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It was a calm Tuesday night in East London. The fog lingered low upon the air and its cool moisture engulfed those who trudged through it. On this particular night a man was just leaving the factory district after a long hard day’s work. He was a short man, but strong and stocky. He walked along the moonlit streets, and through the fog. Eventually he reached his destination, a quaint little pub where he and the other men from the factory often gathered after a long day’s work. He entered and called to the barkeep for a pint. Grasping his mug off the counter he walked over to the far corner of the room and sat down with a group of his work mates and began to drink and talk the night away. After a couple of hours of drinking and talking, the man looked down at his watch and saw how late it had gotten. At this realization he rose from his seat, bid his friends goodnight and walked out into the pale light of night. On and on the man walked, until he turned the corner and bumped into a dark figure. If the streetlamps had been alight, as well they should have been, the man would’ve been able to discern the face of the person he had just stumbled into, however the streetlamps were not alight and the moons light lit only the back of the figure, obscuring the persons visage in total darkness.

“Watch where you’re going,” the man said, almost stumbling over his words as he caught himself from falling over.

The figure said nothing, and for a second did nothing, but just as quickly as they had bumped into one another the figure had pushed past the man and continued walking at a quickened pace.

“That’s right, you better get a move on,” the man called after the figure as he regained his composure. “Almost made me fall over he did,” the man said to himself as he continued walking along past a door that stood slightly ajar and into the unwavering darkness of that bleak and dreary night and so the story begins, through the open door and up the homes stairs into the room of Mr. Henry Turner who lay still in bed.

Earlier that night Mr. Turner, a well-respected man, rather plump for his stature, was sitting peacefully at home on this foggy night, unknowing to the misfortune that would soon befall him.

Mr. Turner lived alone in a lovely two-story home, filled with antiques and beautiful furniture, chandeliers in each of his larger rooms, and only the best marble tiling in his washrooms. He was a man of exquisite taste who truly loved the finer things in life. On this particular night, Mr. Turner was quietly sitting in his study, in a large brown leather armchair, having a drink of whiskey and reading the rest of that day’s newspaper before he would decide to turn in for the night.

After he finished drinking his drink and reading the paper, he headed upstairs, the steps creaking with each step as they bowed under his weight. Walking down the hallway, second door on the right to his bedroom. Mr. Turner entered his bedroom and as he lay down in bed, a dark figure stood silently, hiding in the corner behind the open door. As he lay down in bed, pulling the covers over his large figure, the door slowly began to creek closed as the figure pushed it aside.

“I know you are there,” Mr. Turner immediately said his eyes fixated on the dark corner. “I knew you would be coming sooner or later; I suppose it was foolish of me to think that I had more time. Why don’t you come out so I can get a look at you?”

“I think I will stay where I am for now,” said the mysterious figure and it did not waver from its place, like a stone statue. “If you knew I was coming, why did you not try and stop me?”

“I see no point,” Mr. Turner said as he sat himself up in bed. “I have lived a long and happy life; I know I can die in peace.”

“You can only dream of dying in peace, because I will make sure you suffer,” said the mysterious figure now moving towards Mr. Turner, menace glinting in their eyes. “But first, let’s have a chat, there are some questions I would like answered.”

And so, they did, Mr. Turner and the mysterious figure talked, and talked, for quite some time in fact, as if they were old friends catching up after not seeing each other in years. But when the silence finally began to grow between the two of them, their chat was finished and so too was Mr. Turner’s life.

It was a sunny yet chilly Wednesday morning on the streets of London during the winter of 1899. The bells tolled, announcing the hour; it was 7:00 am. The day seemed as though it would be a day filled with peace and beauty. The sun sat high above in the sky; its warmth emanating toward the ground, and the clouds moved slowly from side to side. But just as quickly as the day was filled with peace and beauty, it too was quickly filled with horror, horror at the sight of what remained of Mr. Turner in his upstairs bedroom of his lovely flat, a horror that would affect the lives of many unknowing victims. 

As the sun shined down the street, a pair of bobbies walked along, taking their usual route, working to keep the peace in the neighborhood. As they walked down the street they eventually came to the corner and turned down the next street. From the corner of the street the two bobbies were able to see that a door stood ajar and finding this peculiar they moved forward to investigate.

As they reached the door, they recognized whose residence it was and at once one constable called through the open door asking if anyone was there and whether or not something was wrong. He waited a few seconds and then called again, “Mr. Turner!” he yelled, but no answer. Then he said to the other constable, “I’ll go in first and check the bottom floor, you head upstairs and search the second floor. Blow your whistle if you find anything.”

“You got it,” said the other constable, and they headed inside through the open door and out of the mornings cool embrace.

