watched the crowds as they passed. Finally, he managed to control his emotions. “A boy died today.”
“This is London William; the streets are filled with those about to die.” The Professor poured William a drink and pushed it into William’s hand, forcing his friend to take the tankard. “The young and old die in equal measure. Homes and city alike swell with the poor, as the unfortunate from across the globe seek shelter in its sordid streets. The Reaper’s breath caresses all who lay within the city limits.”
“You don’t understand. This was my doing. Charlie Dunn lies cold upon a table because of my arrogance.” William rubbed a hand over his face, trying desperately to discourage the raw emotions that lay just beneath its surface from becoming evident to all who passed.
“Arrogance, William? Since I doubt that is the case, tell me your woes.”
William proceeded to tell his friend all that had transpired in the last couple of days. Now and then pausing to drink from the tankard, which was refilled more than once by the Professor. When finally, William came to the end of his sad tale, he looked for words of wisdom that would dispel the dark cloud settling upon his heart. The Professor did not immediately reply but seemed to be considering his response. Then he placed the tankard upon the ground and stroked the straggly white beard that hung from his narrow chin.
“William, you are no more to blame for this man’s death than I am, and your description of him as a boy is incorrect.” He held up a hand to prevent William’s protestations. “William, he was a man doing a man’s work, and part of that work is dealing with the danger that lurks within those streets. His choice of occupation was a gamble. However, it is of the gamble that you have undertaken I wish to speak. You are an honourable man, William; the task that you have undertaken can only bring you sadness. Since you were a boy, you have seen things as simple, good versus evil, and you have lived your life according to those simple rules. London is not simple, though, William. The city and the populace do not play by the same rules. It will see your destruction or even worse, in my opinion, your corruption. Within a short walk you could find a ship, take your girl and leave this place.”
“But you love the city.”
“I sit on the edge and peer into the maelstrom. I can admire a caged tiger, and gaze with awe at its savagery and power. Nonetheless, I would not walk into the cage with cuts of meat placed about my person as you are doing, William. I repeat: you should leave this place, though I know that you will not.”
“I have been running most of my life, but at some point, we all have to stand and fight.”
“And if this is not just a single killer? What becomes of William Harkness if Cronos exists, and your enemies number in their tens or even hundreds?” The Professor was flushed with emotion. It was a response that William had never witnessed in his old friend.
“When I was a boy, I remember asking the same question in this very park about why a Spartan king stood against an enemy too numerous to count, knowing that he could not be victorious. Do you remember what you told me, Professor?”
“Enlighten me, dear boy.” The Professor had calmed himself, and the intelligent smile had returned to his face.
“You told me that sometimes more can be gained from defeat than from victory. An act of bravery and sacrifice can forge a path for those that follow. It will light a fire within their hearts and ensure a lasting victory.”
The Professor grinned as he poured the last of the bottle’s contents into the tankards and then, holding his own tankard aloft, spoke.
“Then charge into battle, William. Let the horde smash upon your shield and fall to your blade and die bleeding on the ground. If death must come, let the glory of your actions resonate through eternity.” Tankards collided in their toast to the Professor’s words, and as William rose from the blanket a new determination surged through his veins. He nodded his gratitude and hurried back to the Yard.
***
William had been back at the Yard for only a matter of minutes when the shouts of a stranger’s voice split the air. William stood, but before he could move towards the door an elderly man was pushed bodily into the room. To his rear, a very flustered Jack and Walter ensured the man could not retreat from the office.
“What is the meaning of this?” The rotund squat man bellowed as spittle flew from his mouth.
“Mr Meeks, please take a seat,” William responded, trying his best to placate the man’s rage.
“Take a seat? I will take a bloody riding crop to the lot of you,” the man bellowed. “I have powerful friends; they will not appreciate an assault on my person by these ruffians.”
William was losing patience and decided that he would call the man’s bluff.
“These “ruffians” as you call them have probably saved your life. Now tell me, Mr Meeks, who these powerful men to whom you refer are?” William finished speaking and glared at the man, the look he offered demanding an answer.
“Errr….,” the man faltered, “Sir Simeon Harkness is a close family friend.” 
William struggled to keep the smile from his face. “Sir Simeon Harkness, a powerful man indeed. However, in this situation I believe you have chosen the wrong man as your protector. You see, Mr Meeks, I know that my father has many things, but friends are not one of them.”
“You are the son of Simeon Harkness? I thought you were dead.” Meeks seemed to deflate physically as he responded.
“You would be surprised how many people believe that to be the case. Now, Mr Meeks, can we dispense with the threats? I merely have questions that only you can answer, and in doing so you could you do London a great service.”
“Why would my life be in danger?”
“Because of the information that you may hold. However, once you have divulged that information I can see no reason why your death would serve any further purpose.”
“What is it you wish to know?” The rage had completely disappeared from Meeks.
“Your son has informed us that you remember each and every customer who has placed orders with your company.” William reached inside his jacket and pulled the letters and the small piece of paper into view. “My men and I are aiding the Metropolitan in the hunt for a killer; I believe that these,” he slid the papers over the desk towards Meeks, “could prove useful in our search.” Meeks took the papers and lifted them carefully; he rubbed each piece between his fingers and then raised them each in turn closer to his eyes.
“My sight is not what it used to be.” Then he took one of the letters from its envelope but showed no interest in the words that adorned the paper. Placing the letter on the desk, he reached into his pocket and withdrew a small measuring tool, with which he proceeded to examine the measurements of the correspondence. Then, quite abruptly, he stopped, returned the tool to his pocket, and slid the items back towards William. “This is my work, though the letters have been trimmed to remove a heading that once announced its rightful owner.”
“How can you be sure?”
“Would you doubt that a painter knew his own creation? Besides, this was no ordinary commission; I never carried out such work before, or since. Everything about the project makes for a story fit to tell my grandchildren. Tell me, William Harkness, have you ever heard of a man called Lewis Cubitt?”
William searched his memory, for the name seemed vaguely familiar. Then suddenly, a gold plaque on a beautifully decorated wall showing the man’s name swam into his mind’s eye. He remembered how as he had climbed the luxurious staircase at the Great Northern Hotel he had been dazzled as the lamplight reflected from the plaque. “The Great Northern Hotel.”
“Exactly, but he also designed a far more important building to this city. He also designed Kings Cross Station, and with that building fame, fortune and prestige were achieved.” Meeks suddenly seemed to be enjoying himself.
“So, are you telling me that your customer was Lewis Cubitt?”
“I am not. My customer was James Penn. He was former friend and then bitter rival of Lewis Cubitt. Many called Penn a genius, but in truth I believe it was Penn who spread those rumours,” Meeks snorted his derision. “Penn decided to build a hotel, the likes of which had not been seen in either London or the world. No expense would be spared; every detail would be designed to scream luxury. This included their stationary; gold leaf lettering would snake lusciously across the top of the finest paper in the world.”
“So where is the hotel?”
“It doesn’t exist, Penn sunk all of his funds into the project but scandal took away his investors and robbed him of his dreams.” Seeing his words spark interest, Meeks continued. “Many of those who backed Penn were pious men, at least publicly, and when Penn was caught frequenting a well-known brothel, they pulled their investment.”
“And for that he lost everything?” Walter asked. He had seen many powerful men tipped from the whorehouses of London on his patrols and could not help wonder why Penn should be persecuted when the actions of others are ignored.
“But that is not the whole story young man. Penn had secured a prime piece of land for his hotel, and in many ways his choice of location secured his own downfall.”
“I don’t understand,” replied William.
“The land was wanted by men with far more influence than Penn. He had chosen the same location that would one day be the site of King’s Cross Station.”
“So Cubitt stole his land and his fame?”
“I say that, and despite the rivalry between the two men, Penn never blamed his old friend. The ruined man’s fury was aimed at those who backed Cubitt’s project. Penn believed that the money that funded King’s Cross came from wealthy Jews within the city. He also claimed that the same men arranged for his fall from grace, that lies robbed him of his beautiful hotel.”
“And what became of Penn?” William sensed that he had uncovered a potential suspect.
“Ruined utterly, in both name and finance. On the tenth anniversary of Kings Cross Station being opened, a broken man cast himself beneath his destroyer. Penn was torn to shreds; they say not one piece was recognisable.”
William’s mood changed instantly, as it seemed that once again he was left with only shadows to chase. However, it was Jack’s question that would once again raise his hopes of a solid target.
“Did Penn have family?”
“I believe so,” replied Meeks.
William thought for some time about Jack’s question. He reasoned that if a child had seen his father’s spiral into poverty and disgrace, would it be inconceivable that a child seek vengeance against those responsible. “Tell me, Mr Meeks, this order. Was it completed?”
“Thankfully, the order was completed and paid for long before James Penn slipped from his throne.”
“So, you delivered the paper?”
“Meeks and Sons offer only the very best service, Harkness. The order was completed in good time and delivered promptly to the desired location.” Meeks puffed out his chest with pride.
“Which was where?” William pressed.
“That, I cannot say.” Meeks noticed William’s disappointment. “But within my home, a framed receipt of goods sold stands proudly on my desk. It was the most lucrative deal that Meeks and Sons ever carried out; it serves to remind me of better days.”
Moments later, Mr Meeks, accompanied by Jack, Gossup and Walter, left Slaughter Yard. The old trader would receive protection through the streets of London and, in return, William would receive the information he craved. As they walked into the night, William called out to Mr Meeks, asking what brothel had seen to the downfall of Penn.
“The Mops, Mr Harkness, isn’t it always the Mops.”
Not for the first time William had heard the name of one particular brothel in connection with his investigation.




Chapter 16
As the men returned with the information provided by Mr Meeks, so did Frederick Abberline. The experienced inspector was ashen-faced; the reason became apparent when he informed William that he had just visited Charlie Dunn’s family.
“They only know he was killed carrying out his duties.”
“Is that a comfort to a grieving parent?” asked William.
“You would be surprised, often the fact a child died doing their duty can lessen the futility of the loss. At least,” he paused and then added, “in the short term.”
“Short term?” William was confused by Abberline’s final words.
“I have seen it many times, William, when the news of a loved one is delivered. Those left behind cling to anything that will help them make sense of that loss. They are as a man lost in a raging sea, stretching for any piece of driftwood to prevent themselves disappearing beneath the waves. The panic subsides eventually, though, and then as the long unending sadness settles into their hearts, the fact that a loved one died doing their duty, brings little comfort.”
William did not reply but merely looked at Abberline, who suddenly seemed far older, sadness sapping the vitality from the man. It was Walter who broke the awkward silence. The young constable had approached the two men unnoticed,
“We have information, Inspector,” he blurted out; his eagerness to find the killer of his friend was emblazoned across his features.
Before Abberline could reply, William interrupted.
“The letters we obtained from George Lusk, and the small piece of paper recovered from Mary Kelly’s room, were both made by Meeks and Sons.”
“Is that so unusual?” asked Abberline.
“This paper is completely original, it was made for one customer and only one delivery was ever made.” William could tell he had gained Abberline’s interest. “The customer was James Penn.”
“James Penn?”
William could tell that Abberline was no stranger to the name,
“Did you know the man?”
“In a sense, he was the first dead body I encountered in my duties. I say body, though, there was little left of him in truth. A steam engine is not forgiving to flesh, William.”
“But his identity was not in doubt?”
“Oh, it was Penn; the bastard only threw himself to his death in full view of his child.”  Abberline spat onto to Yard’s cobbles to emphasise his disgust.
“What became of the child?” William asked, unable to escape the conclusion that an experience of that nature would unbalance the delicate mind of a child.
“I have no idea; my duties were restricted to gathering the remnants of Penn.”
“Then I will need your resources, Fred. I need to know all there is to know about the family and those that were close James Penn. I already have a couple of lines of investigation, but I cannot emphasise the importance of this, Fred.”
“I will handle it personally, William, but don’t expect an answer within hours. Penn died years ago, and his family could be anywhere. They may no longer live in England.”
William nodded that he understood Abberline’s problems with investigating a family who had disappeared from public so many years before and may be attempting to live under assumed names. James Penn’s suicide would have added society’s scorn to the heavy grief felt by the family, and it would be understandable if they had chosen to flee, or to disguise their previous lives.
***
William, Gaetan and Jack moved through the grime-filled streets of Bluegate Fields. Within this part of London, law was both absent and unwanted. Gangs ruled the alleyways, brutal and unforgiving, a blade or cosh all too often the reward for transgression. You would not find beggars on these streets; a genuine beggar would not risk losing the few precious coins he had obtained from a generous passer-by. William glanced over his shoulder; the feeling that he was being followed made the hairs upon his neck stand on end. Gaetan noticed his unease.
“What troubles you William?”
“Just the old soldier in me, expecting attack at any moment.” William spoke truthfully, knowing it was pointless to attempt to deceive Gaetan. He had campaigned with the former officer and had rarely known a man in possession of such sharp intelligence.
“In Bluegate you are always about to be attacked. It’s all piss and wind, each step must be taken as though the street is your personal property.”
“William should be king of Bluegate then, cus he’s full of piss and wind.” Jack laughed.
“Bastard,” William replied in mock annoyance. Gaetan barked out his laughter and placed an arm on Jack’s shoulder.
“You know something, William? I see our old Sergeant in this man.”
“Quite. He didn’t show respect to authority either.” William grinned as he replied.
The three laughed as they progressed through the filth, but not one took his focus from the possibility of attack. The presence of danger or grime was not the most disconcerting factor to William, though; it was the sheer stench of the place. The city’s unwashed populace, mixed with what William could only surmise was vomit and piss. The odour invaded his senses and lodged deep in the back of his throat. He wanted to raise a hand and cough the stench away but knew his hand must be ready to inflict violence upon an aggressor at any moment. Therefore, his hands remained resolutely at his sides.
The Mops whorehouse was a converted boarding house. If the rumours were correct, each room contained a multitude of sins in the eyes of the law, and of God. The exterior still clung to its legal beginnings, and no outwardly sign signalled what lay within its mundane shell. Six steps rose up to the substantial but shabby doorway. It was at the base of those steps that William and his men halted, and just for a moment simply stared at the entrance. Not one of the observers had set foot in the place but each of them had heard the gossip. It swept through the streets of the old city like a sirocco wind, which beats the dry parched lands of northern Africa. Every vice dwelled within. Besides the whores willing to perform any deviant act, opium was readily available, robbing the customers of any resistance to spend more than they could afford.  Gaetan was the first to step forward.
“Let the hound see the fox,” he announced, rubbing his hands together excitedly.
“We are here to work, Gaetan,” replied William.
“Oh, of course,” Gaetan winked, turned, and then took the steps three at a time.
The door swung open under the exuberant Gaetan’s weight. The former army captain gave a mock bow and waved his friends forward. On entering the Mops, William found that the odour of the streets was defeated by the weight of cheap perfume, which hung heavily in the air. He wondered for a moment whether he actually preferred the vomit and piss of the Bluegate streets. He could taste the perfume on his tongue and tried in vain to produce extra saliva to wash the essence away. He was tempted to spit the taste from his mouth but sensed that he and his comrades were no longer alone. The hallway was no different to those within boarding houses across London. It was long, with a heavy wooden banister snaking its way up to the upper level.  William however, concentrated on the far side of the hall, where an immensely large man stood guard on a doorway. The man did not exhibit deliberate menace, his size completed that task. He stared blankly in William’s direction but did not make eye contact with William or his comrades. William, as always when danger was near, took the lead. He strode purposely towards the goliath. It was not until he was within touching distance that the guardian of the Mops’ inner sanctum raised his head.
“Gentlemen, I trust you have the tin to pay for what lies within?” The eloquence with which the man spoke betrayed his brutish appearance.
“That we do,” Gaetan replied, his hand appearing over William’s shoulder enthusiastically rubbing together two coins to catch the man’s attention.
“Not me; you pay Sally. There will be no mistreatment of the girls.” Without another word, the man turned and opened the door to his rear. William had never known hired muscle show so little menace, which, in some way, made the man seem all the more threatening. Laughter and music emanated from the room beyond. To William’s dismay the stench of the cheap perfume intensified. He moved forward, the others following and, as they did so, shapes flitted back and forth in William’s peripheral eyesight Inside the room, were men from many differing social classes. Among them were the women that would use all their not-inconsiderable skill to part the men from the coins in their purse. These women were undeniably whores, but they differed immensely from those who plied their trade upon the streets of the old city. Those who strode the grime-strewn cobbles of London had, in many cases, lost their humanity; lurching from uncaring fumbles in darkened corners to earn enough tin to fill a glass in the nearest gin palace. Here, the clothing was clean and although designed to entice men, they still gave an air of opulence. William observed the manner in which the eyes of his companions searched each woman as they passed. A flame-haired temptress appeared from what seemed to be nowhere and was striding straight towards him, her eyes never leaving his face. It was as though she was gliding. She was slender, and many of those around stood far taller than she, but this woman owned the room, making her stand out from the others. William felt that if confidence could take human form, then it could not hope to choose a better example. No further than a pace away the woman stopped and gave a knowing smile.
“My name is Sally. This would be your first visit to the Mops, gentlemen; I never tire of seeing men with the look of children peering through the window of a toyshop.”
“Well the toys are a joy to behold, Sally,” replied Gaetan.
“That they are, but such toys cost money. Have you the tin?”
“Payment is not an issue; my two friends will require company. I, however, require something different.” William paused and then added, “Perhaps you could provide me with what I need?”
“Cocky bastard, aren’t you? Besides, you’re not that handsome, and my days of warming someone’s bed are long since over.”
“No bed warming required. I simply require information.”
“I may be too expensive for you even then?” she replied, studying William from head to toe. “Emmy? Take over for me. I have business with this man.” A younger female, no more than a girl, mumbled her acceptance of the task.”
“William?” Gaetan called to his friend, unsure of his next move.
“Enjoy. I will conduct my business and await your re-appearance.” William turned and followed Sally through the crowd. He could not ignore the shapely form as it led the way to another room. The tight scarlet dress clung to her body and accentuated the curves of her torso in all the right places. Sally showed him into a small but comfortable room and pointed to a chair as she filled two glasses with a colourless liquid.
“Now, William Harkness, what can the son of Sir Simeon Harkness possibly want within these walls?”
“You know who I am?” William asked, surprised at Sally’s knowledge.
“You are William Harkness, estranged son of Simeon Harkness, currently employed by the mighty and powerful to bring Saucy Jack to justice. Tell me, William, what makes you believe that you can succeed where so many have failed?”
“Believe?” William raised the glass to his mouth and savoured the liquid, which turned out to be gin. I do not profess to have any greater skill than those that have sought justice in the past; I merely wish justice for Mary Kelly, to find her killer, and see him held accountable.” William hoped that using Mary’s name would gain Sally’s favour, and so make her more inclined to share information. “I begged her to accept the protection of the Mops, but she insisted on living on her own terms.” The confidence in Sally’s face had been replaced by a forlorn sadness. “She deserved better than to die like that, Mr Harkness. Can you catch the man responsible?”
“I will try, but to do so I need information.”
“If I knew who the killer was, then my boys would be sinking him in the Thames.” Her face was suddenly contorted with rage.
“George Lusk paid a visit to your establishment.”
“It’s not him; he was scared of the girls. He tripped over his own feet trying to leave.”
“No, he is not the killer, but someone was pulling his strings. I would be most interested to learn the puppet master’s identity.”
“I remember the day. A young dipper by the name of Samuel Fisk entered this very room, pockets bulging with tin and a list of instructions. We were to make Lusk comfortable; very comfortable, if you get my drift, Mr Harkness. For what purpose, I do not know, and Lusk was not for corrupting.”
“And the boy?” asked William, fearing another dead end.
“Must have picked one too many pockets, since a few days later he turned up with his skull smashed in down by the docks.”
William sighed. The final death nail had been driven into another promising line of enquiry. He wondered if the boy had fallen foul of the man they hunted or had simply chosen the wrong pocket to pick. Perhaps detecting the disappointment in him, Sally him another glass of gin.