The first constable stayed on the first floor where they entered and searched around. Through the entryway he headed first into Mr. Turner’s study with his torch drawn so that he could see in the dimly lit room. All he found in the study were some old newspapers strewn on a table, an empty glass situated beside a large brown leather armchair, and some books laid out on the floor by the bookshelves. He moved into the next room, the lounge. The lounge was one of the larger rooms in Mr. Turners home. It was so large that on the ceiling hung a marvelous crystal chandelier that would likely fill the room with its warm embrace when in use. There was also some imported leather furniture, a small table, a brick fireplace, hanging above it was a picture of Mr. Turner’s late wife, and an old drawing table tucked away in an alcove in the corner, all of which were surrounded by light blue walls with pictures of old friends and family hanging all around.

“No sign of Mr. Turner,” said the constable as he continued to search, moving from room to room expecting to come upon Mr. Turner at any moment. 

He then moved to the kitchen and then the lavatory, but still no sign of Mr. Turner or anything for that matter. After he had run out of rooms to search the constable yelled up to his partner, “Did you find anything?”

Moments earlier, while the first constable was off searching the first floor, the second constable had headed upstairs. Walking down the hallway, the constable, one by one, peered into each door, until he eventually reached Mr. Turner’s bedroom. There the constable, in disbelief, found what appeared to be the mangled remains of Mr. Turner. At this sight he immediately blew his whistle to alert his partner, who came running upstairs to find his partner seemingly dazed standing outside Mr. Turner’s bedroom. Without a word, he too peered into the room and almost fell to his knees at the sight of Mr. Turner laying in bed his face disfigured. The two constables could hardly believe what they were seeing, not once in all their years with the police had they come across such a gruesome crime scene.

After they took a moment to regain their composure, the two policemen said, in unison, “we need to contact the Inspector immediately!” and so they did one by one rushing downstairs to use Mr. Turner’s phone to alert the Inspector of the grizzly discovery. They dialed the police station and relayed what they had discovered to the constable who answered the phone. After a moments silence the constable on the other end of the line could be heard calling out to the Inspector and relaying the message.

“Inspector Hunt here,” the Inspector said, “I’ll be there immediately, secure the scene men.”

“Copy that sir,” the constable on the phone said, and he hung up the phone.

The time was 7:30am and Inspector Hunt had just arrived at Mr. Turner’s home and after quickly surveying the first floor he immediately headed upstairs to the Mr. Turner’s bedroom where he would find the mutilated remains of Mr. Turner. 

Inspector James Hunt, a rather tall man, standing over six feet, was an Inspector in the British police in East London. He was well known in the community and well liked. He was a well-dressed man, but had some scruff on his face, indicating that he did not shave regularly. But he was nonetheless one of the best, if not the best, Inspector in London. Inspector Hunt was often assigned some of the more heinous and gruesome crimes that the department felt required his skills and expertise.

As the Inspector entered the bedroom, he saw Mr. Turner’s body laying face up on the bed. His eyes had been gouged out and his mouth sewn shut. On his hands, all of his fingers appeared to have been broken, and his arms were crossed over his chest, one arm on top of the other. 

The Inspector stood over the body, his head moving back and forth, scanning. “Can anyone tell me where are the constables who found the body?”

“They’re downstairs,” replied a constable in the room.

“Send them up. I need to speak with them,” the Inspector said as he turned away from Mr. Turner and turned to face the constable standing in the room.

“Yes sir,” a constable said and he headed downstairs, quickly returning with the two constables who had discovered Mr. Turner.

After a short while, the two constables entered the room and turned to face the Inspector who was now bent over analyzing Mr. Turner. The two constables struggled to look at the remains of Mr. Turner and instead focused their attention on the back of the Inspector’s head.

“You asked to speak with us sir,” one of the constables said after a moment’s hesitation.

“Yes,” said the Inspector straightening up and turning to face the two men. “Tell me, was this how you found the body, or did you touch anything, anything at all?” the Inspector said a stern look in his eyes as he swept around the bed and now stood within inches of the two constables.

“No sir we didn’t touch a thing” they both replied a sense of relief cascading over them. They had feared that they may have done something wrong when the Inspector had moved to stand before them.

“Good job men!” the Inspector exclaimed. “It is best to leave the crime scene untouched until I can go through it myself. Any interference on your part could affect my ability to discern the circumstances that befell the late Mr. Turner.”

“Yes sir,” the two policemen said.

“Now I want you two to go door to door and ask if anyone heard or saw anything strange last night,” said the Inspector as he turned back to the body of Mr. Turner.

“Right away,” they replied and headed out to canvas the neighborhood.

Now the Inspector was ready to really analyze the crime scene. First, he turned his attention to the body of the late Mr. Turner. He saw that his eyes were gone, hands broken, and arms crossed. No signs of strangulation. “So how did he die? Poison perhaps? The trauma of torture?” the Inspector inquired to himself while staring at the endless abyss that was now Mr. Turner’s eye sockets. Suddenly with his eyes finally wrenching away from Mr. Turners eyes he posited, perhaps he was suffocated. 

When the Inspector was satisfied that he had done all he could at the present, he began to search the room for other possible clues. But before he began to search the room, he called to Constable Harper, “Harper, fetch Dr. Grey for me would you, and be quick!”

“Right away sir,” Constable Harper replied, and with that Constable Harper immediately headed out in search of Dr. Damien Grey.
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