Chapter 17
William had returned to the main room, and Sally to her many duties. He might have been a former officer of the 66th, trained in discipline by the finest army in the world, but nothing could have prepared him for the frustration he felt at not being able to find even the merest smidgeon of a clue to the killer. He was beginning to find it difficult to maintain his composure. Exasperation at the lack of progress danced across each nerve within his body, leaving them raw. Two glasses of whiskey followed the gin already consumed, but even alcohol could hardly cut through the taste of annoyance. He reached down and removed a pocket watch from his crimson waistcoat.  The timepiece had seen better days, and it was probably the only gift from his father that he truly cherished. Battle, street fighting, and the world’s raging waters had done their worst with it, yet still the valiant hands continued upon their endless journey. The pocket watch showed that the light of a new day was only a few hours away. He doubted that his friends would cease their enjoyment in the upper tiers of the building before the first rays of sunlight struck the Mops’ brickwork.
He could not stay; he craved the darkness of the streets. Returning to Emily in the hotel was not an option. It would take time to reach her warm embrace after cleansing himself of the filth of the streets, by which time the new day would be upon him and his tasks would once again call for his attention. If he returned to the Yard, those present would look to him for instructions and, despite his fondness for each of his men he would not have them at his side. The hunt for the killer was taxing him. The dead called out for justice, but he could not answer their desperate cries. He rose, the air within the Mops becoming oppressive, and the acrid taste of the perfume clung to throat and tongue in equal measure. Then, without conscious order, his feet were moving him through the joyous crowd. Drinks were held out towards him by whores with salacious smiles, but their attentions were ignored. Only Sally received a polite nod as William pushed onwards, keen to sample the refreshingly putrid air of the London streets.
Sally watched him go and glanced towards the second floor of her kingdom. She wondered if she should send word to the friends of the handsome William Harkness. Eventually she shrugged. Interrupting men as they were being entertained rarely resulted in kind words. Besides, William Harkness was a grown man. If he was foolish enough to walk alone in the streets of Bluegate Fields, then perhaps he was not the man to bring justice to Mary Kelly and place a rope around the Ripper’s neck.
***
William picked his way through the streets; filth clung to his boots as he in turn clung to the loaded pistol cradled within his pocket. The feeling of anger he had felt within the Mops had subsided, leaving just shame at his own foolishness. Venturing into the streets at this ungodly hour could easily lead to his death but returning to the Mops would only highlight his error. He pressed on, the hairs of his body sensing the danger. Each noise from the shadows heralded the possible location of an attacker. Suddenly, an unseen door swung open and a figure lurched forward. The honed instincts of a soldier took over, an arm raised without conscious thought. The figure came to an abrupt halt and the cold unyielding barrels of William’s pistol pressed against his forehead.
“Kill a man for wanting a piss?”
“Move on,” replied William, refusing to lower his firearm. The man backed away and then slipped into the shadows. William held his position, motionless, as his arm remained outstretched, pistol at the ready. He fought to calm the temptation to break into a run as slowly the gnawing at his stomach subsided, and his jaw jutted as he pondered his next course of action. He set off at a pace brisk, but slow enough to recognise any danger posed by the dark recesses of the streets. Then he came to a stop, looking left and then right. One route led to Slaughter Yard and, with a grin, he marched in the opposite direction. His destination was London’s docks, the very heartbeat of the British Empire. As time passed, Bluegate Fields was left behind and the terrain changed - where there had been residential homes, more and more warehouses took their place. William knew that despite the fact that many of the buildings present were business premises still the countless unfortunate souls of London’s populace called these streets home. Shelter was a precious commodity, and a place to take refuge from the ravages of nature or the criminal element was an opportunity that few could afford to miss. It also afforded those in need the chance to obtain employment; even a few hours labouring could keep the gnawing feeling of an empty stomach at bay. William for the first time placed the pistol back in his pocket. The docks were not safe, but the night quickly losing its grasp, and the knowledge that workers would soon fill these streets gave him confidence that the weapon would not be needed. Even so, his hand remained on the carved wooden handle of the firearm. He remembered the address that Mr Meeks had provided and could not help his excitement growing as he searched for St Katherine’s Street. The length of St Katherine’s was impressive, and William acknowledged that the businesses it held must deal with a large proportion of the ships and boats calling upon the docks. Silks, spices, sugar, and a great number of other commodities would flow down St. Katherine’s with England’s social elite eager to welcome them into their homes. Of course, he knew that some of those goods would eventually filter down to those not so high in society, but those that lifted crate and sack from the boats craved only warmth and a little bread.
As he moved ever onwards, now and then, he would spy a worker trudging slowly towards the backbreaking work they must complete each day. Finally, he reached the desired address and, for a moment, strained his eyes in the gloom to see if anyone lurked nearby. William questioned why such a building seemed to have been left to fall into ruin. It occupied a prime location and must have been sold when James Penn lost his fortune. So, to what end did the present owner leave it to gather nought but dust? A quick glance to each end of the street, and William placed his shoulder against the small door that barred his entrance. The wood splintered and gave easily. He once more looked about, but those men that were close enough to hear his vandalism chose not to be swayed from their path.
Despite the London sky beginning to lighten, the interior of the warehouse was oppressively dark. Once more he cursed his own stupidity. How could he investigate without the ability to see? He swore and then stepped back into the street. He looked in both directions but to his amazement the street was completely empty, and no nearby buildings displayed any light. “Shit.” He returned to the darkness of the warehouse and it was not long before his shin collided with a solid obstacle. He crouched to investigate the item by feel, and it was easy enough to recognise an upturned chair. Realising his options were limited, he placed the chair against a wall and slumped down upon its threadbare seat. He rested his legs on more debris, although unsure as to its nature. Plucking the pistol from his pocket, he laid it upon his thigh and reluctantly closed his eyes. William slipped into slumber and awaited the new day to bring an opportunity to investigate the warehouse.
***
William awoke the next morning. He rubbed his eyes and opened one of the shuttered windows and looked through the grimy window pane to see wagons and people competing for limited space in the narrow street. As with each morning, the pain of previous battle drew him from slumber. He sat back down and massaged the muscle of his thigh, skirting around the old injury. It had proved bothersome over the years and served as a constant reminder of the men he had led to their deaths. Putting the ghosts of the past from his mind, he took the opportunity to survey his surroundings. The room was approximately fifteen paces by fifteen and had clearly been used as an office in the past. However, its condition now suggested its days of trading had long since disappeared. Where there had once been an atmosphere of excitement at wealth being made; now only the pitiful decay of failed dreams remained. A layer of dust covered every surface like a blanket of snow. Webs of all shapes and sizes showed that although humans had forsaken the warehouse, some creature still found a use for its timbers. William sniffed; the unmistakeable pungency of rat’s piss filled his nostrils. William grimaced and then spat on the floor as though to show his public hatred for rats. Most soldiers hated the creatures, because they consumed valuable supplies and were too eager to feed on the flesh of fallen comrades. At least in times of dire need the rat could be turned into a half decent broth, and that was all the blasted creature was good for in William’s mind.
He moved further into the warehouse, but each room offered the same bleak vision. Room after room, corridor after corridor revealed no hint of either the warehouse owner or the author of the letters. Eventually, he came to the far side of the warehouse.  He bent down and picked up a piece of rag from the floor, using it to clean the grime from one of the small glass panels in the window. More light swept into the largest room he had discovered, obviously the room that was used to store the differing commodities. For a moment he looked out of the window. This side of the building stood facing the snaking Thames, which wound its way off into the distance. He understood why this building had been purchased by Penn all those many years before; sitting on the banks of the river, it could unload vessels with speed and distribute those goods before rival traders had placed a hand on sack or crate. Therefore why, he asked himself again, does this building remain empty of both business and squatters eager to escape the dangerous streets? The building may be showing no signs of life, but William knew that it was not all that it seemed. Somehow this place was involved in the murders. He turned and glanced around, suddenly, he focussed on one particular point of the floor, no more than ten paces away. A crate stood proud from the wooden floorboards. In faded writing on its side, William could make out the lettering Meeks and Sons. He rushed over to the crate and peered inside. Only dust occupied the space that which once housed Mr Meeks’s most prized creation. Ignoring his disappointment, he investigated around the box, his eyes drifting over the sides and down to the floor. There he discovered a line, more defined than the edge of a floor board, disappearing underneath the crate. A trapdoor, he thought, bending down to inspect more closely, tracing the line with his finger.. Pushing the crate to one side, he discovered he had been correct; the unmistakeable contours of a trapdoor could be clearly seen, and at its centre an iron ring cried out to be pulled. He reached down and clasped the cold, pitted iron in his hand. Tensing the powerful muscles of his right arm, he jerked the trapdoor upwards, freeing it from the floor. To his surprise, the place was not shrouded in darkness; a light source revealed that a ladder was connected to the trapdoor. Peering into the opening, he noticed that the ladder lead down to a platform below which he observed a number of other ladders and platforms descending into the gloom.
Wondering if the warehouse had played host to anyone else last night whilst he slept, he prepared himself for the descent, withdrawing his pistol from his inner coat as he began to step down the seemingly-frail ladder.
As he took each rung he glanced around to make sure there was no one waiting to take advantage of his perilous position., Instinctively, the further he descended, the more his confidence grew. If you’re waiting for me, you bastard, you’ve missed your opportunity. But it was not until the sole of his right boot landed on the platform that he allowed himself a small smile of relief. An oil lantern explained where the light was coming from. Not being designed to burn continuously, it meant that someone had visited this place in the last few hours. Approaching the lamp, he used it to peer over the platform’s rail and was truly amazed at what it revealed. At least another four ladders and platforms, each larger than the next, disappeared into an apparently bottomless pit. He would have liked to carry the lamp into the gloom, but a small chain prevented it being moved more than a couple of paces. He returned it to its original position and decided to explore further.
As he moved down the levels, the scarred tissue in his thigh strained when his right leg bent and stretched. It was discomfort rather than pain - a constant reminder of a day that had cost so many good men their lives. The nagging injury did not deter him from his task, and before long three platforms had felt his weight. Now and then, he would glance over the side of a rail, but the light had lost its determination to reach into the darkness. He crossed the fourth platform and had just placed a foot on the first rung of a ladder when the unmistakeable sound of footsteps echoed in the darkness. To William’s amazement the sound came from above, from a platform that he had only recently traversed. As he concentrated, he saw a figure moving rapidly. He called out; ordering the figure to stop, but to no avail. By the change in sound the figure was now climbing one of the ladders.  Bursting into a run, he headed back the way he’d come, wondering how the figure had slipped passed him on the narrow platforms. The ascent was hazardous, but William threw caution to the wind. His prey had a substantial lead and he knew that once the stranger reached the streets of London then all hope of catching them and finding out their identity Taking the ladder rungs two at a time, he imagined it would not be long before the stranger was in reach of the trapdoor, but he knew he was closing the gap.
Now, only one level separated them but William was robbed of his confidence as the smashing of glass signalled the lamp being destroyed, and the world turned to darkness. On the final ladder William slipped and for a moment thought he would plummet to certain death, though somehow, he managed to retain a grip on the ladder. He regained his footing and pressed on, and as he mounted the top platform a shaft of light was sent into the cavern. The figure slipped through the opened trap, its identity still denied to William, providing him with only a silhouette. Drawing his pistol, he raced towards the trapdoor. The square block of wood slammed shut and once more the cavern sank into darkness. William did not check his run. Estimating the distance to the trapdoor, as he neared, he fired the pistol to afford him some light. By the brightness of the gunshots, William was able to spy the ladder to the trapdoor and he leapt, hoping his judgement would allow him to grasp a rung.  His chest collided with the ladder, punching the air from his already gasping lungs. Nonetheless, he would not be dissuaded from his task.
He rushed upwards, pushing the trapdoor open and clambering into the daylight. For a moment, he was disorientated, but a moment was all it took for him to slip receiving only a glancing blow from a huge fist, rather than the full heavy whack that was intended. Despite the blow not making full contact, it still spun him around and the pistol fell from his grasp. As the weapon clattered across the wooden flooring of the warehouse, William managed to regain his wits. He steadied himself and looked at his attacker.
“Where did he go?” William asked, knowing the man standing to his front was not the same figure he had pursued. The man before him was the size of an ox, though his bulk was mainly fat, and not muscle, unlike the lithe figure he had chased.
“You’re the only one I see here… and I get paid decent tin to keep this place clear.”  The man raised his fists to emphasise his dedication to his employer.
“I haven’t got time for this,” William told him, knowing that with each second, he was delayed, his prey raced further from his grasp.
The ox lumbered forward, seemingly intent on using his substantial bulk to its maximum effect. William, however, had no intention of becoming embroiled in a brawl. He kicked out a leg with all of his might, his boot connecting with the man’s groin. William turned at the exit to see that the Ox had not given chase, but was rolling on the floor, clutching his groin in agony.
William rushed into St. Katherine’s Street, which now ebbed and flowed with a vast array of people. He glanced left and right, trying to pick out his prey in the throng, but the street was too crowded, and seeing more than forty paces was impossible. Then he heard a commotion, and the voice of a woman screaming curses at someone for knocking over her produce and not stopping. William burst into a run. He came to a standstill as he reached the end of the street, the impact of his breaking, coming almost too late as he skidded to a stop. There was no sign of the stranger or a disgruntled female. William swore, and for good measure kicked a nearby barrel.
He remained motionless for some time as the crowd went about its daily business, ignorant of his inner torment. Slowly he began to focus on his surroundings and for the first time he became aware of the odour. It was the stench of the docks. The odour did not fill him revulsion as it did some folk. To him it was the smell of trade, of sail, and the promise of new worlds. Subconsciously, he seemed to be gravitating towards the Thames and it was not long before he was sitting on a crate, watching the black ships in the distance, sailing away from the docks. Inwardly, he wished that he were aboard one of them. If he had been, in a few hours, he would be feeling the salted breeze of the waters beyond the Thames. The destination did not matter; to be free of England was all he craved. He jumped to his feet, knowing it would be all too easy to find employment; there was no task aboard a ship at which he was not proficient. Nonetheless, his feet refused to move, and suddenly his shoulders slumped, a sign to all those, should they cared to see, of his disappointment. To leave England now, would be the cowardly thing, for at the same moment that he stood ready to seek passage one of those ships, Emily’s beaten face swam into his mind’s eye.  To seal his land-locked fate, her face transformed into that of a smiling Mary Kelly. The thought of leaving both women to the injustice they had suffered was far more powerful than his desire to flee.




Chapter 18
After the disappointment of failing to capture the mysterious figure and his visit to the docks, William decided to walk back to Slaughter Yard. Street and alley merged into a blur as he struggled to shake the feeling of failure from his soul. The lack of concentration lasted for some time and, by the time he truly took in his surroundings, he had no clue as to his location. He did however, realise that he had strayed from the main streets and was presently in the warren-like alleys of the old city. Being lost was of little concern; he had once spent three days lost behind enemy lines in the Afghan. God had been with him, for he had managed to avoid both enemy and bandits and return relatively unscathed to his own lines: a fact William had always been grateful for, because enemy and bandits in those lands liked nothing more than to part an Englishman from his balls. More pressing at that precise moment were the footsteps that seemed to stop when he came to a halt, like a mistimed echo. He pressed on, hoping the threat was a figment of his imagination. Nonetheless, as he moved from alley to alley, he realised that he was indeed being followed, and by more than one person. He quickened his pace just slightly, so as to not warn those that followed, and when he turned another corner he burst into a sprint. He knew those behind him had given chase, but he had always been quick, and it was not long before the sound of footsteps started to fade.  He smiled, and urged himself on ever faster,
“Bollocks!” He swore, realising that the alleyway had come to an abrupt end. He would have no alternative but to return the way he came, and quickly he began retracing his steps. The alley entrance was only twenty paces away when six men entered. William could not deny the sinking feeling in his gut.
“It seems to me you are a little lost, Mr Harkness.” Coldridge’s driver could hardly contain his excitement.
“And it seems to me that you never learn,” replied William. He knew that when faced with certain circumstances, all that’s left is bluff and bravado. The six men moved forward, signalling to William that the time for talk was at an end. He reached for his pistol and then remembered the sound it had made as it skittered across the warehouse floor when he gave chase to the stranger. “Fuck!” He cried out, but at the same time snapped a powerful jab into the driver’s nose. He followed that by sending another man to the floor, his perfectly-timed right hook connected against the man’s jaw with devastating effect. The other four men rushed forward and through sheer weight of numbers dragged William to the ground. William fought like a caged beast against the overwhelming odds but the number of blows he took from his adversaries, far more outnumbered his, and eventually he could offer no resistance. He had no choice but to lie on the ground and curl up defensively, like a foetus. William peered through the blood, which ran into his eyes. The driver had moved in close. His face was blurred but William knew he was smiling.
“I told you, Harkness, Coldridge always gets his way.”
William felt another kick to the ribs and then warm liquid splashing against his face. The smell and laughter of those around told William that the driver had just emptied his bladder. He wanted nothing more than to rip the man’s heart from his body, but the strength he had always been able to rely upon had gone, and so he closed his eyes, expecting nothing but death. The pain had stopped as his mind drifted to a faraway meadow, where a beautiful girl gently held his hand as they watched the prancing ponies dance in the long grass.
***
Emily did not attempt to hide her laughter,  her obvious delight in how poorly Obadiah lost at cards glowing in her cheeks. Her external beauty had returned slowly since the beating she had suffered at the hands of Coldridge. She leant forward and kissed him on the cheek as he grumbled at his poor fortune. Despite his mood, Obadiah blushed at the young woman’s attention. Any further thought of another game was vanquished however, as a frantic knock sounded at the door.
“To your room now,” Obadiah growled. She did not argue and hurried to the adjoining room, disappearing from view. He did not rush as he moved towards the door, plucking a pistol from his belt. “Who knocks at an old man’s door in such a manner?”
“Open the bloody door,” came the reply.
“I shall ask again, who is it?” This time Obadiah’s tone was filled with menace.
“It’s Jack, Obadiah. Now for God’s sake open the door or William could leave this world.”
The door was thrown open and Obadiah raised his pistol, but any thought that he had of committing violence evaporated at the sight awaiting him. Jack and Gaetan held a bloodied figure in their arms, and if the old man had not known it was William, he would never have been able to tell. Obadiah’s face drained of all colour, and tears welled up in his eyes as he struggled to keep his despair under control.
“Bring him in.” The two men moved with as much care as they could. “Emily! Come quick!”
Emily appeared from the adjoining room. A hand went to lips that had been smiling only moments before, as she looked upon the bloodied bag of bones the men carried in between them. She stifled the scream that threatened forth from her gaping mouth and as Jack and Gaetan moved further into the room, she moved deftly aside, taking the small footstool out of the way with her and showed the men into her room.
“He will be more comfortable in here,” she said as the men moved towards her bed. Emily took the opportunity to pour water from a jug into a large willow-patterned bowl. Just for a moment, she paused with her back to the men to gain her composure. Small ripples danced across the water’s surface, as her tears fell from her cheeks, giving evidence to her silent sobs. Emily breathed in deeply, and then reluctantly turned to survey the damage done to the man she loved - the man she had always loved. Timidly, she sat next to William and began to wipe the blood from his face. Her beloved responded to neither her touch, nor the cooling water washing his wounds. As Emily busied herself with the care of William, she was aware that Obadiah was talking to Jack and Gaetan into the other room.
“What happened?” She heard Obadiah ask.
“We visited the Mops. William wanted to investigate the letters that he had obtained from Lusk.” The man replying paused for a moment to gather his thoughts, “William told me and Jack to enjoy ourselves as he wanted to question Sally, the Abbess, alone. He said he would wait our return.”
“But he didn’t?” Obadiah’s asked. Emily was not surprised as she eavesdropped. William had always been a restless spirit.
“As soon as we learned he had departed the Mops, we set off in pursuit. Initially, we went back to the Yard. It was clear that William had not returned there, and young Walter suggested that he may have gone to the warehouse.”
“What bloody warehouse?”
“William has a notion that the letters may be the key to unravelling the identity of the Ripper,” replied Jack.
“So, we set off, but by the time we reached the warehouse the streets were already busy and we hadn’t seen William for some hours. When we entered the warehouse, we found a man nursing his balls. He was less than helpful, but when Jack found William’s pistol on the warehouse floor we convinced him to tell all. William was responsible for the man’s discomfort. He told us that William ran from the building in the direction of the docks. We set off again and a few people remembered seeing a man of William’s description. After a thorough search of the docks, we decided to head back to the Yard. However, on the way back we heard a woman’s scream. We raced through the alleyways until we saw Coldridge’s men with William at their feet.”
“How is it you didn’t receive the same treatment?”
“William had given me one of his pistols; I fired it into the air to get their attention. I then levelled the pistol we had found in warehouse at the head of one the bastards. I knew it was not loaded; thankfully, they did not call my bluff. We thought this would be the safest place for William. I doubt Coldridge will be filled with joy that he still lives.”
Emily, satisfied that for the moment she could do no more for William, went to the other room.
“Do you want me to fetch Kempster from the workhouse?” Jack was asking.
“No, Sir Harkness will want his own doctors to aid William’s recovery,” Emily said, her voice shaking with emotion.
Obadiah looked at her with compassion in his eyes, then turned back to Jack and Gaetan. “Both of you remain here and see that no harm comes to William, this time. Forgive me, for not feeling too reassured.” Obadiah threw the door open and a moment later was gone. Gaetan blushed at the old man’s parting salvo and Emily noticed the embarrassment mixed with the shame he felt at allowing his friend to come to harm.
***
More than an hour passed before a sharp rap at the door declared the return of Obadiah. The door was swung open to reveal that he was not alone. Emily, standing in the doorway of her room, watched Obadiah bring the stranger into the room. She thought she knew him from somewhere. The presence of a doctor’s bag suggested that he was a physician, and she immediately remembered the man who used to treat her as a girl.
“This is Sir Tobias Maycock, a personal friend and physician to Sir Simeon Harkness. He will be afforded the utmost respect,” Obadiah said sternly, directing the warning to the men.
“Of course,” mumbled Gaetan.
Emily noticed that Gaetan seemed to be in awe of Obadiah for the former soldier did not meet Obadiah’s eye.
“Respect be buggered,” Maycock announced. “Get me a brandy and let me see Simeon’s boy.” 
As Emily went to fetch the required brandy, the doctor bustled into the room. He was short and showed signs of middle-aged spread, though he carried himself with a swagger, and his walrus moustache drew attention away from his ample sized midriff.
 “Here, Doctor, your brandy,” Emily said, entering the room where William lay, her voice tremoring with emotion.
“Emily, my dear girl, it has been far too long since I last had the pleasure of your company.” As he spoke, he placed a comforting hand upon her shoulder.
“My husband thought it prudent that I saw his family physician,” she replied, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I am so glad to see you again, Doctor Tobias.”
“Coldridge is an ass! Now Emily, dry your eyes and let me see what those animals have done to Simeon’s boy.”
“Please help him, Tobias.”
“That is my intention, Emily. Besides, if I fail to aid William to full recovery, Sir Simeon will have the skin from my back.” He smiled and then began to attend William. Emily could not help feeling encouraged by Maycock’s calm and confident manner.
***
In the adjoining room Obadiah, Jack and Gaetan awaited news of William’s condition. Obadiah had started to notice that Gaetan seemed reluctant to meet his gaze. Was this former army captain really afraid of him? Obadiah wondered. As an awkward silence fell, Obadiah took the opportunity to pour three glasses of brandy, and without ceremony he handed a glass to each of the two men.
“It has been many years since I had a family of my own. I have however, been fortunate to see William grow into a fine man. In truth, he has become like a son to me. Nonetheless, my love for him has not blinded me to his faults. William is reckless - too headstrong for his own well-being. I should have remembered that before speaking out of turn.” Obadiah drank from his glass, his eyes firmly fixed on the bottom of it. It was not exactly an apology, but Gaetan breathed a little easier for the first time that day.
“I thought William’s father would return with you.” Jack decided to change the subject.
“He will be along shortly, he is attending to pressing matters.”
“More pressing than his own son?” Jack asked, the words leaving his mouth before he could prevent their release.
“William’s father has sent the finest doctor in England to be at his son’s side,” Obadiah paused, feeling the need to defend his employer, “you two are William’s friends, and you must know that his relationship with his father is not ideal. Nonetheless, you should not underestimate Sir Simeon’s love for his son. Be assured that he will bring Coldridge to task over this outrage. Have no doubt that Coldridge’s world is about to be torn apart.”




Chapter 19
For three days William lay still, his eyelids remaining defiantly closed. The fourth day saw a change. Where William had initially seemed at peace, now he rived and shouted as though doing battle against some great-unseen beast. At times the violent unrest would cease and be replaced by pathetic murmurings, and on occasion sobs. The former officer of the 66th may well be physically broken, but it was obvious to those who loved him that it was William’s mind that had been most affected by the savage beating. Repeatedly William would wake from a deep slumber, but not into this world. His mind was trapped in a realm his loved ones could not see. Obadiah had been correct when he said Sir Simeon Harkness would visit the hotel. In fact, he did much more. Simeon rarely left, but he did remain in the adjoining room. When Emily asked why he did not comfort his son, Simeon replied that if his son was to wake from his torment then he would not want to see a man that he saw as an enemy. No amount of attempted persuasion from Emily could lure the elder Harkness closer to William’s side. Eventually, Emily relented in her pursuit of family harmony and focussed solely on William. The ever-exuberant Maycock, who insisted he had brought many patients back from the point of madness, aided her in the task. Nonetheless, when pressed on the matter by Simeon he also admitted that many patients never recovered.
On the eighth day, as Simeon stood in the doorway, William finally roused from his deep sleep. A lowly growl was the first noise to escape his lips, but soon it had grown into full-grown screams of torment.  Simeon could only imagine the chaos within his son’s mind, which seemed be dragging him into a pit of terror and despair. Then, without warning, William was crying out for help and to all present’s surprise, it was his father he beseeched for aid. Emily stood from where she was sitting by William’s bed, to allow Simeon, eager to be by his son’s side, to replace her.
“Father, please…” William was sobbing.
Simeon lifted William’s battered body into his arms and cradled him as a parent would a young child.  “I’m here, William, my precious boy.” Now Simeon, too, sobbed, as he tried to protect his son from unseen enemies.
“Father, they are coming,” William cried out, his eyes glazed as he stared as though blind, at Simeon
“They will not hurt you, William. I will not let them. You are safe, my son. They cannot hurt you.” Simeon did not know who the enemies William feared were, of course, but he spoke the truth, regardless. He would not allow any harm to come to his son. Gradually, William’s screams died away, and slowly Harkness’ son slipped into slumber. His face was calm and showing not one sign of its previous terror. Simeon laid his son gently back on the bed but did not rush from his side. He stroked the man’s forehead but could only see a young boy. Then Simeon rose, his jaw set like granite. He was filled with rage. As he moved towards the door, to his surprise, Emily rushed to embrace him and in turn, she also looked surprised as he returned it. Then, when he felt her withdraw, Simeon strode into the other room, feeling the rage in every fibre of his very being that someone would dare to do this to his beloved son.
“Obadiah, fetch Abberline.”
The old man did not question his task; it had been many years since he had seen that look upon Simeon’s face. He remembered days of old, though, and knew his master and friend would seek a terrible revenge on those who had hurt William. Obadiah closed the hotel door and could not deny himself a wry smile.
***
Abberline did not appreciate being summoned but knew better than to refuse a man of Sir Simeon Harkness’ influence. Besides, Abberline liked William, and if his father knew of a way to bring those responsible for William’s savage beating to justice, then he would offer his assistance. It was not long before he was seated in the hotel room with a glass in his hand. Sir Simeon Harkness sat opposite him, but it was some time before the man chose to speak. Abberline guessed that the man opposite was deciding whether or not to trust a lowly peeler.
“Abberline, thank you for attending so promptly.” Abberline merely nodded, and so Harkness continued. “Tell me, what are the possibilities of Coldridge and his men facing prosecution for their actions?”
“Honestly? Absolutely none whatsoever,” Abberline replied.
“Then justice must seek another route to a desirable destination.”
“I don’t understand, sir,” Abberline replied, although he understood perfectly that Harkness intended to dispense his own justice.
“The six men that attacked William are boastful fellows, Abberline. Indeed, they are crowing about their exploits as we speak. They bathe in their glory in a tavern called the…Obadiah what is the name of that place?”
“I believe it’s called, The Coach,” Obadiah replied in his most matter-of-fact tone.
“I will not be party to murder,” Abberline replied sternly.
“I have no intention of killing anyone, but I will send a message… and deliver it.” Harkness leaned in closer and whispered, “With or without your help, Abberline, this will happen. However, my son respects you, and I thought you would appreciate being given the opportunity to ensure that no innocents come to harm.”
Abberline sighed,
“What is it you want of me?”
Sir Simeon Harkness smiled…
***
Coldridge was a bastard, but when you pleased the man, he was a generous bastard. His driver had a pocket full of tin and intended to enjoy his master’s generosity. He planned to take his pleasure in plenty of ale and then in the company of a pretty whore. He gulped down ale and boasted of his importance to Coldridge. Those who were also in the pay of Coldridge cheered his words. They took little notice of the tavern’s other customers, nor did they notice when Abberline and his constables entered the same establishment. Abberline crossed to the man who kept the bar and whispered in his ear. Those who had observed the meeting would have seen the barman shake his head. They would have observed Abberline slide a bag across the bar and the shock on the man’s face as he looked inside. Then finally, they would have seen a nod of the head to signal an agreement struck. Nonetheless, the driver and his men remained oblivious to the happenings at the bar, as they were when each of the other customers was quietly asked to leave. Those who resisted the polite request were persuaded with tin or the threat of a Billy club.
It was not until the last customer disappeared through the main door that the driver finally noticed he and his men were suddenly drinking alone. He also noticed Abberline striding towards them. Abberline had a stare set in stone, but the driver matched his gaze, knowing that he enjoyed the protection of Coldridge.
Abberline knew he could not intimidate the man, but the copper in him meant he had to try, even if it was a lost cause. He stopped abruptly at the driver’s table.
“A man by the name of William Harkness, was set upon and gravely injured.”
“The streets can be a dangerous place, especially if you upset the wrong people,” the driver replied, making no effort to conceal his obvious enjoyment of the situation.
“It has been reported that you and Harkness have had dealings in the past. Dealings which turned violent,” Abberline continued.
“No, sorry I do not know the man.” The driver shook his head as he replied.
Abberline made himself look thoughtful. “Now, that is strange. I heard he put you on your arse.”
The driver’s smile faltered for a moment, but he managed to recover. “Like I said, Abberline, I do not know the man.”
Abberline slammed his fist upon the table, sending two of the ales crashing to the floor. “You call me ’sir’, or, ‘Inspector Abberline’, you vicious little shit. I have a witness,” bluffed Abberline.
“Witnesses have a tendency to forget things, as I say, Inspector Abberline,” the driver put as much venom into the inspector’s name as he could, “I do not know the man.”
“Last chance. Admit what you have done.”
The driver laughed. “You have nothing on me If you had, we wouldn’t be talking. You’d march me up the street and throw me in a cell. Now, I have answered your questions and there is drinking to be done.”
Abberline wanted to punch the cocky bastard on the jaw, but instead he straightened and smiled uncharacteristically. “Then I wish you a goodnight, gentlemen.” He turned to leave but then thought of something and turned back to the driver. “Oh, and as you say, the streets are a dangerous place, so do be careful out there.”
Abberline walked away and whistled to the constables, letting them know that their work in the tavern was at an end.
As Abberline was ushering his men out, he heard one of the driver’s men ask, “What was that about?”
“The man’s a fool,” the driver could be heard to say.
As the driver called for more ale, Abberline smiled as he left the drinking house. He knew that the barman was nowhere to be seen.
***
Simeon Harkness strode confidently into the tavern, knowing that Abberline and his men had done their job, and the establishment would now be empty apart from Coldrick’s thugs. To his rear, Gaetan, Obadiah and Jack were following, and as they neared, Harkness observed that the driver was looking straight at Gaetan with a look of recognition in his eyes. He and his men rose to their feet, readying themselves for trouble.
“What are you doing here?” The driver snarled at the newcomers.
“I am interested to know how much Coldridge paid you.” Simeon was relaxed, showing his confidence with a wide smile.
“Paid me for what? I suggest you move on,” the driver said in an impatient manner.
Simeon leaned in closer and whispered, “I wanted to know how much coin it takes to buy you.”
The driver did not appear overly concerned. After all, the numbers were on his side. He leaned forward, and as if to match Simeon’s intimidating manner, also whispered, “The pay was handsome enough, but truth be told, I would have done Harkness for nothing.” The driver resumed his upright position and laughed.
Simeon Harkness smiled. “An employee should always enjoy his work. It increases productivity.” The driver was confused by the response but, before he could discern its meaning, Simeon leaned in closer. “The problem is, William Harkness is my son and you are about to become very unhappy in your work.”
The driver’s eyes widened. He was not afforded the chance to give warning to his friends before a powerful hand grasped him about the throat. Simeon felt rage induced strength as his powerful arm lifted the driver bodily over the table. The driver’s men tried to react, but Gaetan, Obadiah and Jack moved forward, each of them brandishing Billy clubs supplied by Abberline. Those brutish weapons went to work, smashing against unprotected flesh. This was not a fight; it was a massacre, as the driver’s comrades were beaten unconscious within minutes.
Simeon Harkness was enjoying his separate skirmish. He did not use a weapon but delighted in the feeling of his fist hitting against his enemy’s face. To his credit, the driver did manage to land a few blows, but Harkness was no pampered member of London’s social elite. His body had been honed to hardness in the mills and mines of England. So, when the driver succeeded in landing a blow, it caused little or no damage. The same could not be said of Simeon’s blows. The driver was cut and bleeding, his head flopping this way and that with the relentless blows, and then Harkness' mighty fist connected with his jaw. His eyes glazed over and unconsciousness took him long before the floor accepted his body.
“I can see from where William gets his ability to use his fist,” announced Gaetan, as he wiped the blood from his Billy club.
“I will not deceive you, that felt good,” replied Harkness. “I want to thank you for your assistance in this matter. There is just the issue of Coldridge, but that task I must undertake on my own.”
“The boy is arrogant, he will not listen,” growled Obadiah.
“Then I must help him listen. Tell me Obadiah, do you still carry your blade?” Simeon asked, already knowing the answer.
“She never leaves my side,” replied the old man. A grin spread upon the weather-beaten face. Obadiah stroked the inside pocket of his battered jacket.
“Good. We will have need of its services.”




Chapter 20
Coldridge was at peace with the world. He had taught Harkness a lesson, and soon Emily would return with her tail between her legs like a whipped dog. She was such a predictable beast. She would willingly give up her freedom to protect William Harkness. Coldridge was at a loss to know why, what could Harkness offer?  The fool had broken ties with his father, and that was his only source of income. Coldridge had known many women. Some had been as cold and calculating as any politician, but Emily was soft, and belonged to another group of the opposite sex which would forever be prey to anyone who wished to take advantage. She was beautiful, but Coldridge knew beauty did not last forever, and he would be damned if he would let another man take his property.
He was about to call an end to an almost perfect day, placing his foot on the first step of his staircase, when he heard a clinking sound emanate from his office. For some time, he had thought someone in the household had been helping themselves to his best Brandy. He moved quietly towards the study door and, as he did so, he hoped the thief was the young scullery maid, Sarah. She was a delightful-looking creature and he was sure that in order to keep her position in the household, she would be willing to lift her skirt. The door creaked as he applied pressure thought he heard the scurrying of footsteps but surprisingly he did not hear the panicked scurrying of a frightened maid. He slipped inside, allowing his eyes to become accustomed to the lack of light.  An open fire was the only glow, the flames sending silhouettes dancing across every nearby surface, and one in particular caught Coldridge's eye: it was a large brandy glass held within a powerful hand. Realising that something was amiss, Coldridge sighed, feeling the twinge of regret that he would not be lifting Sarah's skirts that night after all.
“Forgive me, Charles, for arriving unannounced.”
“Sir Harkness,” he paused, “this is an unexpected delight.” He disguised his shock by moving forward and taking a seat opposite Harkness.
“I think it is time that we discussed William,” his visitor said.
“I was under the impression that you and your son were estranged?” replied Coldridge.
“Oh, I’ll admit that my son and I enjoy a complex relationship, but any animosity that exists does not come from my side. I can assure you that I feel no ill-will towards my son.” Simeon smiled and sipped at his brandy.
Coldridge, for the first time, felt the seeds of danger take hold, “Any issues I have with your son are of his own making. If he would return Emily to her rightful place, then that would be an end to the matter.”
“William can be a gallant fool... He felt duty bound to aid a friend to whom you had caused harm.” He held up a hand to prevent Coldridge’s reply, “Then, understandably, you felt duty bound to see your wife returned to this household.”
“I acted as any husband would be compelled to do,” Coldridge replied. His pulse began to quicken. He was growing concerned that he may have made an enemy of Sir Simeon Harkness.
“I completely understand, Charles, but you must equally understand that I am compelled to act as a father.” Simeon’s eyes narrowed, and for the first time Coldridge bore witness to the rage that burned within. “So, on the day that you chose to have my son beaten, I acted as all fathers would be compelled. Now, I could have called you out, sought your death as you have clearly sought out William’s death. However, my days of cutting a man’s throat and then disposing of the body are passed. Besides, digging holes at my age is no laughing matter. The simple truth of the matter, Coldridge, is that I possess the means to hurt you far more than merely ending your life. I've been doing some exploring... what makes you happy? It is clear that it is your wealth. It was a surprise to find that you rely a great deal on the patience of banks, and companies. I have purchased your debt, Charles, it seems the banks would rather lose you as a customer, than have me as an enemy. When the light of a new day breaks, each beam of light that comes through the window will land on my property, you will be left with nought.”
“Impossible,” was the only response Coldridge could muster.
"Why, Charles, how pale you've gone. Even in this Stygian glow, I can see that you are somewhat disturbed by my news." Sir Harkness reached into his pocket and took out a number of documents.
“I have purchased your debt, Charles, and life as you know it is at an end. The future that lies before you, depends entirely upon my generosity.”
Coldridge struggled to comprehend what had transpired, all he knew was that the man before him had won; he was completely at the mercy of Sir Simeon Harkness. “What…what will you do?”
“I am not without compassion. I could reverse all, some, or none of my actions. That really depends on you.”
"What must I do to avoid complete ruin?" Coldridge asked, with a tremor in his voice.
 “Firstly,” Harkness replied, “you will abandon all attempts to drag Emily back into your marital bed. The property which belonged to her family will be returned to Emily. I shall select one of your ventures and shall use it to provide a suitable income for Emily to dispose of as she wishes. Your union with Emily will be legally ended, with you declaring publicly that the failure of the marriage is your responsibility. Do this and I shall allow you a semblance of your old life. Refuse and I shall leave you with nothing.” Simeon rose from his chair and drained the remaining liquid from his glass. “Oh, and I believe this house is Emily’s home. I expect you to vacate with all haste. Shall we say by midday tomorrow?” Coldridge nodded his compliance, his stomach churning with despair, impotent in the face of Simeon’s assault. “I have a gift for you, Coldridge.” Simeon tipped the contents of a canvas bag into the man’s lap. “If you wish your thugs to follow your orders again, you may have to speak a little louder.” Simeon bent in close and grasped Coldridge by the throat. “Lastly, you arrogant creature, if you ever touch my son again, I will add your scrotum to that pile.”
***
Emily was watching William’s chest rise and fall as he slept. She almost believed that if she turned away then the movement would cease, and William would be lost.
“Emily, may I have a moment? Obadiah will sit with William.”
Emily jumped at the voice of Sir Simeon Harkness; she had been unaware that he had even returned to the hotel. She nodded and reluctantly moved from William’s bedside. As she entered the outer room, Simeon indicated that she should be seated. This was the moment that she had dreaded ever since William’s beating. To save his son, Simeon Harkness would send her back to Coldridge. Nervously, she awaited the news that would consign her to a life of misery, yet she would not hate Simeon for the act. How could she? The thought of returning to Coldridge and ending this feud had entered her mind more than once.
“Emily, I appreciate all that you have done for William. If I had known what trials you were enduring being married to Coldridge, I would have acted sooner, be certain of that. Your father asked me before he died to watch over you, and I have failed you. Can you ever forgive me?”
“Forgive you? I thought you were going to send me away,” she replied, fighting back tears of relief.
“Emily, my son needs you. He has always needed you.” His words ensured Emily could not hold back her tears. It had been so long since she had been treated with such gentility. “There will be no need to fear Coldridge,” the old man continued, “You and William can hopefully look to a brighter future.”
“I don’t understand,” she replied, dabbing the tears from her eyes.
“Tell me. Emily: what do people say about me when my back is turned? What do the pampered few say about the common man who has dared stand tall from the grime?”
She smiled, and said, “They call you a vicious bastard.” She blushed at her own language.
“Oh, then they are not the fools for which I have taken them. I am indeed a vicious bastard. On this night, though, I have to admit, I have surpassed myself.”
“You didn’t kill him?” Though she was devoid of feelings for the creature, she had no wish to be the reason Charles Coldridge had passed to his maker.
“Killing him would have been easy. And, might I say, much cheaper. No, I have taken from him all that he possesses, and the only thing that he holds dear. Your father’s properties are now yours, and Coldridge no longer lays claim. He will no longer call you wife; you are free of the man. The future is open to you, without the shadow of Charles Coldridge.”
She embraced the man who had done so much. “Simeon, I will never be able to repay this kindness.”
“There is no debt, but look to the welfare of my son. If he will not accept my love, then perhaps you can love him enough for both of us.”




Chapter 21
It would be a long and painful road to recovery for William. As each day passed, there were some signs of improvement to be noted. William’s men eventually felt comfortable enough to return to their duties. The warehouse was placed under twenty-four-hour observation. Although, with William unable to speak, they were unaware of what lay beneath its dusty floor. For the time being, the network of ladders and platforms that dwelled in the bowels of the warehouse remained trapped, like the demons within his mind.
Gaetan had volunteered to return to the Mops and continue the investigation into the infamous whorehouse. Jack found this highly amusing, taking the chance to tease Gaetan at every possible opportunity. He made it clear that Gaetan was hoping to continue enjoying the charms of the dollymops, rather than looking into the case of the killer. Gaetan, to his credit, took the teasing in good humour but feigned outrage. Jack had been partially right; Gaetan did indeed have an ulterior motive. On the first visit to the Mops, Gaetan had been mesmerised by the abbess, Sally - the image of her beauty had been visiting his thoughts on a daily basis.
A few weeks later, Gaetan had visited the Mops a number of times. Unlike the first time he had ventured through the streets of Bluegate Fields, a glass was the only thing he had pressed against his lips. It took time, but with the passing of each visit, his conversations with Sally became longer and more frequent. Eventually she invited him to a game of flats and from that point they chatted over the cards on each of his subsequent visits. Initially, the conversation revolved around William’s recovery. Then, as familiarity bred trust, each of them discussed their past. Gaetan told of his late parents’ home, and how he came to the life of soldiery. More difficult was the topic of his injury and his subsequent departure from the Queen’s army. Gaetan was surprised that at no point did Sally study the extensive scarring to his face. Even those people Gaetan considered friends had at one time or another taken the opportunity to visually inspect the damage. He knew it was only natural, and so did not rebuke the action. It did, however, leave him feeling less than whole. The scarring detracted from him as a man - an unspoken truth within the room. The only person ever to have asked about the wound openly, was William, and in doing so, diminished its power. Gaetan had become used to women shying away from the injury, as though it was in some way infectious, however, with Sally, it was different; she did not even consider the scarring. It seemed no more important than the colour of Gaetan’s hair. At the end of their nightly talks, she would lean forward and kiss him gently on the cheek, and then bid him goodnight. Often this would be on the war-damaged side, but there was not a hint of revulsion.
It was some weeks before he summoned enough courage to take the relationship further. He had obtained tickets to the theatre and hoped she would be agreeable to a meal. When it came to task, Gaetan was filled with nerves, and it ended up being was a affair, lacking style or humour. Nonetheless, he was not expecting the look of fury upon Sally’s face.
“Do you think I need your pity Gaetan?” she snarled.
“What? Pity? What do you mean?” Gaetan was at a loss to understand how he had caused offence.
“Take pity on the poor little whore; show her how women of substance live. Or are you just playing a cruel game?” Her anger showed no signs of abating.
“Of course not,” Gaetan replied in an almost pleading tone.
“Then why?”
“Because I like you.”
“You like me?” Sally seemed to calm just for a moment, but then the crimson flush returned to her face. “So why take so long to ask?”
Gaetan grasped her slender wrist, and then raised it to his scarred face and danced her palm across his ruined flesh, “Because of this, Sally. Not many women would even consider walking out with me.”
“Oh Gaetan, you’re a bloody fool. A sweet bloody fool.”
“It has been mentioned before,” he replied. Then, seeing that the anger had disappeared from Sally’s face, he allowed himself a smile. Sally leaned forward, and for the first time she kissed Gaetan upon the lips. She then returned to her seated position and screwed up her face in mock concentration.
“Thursday is my normal day to take a rest from the running of the Mops. I have business to attend in the morning, but it would be most pleasant indeed to enjoy your company in the evening. Gaetan smiled and nodded in acceptance of the arrangement, and he left her that evening to return to his home, much lighter in his step.
***
William’s health under the scrutiny of Maycock and the loving care of Emily had slowly improved. The latter, along with Sir Simeon Harkness, had decided to delay informing the former soldier what had transpired with Charles Coldridge.  Simeon had also concluded that his time visiting the hotel was at an end. He was concerned that his presence may distress William, and therefore it would be best if he satisfied himself with news carried by the ever-reliable Obadiah. Emily fervently argued that Simeon should remain and talk to his son. The elder Harkness however, would not place William’s recovery in danger.  Despite Simeon believing that Coldridge was a defeated man, he still maintained that caution was the best course of action, which meant that whenever Obadiah was fulfilling his role as messenger, one of William’s men would be present at the hotel, ensuring the safety of William and Emily.
As Gaetan entered William’s room, he saw Abberline sitting at the patient’s bed. William appeared to be discussing the warehouse, and as Gaetan stood in the door way, he listened to what seemed to be William’s placating of the Inspector. “Abberline, this is no simple criminal dwelling. No, Fred, this warehouse is far more important than that. It will need further investigation, and to tear it apart looking for a lead will only alert the criminals.”
Abberline was looking thoughtful at William’s words, and eventually nodded his head in compliance. “All right, William, you win then.” As he rose from his chair, Gaetan could see that he was not happy about the notion.
A few minutes’ further discussion and Abberline leaned forward and tentatively shook William by the hand. No more words were uttered as Abberline took his leave, the Inspector managing just a polite nod towards Gaetan, as he passed him in the doorway.
“Are you tired, William?” Gaetan asked, not sure if William even knew of his presence.
“Gaetan!” William smiled as he saw his friend standing nervously at the door. “Come in. Tell me of the world beyond these bloody walls.”
Gaetan took the chair that Abberline had previous vacated. “The Inspector did not look his usual jovial self.”
“He wished to pay the warehouse a visit. I convinced him to stay his hand, I just feel that building is far more important to our investigations than it seems.”
“Really?”
“It is not just a warehouse Gaetan. Far more lies beneath its wooden flooring, and worthy of further investigation. Nonetheless, I think it would be prudent to see if my mysterious stranger makes another appearance. If not, then we shall pay another visit.”
“I am sure Abberline will see the sense of it.”
“Talking of visits, I understand you have been making a few to the Mops.”
“You have my word, William; I have not taken advantage of the delights available at the Mops. My weakness nearly cost us dear.” Gaetan looked down at the floor; shame prevented him from meeting William’s eye.
“Gaetan you are not responsible for my injuries. Truth be told, it is not the first time I have paid dearly for such rash actions. Alas, God has seen fit to bestow quick feet and a slow brain upon me; it is not a good mix.”
Gaetan laughed. “Well we agree on that.”
“What have you learned at the Mops?”
“Nothing of great importance, only…” Gaetan faltered as he attempted to answer.
“What is it?”
“It’s just that Sally may not know entirely what happens under own roof. She controls the customers with an iron fist, but the girls in her employ are allowed a great deal of freedom.”
“Or Sally may have lied to us.”
“It’s a possibility. But, to be honest William, Sally and I have become quite close. I think I would know if she was hiding something.” Gaetan paused and then added, “You can rely on me, William, and my feelings for Sally will not alter my dedication to the task.”
“Just remember that trust is a luxury few can afford.” William looked at Gaetan and felt a stab of pity, he wondered if his friend had finally found love. “How close?”
“She is never far from my thoughts, William.” Gaetan replied, unable to keep the smile from his face.
“Then have fun, man.”
“Thank you, William.”
***
Darkness caressed all of London, and St. Katherine’s Street was no different. In the shadows a shape moved, taking advantage of the night. It did not stride; its progress, gentle and watchful. Spying its desired location, it attempted to rush forward, but then a flickering light caught the figure’s secondary vision. A lamp momentarily highlighted a silhouette of a man in a window. A whispered curse was heard upon the breeze, because the lamp had shown the unmistakeable image of Abberline. If sunlight had been present, any observer would have seen the figure’s knuckles turn white upon the handle of its cane. Anger coursed through its veins as it turned upon its heels. It moved quickly down the street, too full of fury to skulk in the shadows.
Abberline moved closer to the window once again. He was positive he had heard a cane against the cobbles. However, the view of the street revealed nothing and so he returned his gaze to the front of the warehouse, the peeler inside of him desperate to investigate.




Chapter 22
The day had finally arrived. Gaetan stepped nervously into the parlour of the Mops.
He greeted the protector of the infamous whorehouse with a smile and a short bow of his head. “Good evening, Edward.” Gaetan could not help thinking that each time he met the man-mountain, how unsuited to his chosen profession he was. There was no doubt that his bulk was impressive, and that fact alone would prevent many from causing mischief. However, Edward was in his very essence a gentle giant; he was also not a man without education.
“Evening, Gaetan. Sally asked if you would be so kind to take a drink, and she be will along shortly.”
“Of course.”
Edward went about his duties after first showing Gaetan into Sally’s private sitting room. Gaetan could not deny the trepidation that raged within the pit of his gut. He took a seat but immediately rose again, his nerves robbing him of any comfort. Glancing down at his attire, he made a few amendments in order to straighten garments that were already deprived of wrinkle. He plucked a timepiece from his waistcoat, a gift from his Grandfather, and glanced at the time. A little before the eighth hour. He then noticed the battered pocket watch was tarnished. He cursed; wishing that he had taken the time to polish the piece.
“You grow impatient?” Sally’s voice sounded from the doorway.
“Erm- not at all,” he replied.
“So, do I meet with your approval?” She gave a smile, and then turned a full circle.
“Perfect,” the word escaped. “I mean, you are very beautiful.” Gaetan felt each hair upon his body stand to attention. He had never seen Sally look anything but perfectly turned out, but on this night, she was radiant. The dark crimson dress clung to her figure in all the right places.
“Gaetan, you keep talking like that and we shall have a wonderful night.” She gave a playful smile, and then winked.
“I am afraid that no carriages will venture this far into Bluegate, so we shall have a small walk.” Gaetan tried to regain his composure.
“No matter, the stroll will only add to our hunger, but be warned I won’t be served any bow wow mutton.”
“Tonight, you shall dine like a princess.” Gaetan held out his arm and led Sally into the parlour.
As they entered, Sally called out to Edward, “Tell Emmy that the Mops is hers for the night. She is not to tolerate any rough treatment of the girls.”
“Yes Sally, have a good night,” Edward beamed at them and it was Gaetan’s thought that he had great respect for the woman.
That Sally did not belong in a whorehouse was Gaetan’s impression from the start. He helped her graciously down the steps and, as he did so, he breathed in the sumptuous aroma of her perfume. His appreciation of her seemed to know no bounds. She also had a rapier-like wit that could disarm the most aggressive of customers. A patron attempting to hide his identity by pulling his collar up high and wearing his hat low over his forehead, interrupted his admiration of the woman on his arm. As he passed, he managed only a polite nod in recognition of Sally and Gaetan’s presence. After a few paces more, Sally sniggered. “As if anyone cares about his identity! His wife is probably grateful not to have his sweaty carcass bouncing on top of her.”
Gaetan smiled, “You’re a cruel woman, Sally.”
“Sometimes Gaetan, but should the occasion demand, I can be loving too.” She leaned forward and kissed him. “So, my dear sir, shall we?”
“Yes,” replied Gaetan, and the two walked off into the night.
Within the Mops Edward had heard the door open, but when he stepped into the parlour, it was empty. He shrugged, believing himself to be mistaken, and then continued with his duties. But as protector of the Mops, he should have had more faith in his hearing. A customer had entered the Mops, and quietly climbed the staircase to the upper levels of the whorehouse. When he finally reached the top level, an ear was placed gently at each of the doors. If sounds of entertainment echoed from beyond, then the figure moved on to listen at the next door. At the far end of the corridor, on the top floor of the Mops building, the figure could hear no revelry. He turned the handle, and then, silently, the unwanted customer slipped spectre-like into the room. A woman lay upon the bed, facing away from the door.
The dollymop announced her displeasure at being disturbed without bothering to turn. “I told you, I am too bloody ill to work.”
He rushed forward. For his plan to work, those within the Mops must be ignorant of his presence. Perhaps a survival instinct had triggered deep within the woman’s mind, because at the last moment she turned to look at him. Her eyes could only have witnessed a blur as his shadow appeared above and then the cold flesh of his hand clamped over her mouth.
He raised his hand, the knife glinting in the light of her bedside lamp. “They have defiled my home, so I must draw their attention elsewhere.” Her eyes bulged at him, the terror clearly displayed. A thrill whistled through him as she tried to struggle.
The lamp lit the long blade, making it shine as it moved across the delicate flesh of her throat. The victim’s eyes continued to bulge in fear, and then her entire body relaxed as it accepted its fate. “At least you won’t be required to work this night.” He casually helped himself to a glass of gin from the bedside cabinet and then sat upon the bed next to his victim. He smiled and made himself comfortable. He knew that the bloodletting was far from finished that night, but the time was not yet right. The slaughter would continue, but first he must wait for the Mops to fall into slumber.
***
William was determined to stand; he needed to feel the floor beneath his feet. The room was beginning to close in, and the mere thought of sitting in the next room seemed like heaven. It was not until he struggled to his feet that he realised that he was completely naked.
“What are you doing out of bed?”
“Emily!” William grasped for his bedding. “I haven’t any clothes on.”
“Why would you have clothes on in bed?”
“But…”
“William, who do you think has been tending your wounds?”
“That’s not the point. It’s not proper. Where’s my shirt?”
“Obadiah purchased a nightshirt for you.” She retrieved the aforementioned shirt from a chair in the corner of the room. “Would you like me to leave and spare your modesty?” Emily’s face was devoid of emotion, but William knew she was enjoying his torment. Besides, he knew that he didn’t have a hope of putting the nightshirt on without a great deal of pain.
“If you could help me, please?”
“Of course.” Emily stepped forward, “Would you like me to close my eyes,” she giggled.
“Emily…” He bit his lip, resisting the urge to swear.
She raised the garment and carefully helped to cover William’s embarrassment. As the shirt fell into place, Emily did not move away. For a moment, she stared at William, as if deciding on whether or not to speak. “I… I’m glad you are regaining your health.” It was almost a formal statement, but William sensed the raw emotion that lay just beneath Emily’s calm exterior.
“I’ve had worse,” he replied.
“Oh yes, the mighty war hero. I forgot.” Suddenly, her eyes welled with tears. Her face however, was not one of sadness, but rather anger. “Always charging headlong into battle without a care for you own safety; without a care for those who love you.”
“Emily, of course I care.”
“I told you not to cross swords with Charles. I begged you not to go to war; why do you never listen?”
William summoned up all of his strength. Then, without warning, he pulled Emily into an embrace. He kissed her with all the passion he could muster against the pain of his injuries. Initially, she tried to fight his attentions but soon she was returning the kiss with equal passion.
“Don’t leave me again, William.”
“I won’t; I am home to stay, Emily. I’m…” He hesitated, almost afraid to utter the words because he knew that he had no right to speak them. “I’m yours, if you will have me?”
“Oh yes, William, with all of my heart.” She kissed him deeply.
After some time, William held Emily at arm’s length and looked into her eyes, “Emily, I must ask something of you?”
“What is it?”
“Can you get me out of this damned room?”
She laughed. “Not for long, but here take my arm.”
***
As William and Emily talked, laughed, and embraced into the early hours of a new day, Gaetan showed Sally the delights of London, the likes of which she had never before witnessed. And whilst Sally and Gaetan were enjoying each other’s company, a creature in Bluegate Fields had enjoyment of another kind upon its mind. Unlike many other whorehouses, the Mops called time on its customers in the early hours of the morning and did not open again until the next afternoon, giving the girls ample rest time. It had not been popular with those who were owed a percentage from Sally’s profit. However, the Mops went from strength to strength; it may have been a den of vice, but many morally upstanding businesses would have done well to take note.
The creature lay on the bed next to his recent victim. He had heard the Mops explode into life; noises of various types filling his ears. Laughter, singing, and the unmistakeable sound of sexual encounters were in plentiful supply. Only the occasional sound of approaching footsteps would make him sit up and prepare for action. Nonetheless, he was not overly concerned; the brothel was just too busy to worry itself over just another whore taken to her bed. He looked at the forlorn creature by his side and surmised that she was unwanted alive, and so her passing would not create more than a ripple of gossip in the nearby streets within London.
Eventually the revelry began to lessen. He heard a male voice shepherding the more drunken customers from the building. Then came the noise of the closing of doors, as the celebrated whores of the infamous Mops attempted to recover from their exhaustive activities. He however, did not move. He knew that the girls would require time to settle, but he also knew that the alcohol each had consumed would speed them to slumber.
It was approaching four in the morning before he silently, and with great care, slipped from his hiding place. He took just five paces, and then paused for moment as he stood by the entrance to the next room. Then, when he was sure no movement could be heard within, he seized his opportunity. Moving quickly, he entered and crossed over to the bed.  The woman before him had clearly consumed far too much alcohol. She slept how she had fallen upon the bed. The gin and exhaustion had positioned her in a most ungracious position, the left breast hung from her clothing, the legs wide revealing her womanhood to any that entered the room. The killer would have no time to enjoy the slaughter, his task was too demanding on this night. The blade rose within his hand and then swept down with savage intent. A further three times the vicious weapon pierced the flesh before the killer turned away in search of another door. It took only five minutes to cleanse the top floor of the living. With reaper-like efficiency, the killer moved down to the second floor, the bloodied knife no longer concealed but displayed like a grotesque banner. Another victim fell to his onslaught, and then another. In the next room, two women slept side by side, but neither woke to defend their friend. One long stroke from the wicked blade opened both their throats to the world. Another three women met their grisly fate, and then at last the killer stepped towards the final door.
As swiftly as a proficient assassin, he made to reach for the handle of the door, to his surprise it swung open. His shock was matched by that of the big guardian and another woman. The lamp in the protector’s hand highlighted both his face and the bloodied knife in his hand. He moved the blade forward, striking his target in the chest, but the big man would not be felled so easily. The man pushed the woman back into the room and screamed at her, “Lock the door, Emmy!”
He forced the killer to begin his retreat, who knew that one blow from the guardian’s massive arms would spell disaster. He repeatedly dodged the big man’s attempts to swat his enemy, flitting away from harm, every time he was close to getting caught. He saw the red spreading along his assailant’s chest and chuckled to himself, knowing that soon the man would become no more than another of his victims. But he was not done yet; still the man screamed his defiance. He was tough, a brave bastard, the killer thought as he ducked the lamp thrown at his head. It was a clumsy effort; the lamp sailed harmlessly over his head, smashing against the wall. Flames erupted from the fragmented lamp; the cheap décor of the whorehouse acting as fuel for the fire. The big man stumbled once more but rather than accept his fate, he charged. With the landing being so narrow, the killer could not avoid the substantial bulk of his enemy. Instead, he braced to receive the charge, and at the last moment he brought the blade to bear.
Two bodies crashed to the floor; around them, the flames were beginning to add an extra threat to their survival. For a moment the killer could not move; the weight of the guardian crashing into him had robbed him of his breath. Then, the heat of the flames stirred him to action. He pushed the considerable bulk to one side and stood to face the last remaining door. He took a step forwards, but a hand grasped at his ankle.
“You are testing my patience.” The killer turned the blade within his hand and, with all the strength he could muster, plunged it downwards. The blade tore through the man’s eye socket, brain and skull before it burying itself at least one inch into the flooring. The giant’s resistance had finally been quelled, but he had cost the killer valuable time and the streets of London would soon be bathed in sunlight. The killer rushed to the door but found his exit locked. He knew he had to leave the Mops before he was discovered, but the whore within had seen his face. Glancing around, he began to form a plan. Moments later, he had retrieved two more lamps from the neighbouring rooms. He smashed them against the woman, Emmy’s door, barring any chance of escape for the girl. Leaving the Mops, he plucked Edward’s long coat from the rack to conceal his blood-drenched clothes and, as the flames sought out the bodies of the dead, the killer slipped into the night.




Chapter 23
Sally stood, arms aloft; she allowed the dress to slip down. The fabric cascaded over her shapely form, which men had desired for as long as she could remember. Gaetan was no different; he lay on the bed watching her dress, the same hunger in his eyes as a dog spying a bone. He took in every undulating turn of her figure. She caught him staring and recognised the look in his eyes, “Are you not bothering to get dressed? Looks like I shall be walking the dangerous streets alone.”
“We could stay here,” he replied, the devilish grin betraying his intentions.
She threw a cushion at his head, “I know what you have on your mind, but I have duties and the girls are used to me being there when they wake.”
“They are not children, Sally.”
“No, not children,” she paused, her face suddenly turning serious, “but this city has been a cruel home; they need something on which they can rely, even if it is a whorehouse.”
Gaetan leapt from the bed and then began to dress. “Then we had best go.”
Sally crossed to him, and then kissed him gently upon the cheek.
“What was that for?” he asked.
“For understanding.”
***
Within the hour, Sally and Gaetan were trudging through the various streets and alleys of Bluegate Fields. The new day was still in its infancy, and so the commotion that greeted them as they approached the Mops came as a shock.
Three constables stood unflinching upon its steps and prevented all from gaining entrance. Sally covered the last twenty paces through the crowd at a run; the sudden burst of speed caught Gaetan by surprise, and he had to rush to be at her side. As Sally mounted the steps, a constable stepped into her path. The mask of disgust upon his face declared, without any doubt, what he thought of a woman who attempted to enter an establishment such as the Mops. As Sally tried to get past, he pushed her back with far more aggression than necessary. Sally would have been sent sprawling into the street had Gaetan not been there to prevent her fall. With unbridled fury, he turned on the constable. His fist struck with equal power and speed. The punch caught the unprepared constable squarely on the jaw. Head and eyes rolled back as the constable was torn from consciousness. The body slumped, and then tumbled like a sack of grain down the steps, much to the delight of the watching crowd. As the constable’s unconscious body came to a stop, his comrades reacted and sought to arrest the man responsible for his predicament. Gaetan was in no mood to have unwanted hands laid upon his person. Each of the two constables struggled to contain the bear-like strength of the man. The struggle was however, interrupted by the thud of a Billy club pressing into Gaetan’s chest. He looked up to see Abberline staring back, his face a mask of undeniable determination.
“I know you are one of William’s men, but if you don’t stop drubbing my men I will crack your skull.”
“Sally runs this place. Why can’t she enter?” Gaetan replied. He had stopped struggling but refused to take a step backwards.
“Because I say so.” The reply made more to the crowd than to Gaetan. He then leaned forward and in a far quieter voice whispered into Gaetan’s ear. “Be aware, my friend, that there is more than a mere fire that keeps that crowd from entering this place. Evil has laid its shadow within these walls. For all I know the woman that stands at your back may be in grave danger and I suggest you stop thinking with your cock. I need to prevent the streets turning to violence, and you would be wise to take your lady back to Slaughter Yard.” Abberline’s words had the desired effect, and Gaetan nodded his compliance.
“William will need to know.”
“I have sent for him,” Abberline replied.
“He is not yet recovered and may not be able to travel.”
“If I know William, he would rise from the dead to see what has transpired in the night.”
Gaetan nodded and as he made to leave, took Sally by the arm.
“No! I want to see my girls,” she struggled free but Gaetan grasped her more firmly, and then pulled her around, to look him in the eyes.
“Do you trust me, Sally?”
Reluctantly and through gritted teeth, she replied,
“Yes.”
“Then come with me, we must leave now.” She consented, but as they travelled through the streets of London, she did not speak, or even look at Gaetan.
***
A black carriage slowly parted the crowd, which still lingered outside the Mops. It was unusual to see the mode of transport this far into Bluegate Fields but this one had a constable at the reins. Abberline, who was taking deeply of his pipe, watched as the door opened and a figure stepped onto the uneven surface of the street.
“William, thank you for coming. I am sorry to have called you from you bed early, when you should still be recovering... do you require assistance with the steps?” Abberline asked, with a tone of genuine concern as William alighted the carriage to be met by the inspector outside the burned carnage of the Mops.
“If I did, I would not ask or accept it.” The pain caused by movement was not putting William in a good mood.
“How is Emily?” Abberline asked.
“When I left, she was cursing your name.”
“That is not at all a strange occurrence. Women tend to do just that all too frequently.” As he spoke, he opened the door to the Mops. He waited until William had reached the summit of the steps and then added, “We’d best speak inside.”
From the moment William took his first step across the threshold of the Mops, he could smell the gruesome stench of burnt flesh. He had grown sickeningly accustomed to the smell during his time in the British army. The many bandits who roamed the mountainous regions often used fire as an intimidation tactic. Burn a small village, and the next one would hand over all that they possessed to escape the same fate. The stench lingered in both nostril and mind.
“What has a fire to do with my investigation?”
“Everything!” William looked at him with a confused expression. “William, there are eighteen bodies in this building, and not one was taken from this world by flame.”
“But…”
Abberline held up his hand to prevent William continuing, “Since you informed me of the existence of George Lusk’s letters and his association with this place I have had two of my constables, in plain clothes of course, making regular patrols. I hoped that they might spot something out of the ordinary. Early this morning two of my men observed black smoke escaping a second-floor window. They entered and were fortunately be able to extinguish the fire, which at that point had not spread from the second floor. When the building had been saved they discovered the bodies.”
“How did they die?”
“Kempster is upstairs, but I think you know.”
“You believe it’s our killer, but what would be his reason to attack an entire building?”
“Perhaps the killer believed you were close to revealing his identity.”
“But the Mops revealed nothing. Besides, how could the killer know that we have been questioning those within this place?”
“That, I cannot say, but the alternative would be even worse.”
“How so?”
“Because if this is not an act to prevent his capture, then the slaughter means that single murders no longer quench his thirst for blood. The crowd out there may be fooled that the deaths within these walls were caused by an unfortunate blaze, but how many slaughters on this scale can we hide from the public? Mark my words, William: if this is an omen of things to come, then we shall witness so much blood flooding the streets of London that the killer’s work will pale into insignificance.” Both men knew that the streets were home to an angry populace. These murders could be the spark to ignite the discontent of the downtrodden, and if that happened, then violence would sweep through every street and alley of the old city.
Footsteps sounded on the staircase. Slowly, the dishevelled form of Dr. Kempster came into view.
“The evil that men do, gentlemen.” Kempster shook his head as he spoke.
“What have you found?” Abberline pressed Kempster for detail.
“It is impossible to say with any certainty which victim died first. Nonetheless, I think it highly probable that the killings began on the uppermost floor.”
“How do you know?” asked William.
“On the second floor, there is a badly burned body of the only male to die in the building. It is clear to me that he did not die easily, so I think it reasonable to suggest that the household did not remain in slumber as battle raged just beyond their doors. They would have heard his plight and not died in their beds. No, gentlemen, I am certain the slaughter began on the top floor.”
“Which probably meant he entered the Mops early and waited for his chance to strike,” added Abberline.
“I agree. Did the girls all die in the same way?” William asked.
“All but one died with their throats cut, and that one died behind her locked door. I expect that the fumes from the fire proved too much.”
“I do not suppose that this could have been a gang-related crime?” William directed his question towards Abberline. Deep within, he still clung to the vain hope that his killer was not responsible.
Abberline shook his head. “Tell me William, if you planned to move on another gang’s territory would you destroy its most lucrative business?”
“I see your point,” he paused for a moment. “Wait. Sally! She slept downstairs.”
“She’s at Slaughter Yard with Gaetan. Perhaps you should start your investigations with her.”
“What do you mean?”
“She was absent, and maybe the reason is not as innocent as it seems.”
William nodded in agreement and then looked to the upper levels of the Mops. He wanted to view the scene for himself, but the thought of climbing the steep, smoke-covered staircase convinced him to rely on Kempster’s observations. “Will you send me your report, Dr Kempster?”
“Of course.”
“Abberline, do you know the gang that protects this place?”
“Cochran’s lads own these streets.” Guessing what William wanted he added, “I will see if there is any reason Sally would want to shake the Mops from her hair.”
“I will be at Slaughter Yard.”
“Not the hotel?”
“No, I have spent far too long on my back.” William turned and then slowly walked from the Mops.




Chapter 24
As William’s carriage trundled across the cobbles of London’s streets, he tried to make sense of the previous night’s slaughter. His ponderings served two purposes; firstly, he wanted to build up an understanding of the killer in his mind, since by doing so, perhaps he would come to know the beast better and stand a chance of second-guessing what the murderous bastard would do next. Secondly, the metal rims that protected the carriage wheels did little to protect William’s fragile body from the many bumps in the road. The uncomfortable transport compared favourably to walking but was by no means pain free. He grunted loudly as the carriage struck a particularly large divot. He grimaced and, fighting against the pain, forced himself to think of the investigation.
The Mops had been targeted, but for what reason? He must have missed something. The killer had made an error, and last night had attempted to eradicate that error. On the other hand, there was the worrying possibility the killer had evolved into a mass murderer of truly monstrous proportions. Whatever the reason William knew that he must find the answer quickly before more blood was spilled in the night. His train of thought was violently interrupted as the carriage juddered to a halt. With gritted teeth, William climbed down from the vehicle and made his way through Slaughter Yard’s gates. He spied Walter Dew; the young constable was stripped to the waist and busying himself by painting the shabby window frames of the main building. William took a moment to rest and gather his strength before completing his journey. He closed his eyes as another wave of pain washed over him and swore at his own fragility. When finally, he opened his eyes, the young constable was striding purposefully in his direction.
“Walter, has Gaetan arrived?”
“Yes, sir, he and a woman are inside.” Walter moved to William’s side and placed his shoulder under his arm. Without seeking William’s consent, he proceeded to help the former soldier cross the courtyard.
“I can manage, Walter,” William announced, feeling embarrassed.
“Oh yes, sir, my uncle Fred said the exact same thing.”
“Uncle Fred?”
“A man who suffered greatly from the affliction of pride, sir.”
“I’m not sure pride is an affliction, Walter.”
“You wouldn’t think so, sir, would you?”
“Alright, Walter, what happened to your uncle Fred?” William relented, knowing Walter wanted to tell him the tale.
“He was a proud man, was Fred. Fought the savages for Queen and country so he did, but then he goes and gets his bloody leg blown off. So, he turns up on Mam’s doorstep with all his worldly possessions and missing one leg. He was a proud man, never took a helping hand. Then it happened, he was taking a hobble up the road when a carriage threw its driver and the horses bolted down the street, as if they were possessed by the devil himself. Uncle Fred lost his balance and that was that.”
“Oh, sorry Walter.”
“That’s right, sir, scared horses produce more than their fair share of shit, and poor Uncle Fred landed face first in the centre of it.” Walter laughed. “He didn’t half pong.”
William joined in the laughter. “Then I shall be sure to guard against the affliction, and also take advantage of your shoulder Walter.”
“Yes, sir.”
***
William entered his office; Sally and Gaetan sat by his desk, but there was clear space between the two and Sally seemed to be looking anywhere but at her new lover. William did not break the uneasy silence; instead, he crossed to the desk and poured a single glass of whiskey. He allowed the harsh liquid to roll down his throat.  As he enjoyed his favourite beverage, his eyes never left Sally. Finally, it was Gaetan who broke the silence.
“What happened at the Mops?”
William did not reply immediately. He poured himself another drink and used the liquid to soothe the pain racking his still-frail body. “They all died,” he replied, bluntly. His stare never left the beautiful Sally, eager to observe any response. “The fire did not take them, though; a blade was used to slice open their throats.” William’s tone was cold and designed to drag emotion from a woman who had spent many days in the presence of those murdered souls. “You do not seem surprised Sally?”
“Somehow, I knew,” she replied. She did not sob or scream for justice. She seemed disconnected to the fate of her friends. William did not take this as a sign of guilt; he had seen grief strike at many people in his time in the 66th. The differing reactions to loss were nearly as many as the actual causes of death.
“Abberline believes you may have been involved in the slaughter.” William lied, the Inspector only thought Sally worth questioning, but William needed to drag an emotion out of the woman. If she did know something important to the investigation, then such emotion may cause her guard to drop.
“What? That is ridiculous!” The emotion had come from Gaetan, too furious at William for accusing Sally to remain silent or seated.
“Sit down!” William returned Gaetan’s fury. “You will remain quiet or leave, but either way Sally will be answering my questions.” Gaetan forced himself to reclaim his chair, but he glared at his friend with pure malice.
“What is it you want to know?” Sally spoke for the first time, her tone and demeanour unflustered.
“I want to hear the truth. There are eighteen bodies at the Mops that testify something out of the ordinary took place. I believe that you have been lying to me, Sally.”
“She’s already told all she knows.” Gaetan could not hold his tongue.
However, Sally reached across and placed a hand on Gaetan’s thigh to calm his fury. “Gaetan, I have not told all I know, but I wish to.”
“You lied to me that night at the Mops?” William asked, in an accusatory tone.
“Not about the killer.”
“Why should I believe you?”
“Because honestly, William, I don’t give a damn if you believe me or not. I lied to protect my girls. It seems, however, I have failed to do precisely that, and so the need for such lies no longer exists. I will tell you all I know.” Then she paused, and without asking picked up and drank from William’s whiskey. “Five days before Mary Kelly was found murdered, I came across one of my girls, Emmy, crying in her room. At first, she refused to tell me why she was so upset. Eventually, however, despite being reluctant to talk, she did confide in me that Mary Kelly had recruited her and two other girls to gather information on some of our customers. Apparently, they were paid handsomely for the service. However, the other two girls – Ruth Quinn and Margaret James – disappeared without taking their belongings from the Mops. Emmy feared she would be next. I confronted Mary and told her to warn whomever she was working for that a letter had been written. If any harm was to befall Emmy, or they continued to interfere within Mops, then the letter would be delivered to the authorities. It was also made clear that if Emmy was left in peace then we would not divulge any information about their activities.” She paused, and her face suddenly looked solemn. “My only regret was that my last words with Mary were spoken in anger; I cannot help thinking that my actions may well have cost Mary her life. Her employer may have decided that no link should exist between him and the Mops.”
“It’s strange that you were absent from the Mops the night it burned?”
“Gaetan asked me to step out with him for the evening, and the earlier part of the day was spent in search of this dress. I wanted to wear something unsoiled by work in the Mops. I wanted the night to be special.” Gaetan appeared to cheer slightly at Sally’s words. “I had no knowledge of what would befall the Mops, but if I had I would have stayed with my girls, no matter the cost.”
William pondered Sally’s story. It was plausible, but Sally had already proved adept at dissembling.  “I need time to investigate your story, Sally. I am sure Abberline would simply lock you up for withholding evidence.”
“But she has told you all she knows!” Gaetan blurted.
“Yes, Gaetan, after another eighteen bodies occupy the morgue.” William then turned his attention back to Sally. “You must realise that if your story is true, then your life could well be in danger.”
“I do.”
“Then may I suggest you accept my protection?”
“You think you can protect me from this beast?”
“Not in London, no. Gaetan, I believe you have property near Oxford.”
“Yes.”
“Then you will be responsible for her safety and seeing that she is available to answer any further questions. However, Sally, if you are lying to me, I shall have no hesitation in handing you over to Abberline. I am sure he will lock you up and you will not see the light of the day for quite some time. Do you agree to our protection?”
“What choice do I have?” She replied with a wry smile.
“Absolutely none.”
“Then I agree.”
“I suggest you leave immediately, Gaetan. You should be safe once you are clear of the City.”
Gaetan nodded, but the anger he felt for William did not permit him a reply.
***
Frederick Abberline stood across the street from the Fox Tavern. He had visited the drinking establishment a number of times in his long career. The Cochrans ran much of Bluegate Fields, and a section of the docks that supplied London. They were far more effective than the Police at keeping a lid on chaos. Bluegate was no stranger to robbery, violence, and even murder, but without the Cochrans Abberline knew it would be far worse. At the head of the gang, one man’s word was law. Joseph Cochran’s rise to power had been surprisingly devoid of bloodletting. Instead, he had moved with consummate ease through the ranks of the criminal classes. When violence could not be avoided, then his brother Samuel was only too willing to step forward and be counted.
Abberline crossed the street and slipped into the tavern. It was not the sort of place you raced into with thirty constables at your tail. Indeed, Cochran was not the sort of man you asked questions of at the end of a Billy club. The tavern did not hum with drunks like most London taverns. This was the Cochrans’ inner sanctum, and only those trusted by Joseph Cochran got to drink at the Fox.
A figure appeared in front of Abberline, the bulk of the man such that the remainder of the room disappeared from view. The inspector did not feel it necessary to glance up and find the man’s face.
“Afternoon, Samuel.”
“What business you got in here, Crusher?”
“This is a den of vice and corruption, Samuel, so naturally I came in for a drink.” A few deep breaths could be heard around the bar. There would be many who fully expect Samuel to break some bones, no doubt.
“Cocky bastard, aren’t ya?”
“It has been mentioned.” For the first time, Abberline looked up to meet Samuel’s stare. “Now, are you going to move, or do I make you look stupid in front of your friends?”
“Bastard!” Samuel pushed Abberline backwards and raised his gargantuan fist.
“Samuel!” A voice beyond the goliath sounded. “Leave Mr Abberline alone, he’s likely to put you on your arse.”
“But he’s such a little man,” snarled Samuel.
“Frederick Abberline is of the streets Samuel.” As Joseph Cochran spoke, he stepped into view. “He’s just like any man here and has the scars to prove it. He just chose the wrong side.” Samuel grunted and moved away. “Fred, it’s been over a year.”
“Been busy, Joseph, what with all the law-breaking on the streets.”
“Really? That is disturbing.” Joseph burst out laughing and held out his hand. Without hesitation, Abberline grasped the offer of friendship. “A drink to wash the filth of the streets away?”
“I’m on duty.”
“Fred, you have been on duty since the day you sucked your ma’s tit. It didn’t stop you taking a drink that day.”
Abberline smiled. “Just the one, then.”
“Clyde,” Joseph called to the barkeeper, “bring drinks to the back room.”
Joseph led the way to another room. It was difficult to believe that this room was situated in the Bluegate.  The décor, though not luxurious, was a match for many properties in the more well-to-do areas of London. Abberline took a seat and knew he was in the room from which Joseph Cochran controlled his own little empire.
“Before we start, Fred, let me assure you that my men had nothing to do with what happened to the Mops.” Clyde entered with a decanter and glasses. Abberline doubted that such finery saw service outside of the room.
“What did happen at the Mops?”
“I don’t know. Your men have prevented prying eyes. You must have put the fear of God into your men though, Fred, because even the offer of a sizeable piece of tin couldn’t persuade them to allow my men entrance.” Joseph poured the drinks.
“If not you, what about a rival gang?”
“Rival?” Joseph smirked at the very thought. “I would have heard if any group wanted to move in on my territory.”
“There must be something, Joseph?”
Joseph did not answer immediately; he sat and stroked his perfectly trimmed beard. “Very well, Fred, I will tell you all. We have an understanding with the Mops. In exchange for a sizeable fee, we provide protection, and supplies to their bar.”
“Tell me something I don’t know, Joseph.”
“Payment was due Thursday morning and, as yet, that payment has not been made.”
“Is that normal?”
“Tell me, Fred, if you owed me money would you not ensure it was paid on time?”
“I see your point. So, what did you do?”
“To be honest, The Mops has never been so profitable. I gave Sally the benefit of the doubt and believed it was just an oversight. I was going to arrange collection today, but as you are aware other matters prevented that happening.”
“I don’t know this Sally. What do you make of her?”
“She’s as sharp as a needle, with a tongue to match. I have never had reason to question her honesty,” Joseph smirked, “but at the end of the day, Fred, she’s a whore.”
“But would she sacrifice her girls just to buy the time to escape with the money?”
“Now that’s the question. One that I very much look forward to asking her when she is located.”
“I know where she is.”
“I suppose you want me to allow you to investigate first?”
“It would be helpful, Joseph. Eighteen people died in that fire.”
Joseph again delayed his answer; the obligatory stroking of the beard ensued. “I’m always willing to help London’s finest uphold law in the streets, Fred. Five days should allow you time to ask your questions, I think, and after that I’ll ask a few of my own.”
Abberline nodded his thanks and drained the last of the liquid from his glass. He rose, shook Joseph by the hand once more and strode from the Fox. He knew that he needed to inform William of the missing funds, but first he needed to re-visit the Mops.




Chapter 25
Abberline took the steps of the Mops two at a time. The constables guarding the door noted the determined look upon the Inspector’s face and parted like a wave. Abberline moved through the Mops’ parlour, ignoring the stench of burnt flesh that hung in the air despite the removal of Edward’s body. He continued through the main greeting room of the Mops, and then Sally’s personal sitting room. Passing through the final door, he reached his desired location. Abberline came to a stop in the centre of the bedroom belonging to the abbess of the Mops. He was a little disappointed at what he found. He had expected a whore’s attempt at luxury - a heavily-perfumed enigma, which failed to belong to any rational sense of what décor should offer its owner. This room however, was dull, and lacked any inspiration, no matter how ill advised.  Abberline could not help but think that even the Puritans would be tempted to add a splash of colour. He forced his mind to focus on the task in hand. He turned on the spot, taking in the whole room. Abberline rolled his eyes, as even the search was dull. Sitting on the floor beneath the bed was a metal box, the kind of box that could hold the takings of a successful whorehouse. Crouching down, he retrieved the tin, wondering if he could force it open. To his surprise the lid to the tin simply popped open as he stood. As Abberline had expected, the tin was completely empty. Either Sally or an as-yet unknown person had risked the wrath of the Cochrans. Sally’s guilt, however, was starting to look more and more probable and Abberline knew that he would need to speak with both William and Gaetan. He tucked the tin beneath his arm and made to leave. Quite suddenly he stopped again as he spied a large wardrobe standing in the corner of the room. He crossed quickly to the substantial piece of furniture, noting its quality. He would wager that one piece, cost more than most of the furniture in his entire home. He grasped the finely-carved handles and threw open the doors. He was an experienced enough copper to know that often what was missing at a crime scene told far more than what was present.  Not one dress, shoe or piece of jewellery lay within the wardrobe. Abberline stormed from the Mops, knowing that Sally had questions to answer.
***
William could not get Gaetan’s look of rage out of his mind. He doubted that his friend would ever forgive his treatment of Sally. He sighed and looked at the bottle of Bushmills. The bottle had already surrendered half its contents; William placed the temptation in the desk drawer, knowing he needed a clear head. As the drawer closed, his office door burst open.
“Where is she, the lying murderous whore?”
“What? Abberline, what are you talking about?” William asked. He had never seen the Inspector so animated.
“Sally! She knew, William, and the money and her clothes are gone. She’s completely cleaned the place out.”
“She’s not here,” William stood as a feeling of cold dread raced down his spine. “She’s in Gaetan’s custody.”
“For God’s sake, man, where is she?”
“They left for Oxford hours ago.” William realised that they had to track down Sally and could see only one way in which that would be possible. “Tell me, Abberline, do you ride?”
“I can, but are you able?”
“It seems I have placed my friend in mortal danger, and the pain will serve as punishment.” William grasped the bottle from his drawer, and then both men raced from the office.
***
William had planned to take a carriage to the edge of the city, and then persuade a friend of his father to lend him the mounts that were required. Abberline, however, had pointed out that the Metropolitan had a substantial stable situated in Wood Street. Before the hour was at an end, both men were mounted and nearing London’s outer limits. The bottle of Bushmills would serve William as a painkiller, or at the very least, diminish the agony.
The carriage containing Sally and Gaetan had a substantial lead, but William was relying on Sally being unaware of her pursuers and, with luck, she would not see the need for haste. William felt that their progress would have been swifter had they been able to ride cross country, but he dared not miss the carriage, and so he and Abberline would have to travel the same route taken by their prey. Despite being restricted to the main roads, William and Abberline moved at an impressive pace. They slowed only to rest the horses and enquire of any passing individual as to whether they had seen a carriage containing two people matching Gaetan and Sally’s description. Usually, their enquiries met with polite shakes of the head, but once or twice they received the news they craved and knew that they were gaining on the carriage. Each time they received positive news, they pressed on with renewed vigour, William sometimes holding the reins with one hand as he swigged from his bottle.
Then, a farmer blocking the road with his slow-moving cattle, halted their progress. The high bank on either side of the road, prevented any attempt to go around the beasts. William, seeing an opportunity, called out to the farmer, asking if a carriage had passed the man on the road.
“No,” he replied. “There’s one at the King’s Arms, though.” The farmer pointed down the road as he delivered the news. William felt the excitement of the hunt fill him and forced his mount forward. At first, William didn’t realise that Abberline was struggling to keep up with him, until another he turned his head to look behind him. Abberline had slipped some way behind and was waving him on.
“Go. I will catch up,” the inspector shouted as his mount stumbled, “ah, come on you pox-ridden donkey.”
William whooped as he broke free of the cattle, bringing his mount to the gallop. He knew the beast must be close to exhaustion but did not want to give Sally the chance to slip away again. He crested a small hill and navigated a long, sweeping bend. To William’s delight, in the distance stood a tavern, and alongside it was a carriage. He did not slow his pace but pushed the beast on.  As he neared, he could see the driver of the carriage leaning against one of its wheels, but there was no sign of Gaetan or Sally. William reined in alongside the carriage and leapt from the saddle. He regretted the action almost immediately as every bone and muscle cried out in protest.
“Your passengers, where are they?” William asked the driver through gritted teeth.
“None of your bloody business. Move on.” The man bit into a chicken leg, refusing to look in William’s direction. However, he had chosen the wrong day to show William disrespect, a fact he was made aware of when William’s hand grasped him by the coat and lifted him bodily into the air.
“Tell me!” William snarled.
“Stretching their legs down by the river,” the driver replied, his eyes bulging.
“Where?”
The driver pointed in the direction his passengers had taken and then smoothed the creases from his coat as William released his hold.  As William started towards the river, he heard footsteps hurrying beside him.
“Where are they, William?” Abberline asked as he caught up with him.
“Down by the river. Stay here in case they return in my absence.”
William moved along the small track down which the driver had pointed. The late afternoon sun filtered through the leaves of the trees. William could not help but admire the beauty of the day. It made sense that two lovers would take advantage of the weather and stroll hand in hand down by the river. Inwardly, he still hoped Sally was innocent of the crime and that she felt for Gaetan in the same way he clearly felt for her. As he reached the end of the track and river came into view, he decided to call out in case Gaetan and Sally were engaged in far more than just a romantic stroll. He looked to his right, but both bank and river were devoid of life. He looked to his left and then gave another call.
“Gaetan!” No reply sounded. “Gaetan!”
Again, his call remained unanswered. He decided to return to the tavern, assuming they had returned via a different path. Then he heard it: a sound no more than a whisper. He strained to hear the noise, and like the timid rustle the breeze makes through the trees, he heard his name.
“William,” the whisper sounded again.
William glanced about frantically until he noticed a boot sticking out from behind a small rise in the ground. He rushed forward, and when he cleared the grassy knoll he stopped abruptly, the colour draining from his face. Before him Gaetan lay on the ground, his clothes drenched with water and the hilt of a dagger rising from his chest. He fought the shock and covered the remaining ground to his friend. He sank to his knees and cradled Gaetan’s head gently in his lap. He knew his friend could not be saved. Gaetan was not long for the world of men.
“I thought…I thought she loved me.” Gaetan whispered.
“Be still, my friend. Help is on the way,” William lied.
“Too late, old friend. Too…” Gaetan’s words were failing.
“No, Gaetan, stay… please stay.” William knew his words were wasted. “I’m sorry, Gaetan.” The apology went unheard as Gaetan’s body sagged limp on the ground and his eyes stared without sight at the heavens.
William did not move for some time, remaining still and cradling the head of another man who had died under his command. The pain caused by Coldridge’s thugs was nothing compared to the agony of grief. Eventually, he tidied Gaetan’s clothes and, with some difficulty, lifted the body from the ground.
“You always were a big bastard.” William stood for a moment getting used to the weight of Gaetan in his arms. “Let me take you home.” Slowly William placed one foot in front of the other as he moved up the riverbank and then along the track that led to the tavern.
As William struggled up the treelined incline toward the tavern, he saw Abberline talking to the coachman.
“Fuck,” Abberline cursed as he started toward him. “Let me help you, William,” he said, his arm outstretched to take the load.
“No! Don’t touch him,” William ordered the inspector.
Abberline withdrew his arm and fell solemnly behind William. As they approached the carriage, Abberline moved forward and opened the door.
“You aren’t putting a dead body in here,” the driver announced. In the blink of an eye Abberline’s Billy-club was pressed against the man’s throat.
“One more word and I will split your fucking skull. This dead body, as you call it, fought for queen and country and died doing his duty. Now get to your reins, or so help me I will hang for what I will do to you.”
The carriage lurched forward and maintained a dignified pace. Abberline and William took to their mounts and filed in behind.
“Do you know what happened?” Abberline asked sheepishly.
“He was alive when I found him but in no fit state to tell me what had happened. That said, Gaetan’s breeches were undone, I believe she took his mind from his duties, and then repaid his adoration with a blade. She tipped him into the river and left him for dead.” He paused and then added, “She could be anywhere, and we have little chance of catching the bitch.”
“Oh, I don’t know.”
“Abberline, I admire your confidence but we have no idea where she is. We don’t even know her last name.”
“William, she stole a small fortune from the Mops. Where is that money? She did not carry it with her in the carriage, nor the remainder of her belongings. Sally will be heading back to London.”
“But still, London is a big place.”
“That it is; but she has more than us to worry about. The Cochrans have influence all over London.”
“And why should they help us?”
“All they want is their money back. I am sure they will be more than willing to let us speak to Sally if it means the retrieval of those funds. I have no wish to make a deal with the Cochrans, but I’d make a deal with the devil to get that whore in a cell. Besides, Joseph Cochran will make a deal with me.”
“Why would a criminal make a deal with you?” William asked, wondering momentarily if Abberline was in the pay of the gangs.
“Because when I was a constable, no more than a pup, it was on my evidence that his eldest brother danced at the end of a rope.”
“So why would he help you?”
“I chose not to include Joseph’s name in my report. He was just a boy, but he would have hung like his brother. Justice was served with one death.” He paused. “Mark my words William, if Sally returns to London then Joseph will find her.”




Chapter 26
Four days had passed since Gaetan’s death. The mood within Slaughter Yard was sombre. It was Gossup who seemed to fare the worst, retreating from all conversation. The former private continued to carry out his duties, but William wondered if he would not return after Gaetan’s funeral.
Locke visited the Yard, and when informed of the loss of Gaetan, offered his condolences. William, keen to speak once more with Naismith, asked the clerk if he knew whether or not Naismith was free to meet with him. At first, Locke seemed to want to avoid the question, but William persevered until Lock reluctantly confided that Naismith had not been seen for a number of days.
“You must have some idea of his location,” William pressed. William had wanted to talk to Naismith again since he had found the man to possess a keen intellect, and that intelligence could help him make sense of the investigation.
Locke shrugged. “He told me he had matters to attend to in Liverpool. The following day he was gone.” Locke went on to explain that Naismith’s actions were not out of the ordinary. Indeed, it was not unheard of for Naismith to disappear for days or even weeks.. Besides, with most of Gaetan’s family dead, and those that was not half way around the world, William wanted to recruit people to attend the funeral. Nonetheless, Locke graciously accepted the invitation to the funeral in Naismith’s absence.
“I would be honoured to attend the funeral, William. I did not know Gaetan well, but what I did know was that he was both brave and, above all, loyal.”
“He deserved a better death.”
“Regardless of the circumstance of his death, Gaetan was a warrior. A life soldiering must be better than a slow death as a clerk.” The statement shocked William and for the first time he noticed the sadness on Locke’s face.
“There is much to be said for a life devoid of blood and death, Locke,” he paused and the added, “but if you wish to aid our enquiries, then the door is always open.”
“Do you mean it, Mr Harkness?”
“Not if you call me ‘Mr Harkness’,” William smiled and then added, “But I will ask one thing of you before you decide.”
“Anything.”
“Leave your decision until after the funeral. If you walk from the cemetery after seeing the grief that goes hand in hand with this life and still wish to join our ranks, then I shall ensure you have a position.”
“Thank you, William.” Locke grinned like an excited school-boy, and then he bade William farewell. He watched Locke leave his office. He thought the clerk to be a poor replacement for Gaetan, but then who could replace his old friend?
***
The carriage waited patiently as William and Emily solemnly left the hotel and climbed aboard. Six days after his murder, Gaetan would be making his final journey. As the carriage began its own voyage, William could tell that his companion wanted to speak.
“What is it, Emily?”
“I don’t know what you mean,” she replied unconvincingly.
“Emily!” William pretended to be annoyed.
“I have invited your father, and he has accepted.”
“My father?” William could not hide his confusion as to why his father would be compelled to attend the funeral. “My father didn’t even know Gaetan.”
“Oh, they spoke regularly when you were hurt.” Emily stopped speaking abruptly, as if she realised she had said too much.
“Did my father visit regularly?” William asked, sensing that Emily had been keeping a secret.
“William, he did not leave your side until it was clear that you were no longer in danger.” Emily appeared to wait for a reply, but William only made a face that suggested contempt for his father’s actions. “William, why do you hate your father? If you only knew what he has done for you, for us both.”
“What has he done? Tell me.”
“Tell me why you hate him?”
William looked at Emily suddenly realising that if he was ever truly going to make a life in England with Emily at his side, then he must share the demons that tormented his thoughts. He took a deep breath. “I was five years old when I heard the chaotic screams of the household. I did not find out until a few days later that my mother had fallen while riding. The injury was bad, apparently. The horse had bolted and attempted a jump that was impossible and, as my mother fell, she struck her head. Days passed into weeks and I hardly saw my mother, but gradually she began moving around the house, seemingly unaffected by the fall. Then the strange moods began. Sometimes she would be deliriously happy and at other times as bleak as night. Nonetheless, she was my mother and no matter the mood, when she held me it seemed to calm what ailed her mind. Then one day I had not seen her all day and so I crept out of my room and went on a search.” As William spoke, tears began to well up in his eyes. “I found her in her room. She was talking, but I could not understand what she was saying. She picked up a pair of scissors and began cutting off her hair - she had beautiful long, red hair, Emily, and I wanted to her to stop, so I raced forward. She did not mean to hurt me; I do not think she even knew I was there. She struck out with the scissors.” William held up his left wrist to reveal a two-inch scar. “I wish I had not screamed. My father burst into the room, saw the scissors and the blood, and forced my mother away from me. She looked so scared. My father forced me from the room, I called for him to let me go to her, but he would not listen.  I could hear my mother screaming my name, but my father ignored them and did not leave my side.”
“He stayed because he loves you, William.”
“Don’t you think I know that Emily?  That love had an unacceptable cost, though. My mother was found the next morning beneath the balcony.”
“Oh!” Emily raised a hand to her mouth.
“If I hadn’t gone to her room, if I had not screamed… I do not hate my father Emily, I hate that he reminds me of what I did.” Emily embraced William without another word. As she held him, the boy within him thought about his mother.
The carriage rolled on, and the embrace did not end until half the journey was completed. Finally, William broke the clinch. “So, tell me what my father has been doing.”
Emily smiled, looking eager to tell him something she had been waiting to divulge for some time.. “First of all, he visited the men who had laid their hands upon you and nearly took you from this world. He did not send men or hire thugs, William, he delivered justice with his own hands.”
“Who told you this?” William’s tone was almost mocking.
“Gaetan.” The name curtailed William’s disbelief; Gaetan loathed untruths, even when speaking to a beauty such as Emily. She continued excitedly. “Your father then visited Charles. What was said, I cannot say, but we are free, William. My father’s properties have returned to my ownership and I have an income, but more importantly my attachment to Charles Coldridge will be at an end.”
“Hmm… the heavy hand of Simeon Harkness at work.”
“William! I cannot change your view of your father. However, I shall forever be in his debt for the great kindness he has shown.”
“Of course, Emily, forgive me.” William cursed his rash statement. Like it or not, his father had done Emily a great service. He placed a tentative hand upon hers and kissed her gently on the cheek.
***
Two hours passed, and the ceremony was over. The mourners broke away from the graveside and were strolling through the grounds of Kensal Green Cemetery. William and Emily stopped for a moment - the cemetery may have been home for the dead, but it also held great beauty.
“You have picked a wonderful place for him, William.”
“The place was never in doubt.” He pointed into the distance, “Just over there is the resting place of Michael William Balfe, and Gaetan was a great admirer of his.”
“Gaetan was a lover of opera?” Emily asked, delighted by the thought.
“Yes, but only copious amounts of alcohol would ever get him to admit the fact.” The conversation came to an abrupt end as Sir Simeon Harkness approached.
“Father.” William greeted his Sir Harkness awkwardly.
“William, you have done your friend proud. It is a place of extraordinary beauty.”
“Thank you, father.” A tense silence fell upon the three mourners.
“Well I must be on my way, William. Delighted as always, Emily.” Simeon gave a courteous nod before continuing his stroll. William turned to Emily but was greeted with a look of annoyance.
“What?” he asked.
“William!”
“Oh, very well.” William shook his head and then hurried to catch up with his father. The two men stood just for a moment before a word was exchanged. “I wondered if Emily and I could visit you at Cloveney?”
Simeon looked physically shocked but recovered instantly. “Nothing would give me greater pleasure, William.” The reply was enthusiastic, and the emotion it contained could clearly be heard.
“Thank you, father.” William paused and then added, “For everything.” Then he held out his hand.
“Come soon, William.” Simeon replied, and took his son’s hand. As William returned to an emotional looking Emily, he noticed her turn her head to look off into the distance. William followed her gaze. In the distance, Abberline was in animated conversation with a man he did not know, but she could tell something important was taking place.
“What is happening, William?” she asked.
“I am not sure.”
Emily then called Obadiah to her side and asked the old man if he would escort her to the hotel.
“Emily, I can escort you,” protested William.
“Go to your task William. I shall be waiting for you at the hotel.”
William reluctantly made to move away, but then stopped. “Why do you stay at the hotel, when your home in London is returned to you?”
“It is our home William; we will step over that threshold together.” The reply brought a smile to his face and he leant forward and kissed her before racing off to Abberline’s side.




Chapter 27
As William approached Abberline, the stranger shook the Inspector by the hand and disappeared into the grounds of the cemetery.
“Abberline, who was that man?”
“That was one of Cochran’s lads. William, we have the bitch. She plans to take a cargo ship to France this very night.” On hearing the news, William called over the rest of the men. As Abberline repeated the news that they had all craved since the death of Gaetan, William noticed Locke watching the group with envy in his eyes. William crossed to him, “What is your decision?”
“I would like to join your men, William, but I was unsure how to…”
“Then finish any tasks you have for Naismith. Try to contact him and inform him of your decision, and then join me at the Yard in the morning.”
“Yes, William,” the clerk said with a tinge of sadness as he looked over at the group of men making their plans to catch the woman who had killed Gaetan.
“Your time will come, Locke.” He patted the clerk on the shoulder and then William walked back to his men to lead them from the cemetery in search of Gaetan’s killer.
***
William and his men stood on the docks; each of them looked across at the impressive cargo ship.
“Are you sure she’s aboard, Abberline?”
“That ship started life as the SS City of Paris. She was sold to the French, who renamed her the Tonquin. They refitted her into a cargo ship at the same time.”
“That is all very interesting but doesn’t mean that Sally is aboard.”
Abberline smiled. “Well, maybe the fact that the Tonquin sank in ‘85 after a collision with another ship might help persuade you.”
“But how can she have sunk? She’s bloody well there.”
Abberline held up a hand to prevent William’s protests. “The Tonquin never sank. The goods were sold to smugglers, and I’ll wager a tidy profit was made from the insurance on the vessel. The ship was sold again, and then renamed. It’s now used for numerous illegal activities, such as ferrying criminals out of reach of the authorities. Unfortunately for Sally, the ship does a great deal of business with Joseph Cochran.”
“When do we board?” William asked, his doubt dispelled.
“When Sally is in her quarters. One of Joseph’s friends aboard the ship will signal us with a lantern.”
“Why wait so long?” Jack asked.
“Because both the ship and docks are busy. If she spots one of us, or Joseph’s men then she could slip away in the confusion. As the sun falls, so will her guard, and then we can climb aboard and be almost invisible to those on the ship.” William looked into the sky and smiled as he saw the sun already beginning to rest upon the horizon. He then looked across to Gossup; the man had a look that would strike fear into the heart of Satan.
“You will stay here, Gossup.”
“Bollocks.”
“Gossup, you will kill the woman.”
“She deserves death, and not a quick one either.”
“I know what she deserves, but we need answers. We seek justice not just for Gaetan, there are many in the morgue who deserve answers. I promise she will pay for what she has done.”
Gossup for the first time looked straight at William. “I will do as you order, but don’t ever give me another. I am done with chasing ghosts around this shithole of a city. I’m finished.”
“Gossup!” William protested.
“No, William! Gaetan was a good man, and good men die in your company.” Gossup stood and, without another word, turned and strode away. William rose and was about to go after him when Abberline placed a hand on his shoulder.
“Leave him, grief eats at his gut.”
“But…”
“You can’t save everyone, William. I told you that,” added Jack. William slumped to the floor, resigned to losing another friend.
***
Darkness began to fall in every street within the city, and the docks fared no differently against the gloom. William however, craved the darkness, delighting at the sight of a lantern swinging aboard the ship that temporarily played home to Sally. Some of his men made grunts of satisfaction and as they picked their way towards the vessel, a man stepped from the shadows and greeted Abberline with a nod. No conversation was entered into but Abberline returned the gesture, nodding, then turned to William, and said, “We have one hour.”
William gave Abberline a smile, and he indicated to his men to carry on. They continued along the docks until finally they boarded the cargo ship. A man carrying the now-extinguished lantern met them and instructed them to follow him. He led the way into the interior of the ship, and they continued down corridor after corridor without a word spoken. Then the stranger stopped, raised a hand, and knocked on a door.
“Yes,” a female voice sounded from beyond the door.
“The fresh towels you asked for.”
“Come in.”
Sally was not facing the door. If she had been, she would have seen William and his men filter into the cabin. Oblivious to the danger, she continued about her business, humming a little tune. William was filled with rage to see her so happy while Gaetan lay cold and unmoving within the ground.
“You were supposed to stay within our protection, Sally.”
“William! Thank God you found me. We were attacked, and Gaetan told me…”
William cut across her. “Don’t! Do not even speak his name. If you are going to place lies in the mouths of men, then you had better make sure your victims are dead first.”
“He didn’t give me any choice.”
William grasped her by the wrist and dragged her to the desk. He searched the drawers until he found writing materials. “Everything you know about the killer, now!”
“I don’t know any killer.”
Abberline stepped forward. “Joseph Cochran sends his regards. You really shouldn’t steal from the man and then try to escape on one of his ships.” Sally paled at Abberline’s words; it was clear by the look on her face that she feared Cochran far more than William or the Metropolitan Police.
“I don’t know his name.”
“You expect me to believe that?” William asked in an accusatory tone.
“It’s true. He called himself Theta.”
“Then what use are you to me? Cochran can have you.”
“You can’t. I stole from the Mops and killed Gaetan. You have to arrest me.” Her voice beginning to display the signs of panic.
“But you told us you didn’t kill Gaetan. Which lie are we to believe? As for the money, as far as we are concerned you run the Mops, therefore you simply took your own money. Come on boys, let’s leave her to stew in her own shit.” William turned to leave, and his men made to follow.
“Wait! I know where he lives. I know where the killer lives,” she blurted
“Then write. I want to hear all that you know. His address, hair colour, the size of his cock… everything, do you understand?”
She went to the desk and began to write, the look of desperation written all over her face.
William walked away from Sally and glanced about the room. He could not bring himself to look at the loathsome creature who had slaughtered Gaetan for nothing more than to add coin to her purse.
“That’s all, I promise.” Sally pushed the paper across the desk towards William.
“You promise? Perhaps I should call the Cochrans just to be sure? I hear the younger brother enjoys playing with his victims.”
“No! Please. It is all I know.”
William picked up the paper without even looking at its contents and slipped it into his pocket. “Gentlemen, it is time for us to leave.”
“Wait, you promised. Cochran will kill me.”
“What is that to me?”
“You bastard! You will end up the same way as that freak Gaetan.”
William did not stop to think, letting his rage take over. The knife she had used to rob Gaetan of his life was now forced by downwards by William. It pinned Sally’s delicate hand to the desk. She screamed and sobbed as she tried to pull the blade free. Unaffected by her misery, William grasped her by the jaw and leaned in, saying grimly, “I wouldn’t want you to run away and, besides, I believe the knife belongs to you.”
She screamed curses at William, desperately trying to work the blade free from side to side, the blood welling up in the wound. William’s eyes never left hers, as he let go of her chin, smiling, satisfied that his friend’s death was being avenged. As he started to walk away, she said, “You’re bluffing, William Harkness! You’re too much of a gentleman to let my crimes go.”
He had reached the door when he turned to face her, his hand on the door knob. “Oh, there is more than one way to punish someone for murder, my dear Sally..”
She had risen from her chair having pulled her hand free and was standing there, having wrapped her scarf around the bleeding wound. She screamed more curses at William, but all he did was give her a short bow, doffing his hat, and said, “Good evening, Miss Sally.”
As he left her cabin, he could still hear her screaming her intentions to revenge herself upon him.
Sally sat back down, hysterical, sobbing and conjuring up ways to get back at William. She managed a weak smile when she heard the click of the door.
“I knew you’d come back. You’re too much of a gentleman to leave a woman in peril…wha’?
“Evening, Sally. Joseph Cochran smiled.




Chapter 28
William and the others filed into Slaughter Yard’s office. He felt weary, his body crying out for rest. When all but Abberline were seated, he unfolded the paper. He allowed his eyes to linger upon Sally’s words, and then looked at his men.
“Well?” Abberline prompted impatiently.
William knew the address and the man that Sally had described, and finally knew the identity of the killer. “Gentlemen, the man we seek is Isaac Naismith.”
Abberline slumped into a chair, the shock too much, even for the experienced Inspector. “I don’t believe it,” he whispered, “the bastard!”
“There is no doubt, so we must plan our next move. Jack and Walter, I want you to fetch Locke. He should have information on Naismith’s whereabouts by now.
“Yes, William,” Jack replied.
“Abberline? Could you and your constables search Naismith’s home?”
“It will be done. What will you do, William?”
“I am going to close my eyes; I don’t mind telling you that I am in bloody agony.”
“Of course, get some rest William – you deserve it.” The Inspector patted William on the shoulder as he rose to leave. “Leave this to us.” William did not hear Abberline’s final words of comfort. Sleep had overcome his aching body.
***
William had been asleep for less than an hour when Locke entered the office.
“Oh! Sorry, William.”
“Where’s Jack and Walter?” William asked, wiping the sleep from his eyes.
Locke looked confused. “I haven’t seen them.”
“I sent them to fetch you.”
“I haven’t been at my home. When I couldn’t find Naismith’s location I decided to do some investigation of my own. I hope you do not mind.”
“Naismith is the killer.” William announced.
“What?” Locke took a chair, his face a mask of shock and disbelief.
“Drink?” William poured Locke a large glass of whiskey.
“But Isaac would have been no more than a boy when the first murders took place,”
“I don’t think this has ever been about one killer. I believe Naismith researched the murders and then used them to cloud his activities from those who were a danger to him.”
“He fooled me.” Locke shook his head.
“He fooled us all, Locke. I liked the man.” William took a sip of his own whiskey. “What were you investigating?”
“I got to wondering what self-respecting murderer would only have one way into his lair. So, I obtained the plans to the area and spoke to some of the businesses that have traded in St. Katherine’s for more than a few years. There was a wooden walkway that ran along the dock side of the street, supposedly to aid the businesses fetch and carry goods. The problem was: the structure was unsafe. Apparently, a number of workers slipped in the sludge of the Thames and more than one lost their lives.”
William stood. “Well, Locke, you wanted excitement.”
“What do you mean?”
“I don’t believe Naismith has left London. Everything centres on that warehouse; it is time to investigate that walkway of yours.”
“Shouldn’t we wait for the others?”
“We should, but we won’t. Besides, he has a taste for blood, and any delay may cost another poor soul their life.” As he spoke, William slipped a pistol across the desk to Locke.
Locke gulped as he picked up the pistol, “I have never fired a weapon.”
“Well hopefully you won’t need to fire this one. Normally pointing it at someone’s head is enough to discourage them from aggression.” Locke looked genuinely appalled at the very idea. William, though, seemed set on his plan and so he tried to summon his courage.
***
Within the hour, lanterns were collected, and a carriage boarded. As the transport trundled along the narrow streets of London, Locke tried his best to look confident. He wished his hands would stop sweating and doubted he could hold the pistol without it slipping from his grasp.
“Scared, Locke?”
“Honestly? Yes, I am, William.”
“Good, fear keeps you alive. If you do not recognise danger, then it will soon announce itself.” Then, in a more caring tone William added, “just stay close to me.”
Locke nodded his agreement. The driver called the horses to a halt and the carriage stuttering to a stop. The lanterns were lit, and Locke pointed the way in which they must travel. At first, they picked their way down a tight alley. This led to a flight of wooden steps and, as they descended, a breeze raced across the dock waters, gently caressing William’s face. Eventually, Locke called William to a halt, pointing to a door at the bottom of another flight of steps. When they had reached the bottom, William caught Locke’s arm.
“Stay behind me.”
William moved through the doorway and, with his lantern held aloft, proceeded up a long dark corridor. He touched the walls, feeling the dampness of the Thames as it seeped through the aged brickwork. He guessed that should the Thames flood, then the corridor could spell doom for anyone caught unaware within. After about two hundred paces the corridor ended, with another door blocking their path.
William feared that the killer could be lurking on the other side of the door, so he drew his pistol. He pressed against the door, but old timbers were not capable of stealth and complained at their sudden movement. William knew that surprising Naismith was not an option, so thrust forward, pistol at the ready. He used more force than was necessary, the old door broke free of its hinges, then slid along the floor.
The lanterns were useful up to thirty paces, but beyond that point an entire army could lie in the shadows undetected.  In the distance, William could just make out the legs of an enormous table and, holding the lantern higher, he could also make out a platform above his head, the like of which he had encountered on his first visit to the warehouse.
“William,” Locke whispered, “there are lanterns on the wall. Should I light them?”
“Yes, I shall cover you.”
As Locke moved from lantern to lantern, more of the room became illuminated. The table, which had only been partly in view, was now completely visible. Two things were obvious: firstly, it was more altar than table, and secondly, its surface contained a figure covered with a cloth.
“Locke, we have all the light we need.” William walked over to the table, with Locke coming to stand beside him.
“Who is it William?”
William wondered if another whore had fallen to the blade of the killer. He stretched out a hand and grasped the cloth. Pulling back the fabric, he gasped. “It’s Naismith.” He did not say another word, as the blow to his head prevented further speech.
***
When William woke he was hanging from a beam. He shivered involuntarily as the cold, damp air of the subterranean lair could be felt around him, as William also realised he had been stripped to the waist. His head thumped from the blow he had received, and his vision was blurred. He blinked hard and long, trying to restore his eyesight, as he did so, the shadow of a figure stepped in front of him.
“Ah, you’re awake. I’m sorry there isn’t room on the table.”
“Locke?”
“Yes. The weak clerk role has served me well.”
“You should have sought a career on the stage. Your skills are impressive. So, Naismith is innocent?”
“It was regrettable having to lead you and Abberline to my brother’s door, but necessary.”
“Your brother?” William’s vision finally cleared and for the first time the real Locke came into view. Gone was the fragile little clerk. The man standing before William was a confident and determined beast.
“Come now, William, you have to use your brain. Sometimes muscle is not enough. My brother is the eldest son of James Penn, trying his best to eradicate any traces of his former life.  Society would not blame him, a famous failure for a father, whore for a mother and a younger brother incarcerated for suffering from a disease of the mind. He should have celebrated being from the loins of a genius like my father. Instead, those who had destroyed my father gave him orders, and he wagged his tail like an obedient hound. For all his failings however, Isaac showed a caring heart and when his brother was declared cured, then he took me in and created Jonathan Locke. It was my good fortune and allowed me to begin my work.”
“So why kill him?”
“Oh, he’s not dead; the drugs within his body keep him from becoming a nuisance. He returned from Liverpool and heard of your investigation into this warehouse. My brother may be disloyal to our father’s memory, but he is no fool. He has a keen intellect and it was not long before he had worked out that I was in some way involved in the killings.”
“And those you did kill?” William could feel the agony in his shoulders, the weight of his own body causing the distress.
“Who?”
“Pettigrew and the girls at the Mops?”
The mere mention of the murders seemed to excite Locke. “Pettigrew died because he did not restrict his movement to the confessional. Secrecy is all well and good, William, but when a master is at work he needs an audience; if Pettigrew had listened and remained inside the confessional booth, then he would still be alive. The whores I disposed of for Sally’s sake. She needed to get rid of that leach Cochran, and she deserves better company than whores. Besides, you dared to have the warehouse watched and I needed to show you that I own the streets.”
“But Cochran has Sally as we speak. You have failed Locke.”
Locke stepped closer to William and traced the scar that ran from his collar bone to opposite hip with his finger, making William shiver again as he felt the finger move along his body in an almost sensual manner. “That is a masterly scar, William.”
“Yes. A proper warrior inflicted the wound, not some madman praying on the weak.”
Locke took out his blade. “You do like to use your tongue to tease, William.” With the tip of his blade, Locke slowly drew it down William’s torso, the new cut running parallel to the old wound. “If it keeps teasing, I may remove it.”
“Killing a soldier is harder than slaughtering some poor little dollymop like Mary Kelly.” William noted that mentioning Mary’s name did not draw an outward sign of delight to Locke’s face as the other murders had. “You didn’t kill Mary Kelly.”
“No.” For the first time Locke looked flustered.
“Tell me Locke, why did Sally call you Theta?”
“You ask too many questions.” Locke snarled.
William remembered the murders’ connection to Ancient Greek mythology and the father of Zeus, Cronos. “Would it be the ancient Greek for the number nine?”
“What does it matter?”
“It matters because if you didn’t kill Mary, and you are known as number nine, then that means there are more killers stalking the streets of London.”
“I meant to say what does it matter, because you are about to die.”
“But if you are number nine, who is number one and is he the one who has authorised my death.”
“I need no authorisation!” Locke screamed.
“Locke! You no more own the streets, than the lowest whore.”
“Silence!” Locke raised his blade, but just as it seemed he would plunge the blade into William’s flesh, a noise sounded from the table. Locke forced himself to regain control. “My brother wakes. I wonder, should I let him observe as I butcher you?” William watched as Locke walked towards the table, then thought he saw movement in the shadows.
“Does it make you feel powerful to kill weaklings,” William goaded.
“People will know all I have done. I will be honoured in the New Age, which will wash the grime from our streets.”
“You are nothing, Locke. Just another madman.”
Suddenly, Locke was striding towards William, brandishing his blade at the ready. “Your tongue troubles me, I shall remove it!” The maniacal look on Locke’s face told William that his words were no idle bluff. Locke moved to within ten paces of his victim. Suddenly, it seemed as though an invisible hand had grasped him by his collar and was preventing any further movement. Locke screamed, and William glanced down to see a blade protruding from his captor’s thigh. The killer dropped to the floor, a mixture of confusion and agony etched upon his face.
“Gossup, you took your time.”
“I was tempted to let him remove your tongue.” Gossup, bent and retrieved Locke’s blade, and used it to cut William free.
“How did…” Locke tried to speak..
“How did Gossup know we were at the warehouse? He knew because he has been following us since we left the yard. When I read the note from Sally, I knew you were the killer, what I did not know was whether you were the only one I could not trust. Fortunately, I had already arranged for Gossup to pretend to leave my command, when I sensed our movements were being orchestrated. Sally described her lover to the very last detail and only gave the name Theta. You and Naismith are so very similar, but with one marked difference. Naismith has a bloody great scar on his face, and yet she neglected to mention it. And who else could lead her to his house. Only the man who could gain entrance with a key and make it look like he owned the property.”
“It makes no difference. People will know of what I have achieved.”
William walked over to Locke and forced him to his feet. “You were there the day I accepted the position to hunt a killer. I am not here to bring you before a judge. I am here to see justice served. The people of London will neither know your name, nor hear of your foul deeds. You will never leave this place.”
“But…” The fear in Locke’s eyes had spread to his face.
William grabbed hold of Locke’s collar. Within him, a raging madness of his own was activated. William held his hand out to Gossup who handed him the blade. Clenching it in his hand, he raised it to Locke’s throat and without pausing, brought the blade up with considerable force and speed. It broke through Locke’s jaw, pierced his tongue and drove into his brain. “No, you have spoken enough.” William allowed the body of Locke to drop to the floor.
***
Two days had passed since the death of Jonathan Locke. William sat at his desk in Slaughter Yard, contemplating his next move. Reports had been written and those who had retained his services had been informed that more killers still stalked London.  Slaughter Yard would remain as his base to bring the killers to justice, and he had been charged with ensuring that it happened. Once again, the future was a world of shadow. A knock sounded at the door, and Walter Dew entered the room.
“Parcel for you, William.”
“Ugh.” William was pulled from his thoughts, “Walter, you return to your duties with the Metropolitan today, yes?”
“Yes. Ma says I should stop messing around and get a promotion.”
“Your ma makes a lot of sense.” William stood and then held out his hand, which was eagerly accepted by the young constable.
“Goodbye, sir.” Walter saluted.
“Goodbye, Constable Dew.” William smiled as he returned the salute.
Alone again, William returned to his seat and plucked the parcel from the surface of the desk. He tore the outside paper from the parcel to reveal a box. He wondered, at first, if Emily had done something romantic; then whether he had forgotten an important date in their relationship. He pulled the lid from the box to reveal a letter. The front of the correspondence was blank, and so he was forced to open the envelope with no clue to its sender. He looked at the words upon the bleached white paper.
Dear William,
                                Welcome to the game.
                                                                                 Jack...
William threw the letter onto the desk as though it carried some dreadful disease. Gradually, William regained his composure and picked up the box that had held the letter. He looked inside and there, sitting in one of the corners, sat a small piece of jewellery. He remembered giving the very same necklace to the delighted Mary Kelly. Gone was its lustre, dulled by the presence of dried blood. He had hoped that somehow Mary had survived, but now he was certain she was dead, and that the true Ripper was still out there.
***
Charles Coldridge was scared. He had passed out drunk the previous night and now found himself with hands bound and a hood over his head. He did not know where he was, nor if anyone was with him, but somehow, he knew he was not alone.
“Who are you? I have powerful friends.”
“Silence! Coldridge, you have no friends. You have been deserted.”
“What do you want?” Coldridge asked, but with far less confidence.
“The question is, Coldridge: what do you want?”
He felt himself led to a chair and forced to sit. The hood was removed, but Coldridge still struggled to see, as the candlelight hurt his eyes. Gradually, the room came into focus. He was seated at a long table, each of the other chairs also occupied, but those seated wore dark cowls that prevented him seeing their faces.
“What is this place?”
“This is a place for the enlightened. Each of us is dedicated to bringing order to the Empire. When one falls, another takes his place.” The figure at the head of the table raised his glass, as if in salute of a fallen comrade, the others followed his lead. “But it is of you I wish to speak. You are Charles Coldridge, robbed of your wealth, influence… your wife. So, I ask again, Charles Coldridge: what do you want?”
“I want William Harkness dead,” Coldridge replied, his tone, venomous.
The figure smiled.
“Then raise your glass, Theta.”




















THE END




Historical Note
Firstly, I would like to say that this novel is a creation of pure fiction. There is no attempt to solve the Rippers murders or convince readers that I have in some way found the answer to a crime perpetrated over a century ago. I have tried to present a generous helping of both factual and fictional characters. With regards to the characters who are factual, I have tried to be true to what research suggests they were like.
Frederick Abberline – All the research I have carried out suggests that Frederick Abberline was a very able inspector. He had the respect of his men and, unlike some representations of him in other fictional works, was not prone to alcoholism or dependant on other substances.
Walter Dew – Walter Dew was indeed one of Frederick Abberline’s men for a period of time, and research suggests that he had a great deal of respect for Abberline. I have made Dew slightly younger and rawer in his employment than he would have been at this stage of the Ripper murders. Those who liked the character of Walter Dew may well be interested to know that he was one of the main officers that helped bring another famous killer to justice: Doctor Crippen.
London – One of the main reasons I chose this era for a novel was the comparisons that can be drawn with society today. Immigration throughout the 19th century caused a growth in the economy but for those everyday people struggling to make ends meet, immigration meant cheap labour and the depression of wages. Civil unrest was commonplace, with a police force far too small to cope with everyday crime, let alone rioting.
Lastly, I would like to say that if you liked my novel please leave a review on Amazon or Goodreads. It helps spread the word of my works and also increases my ability to produce further novels. Of course, I would be eternally grateful. Thank you once again…
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