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  Prologue



If you are wondering why I wrote this story. Well, as a child and young teenager I had a fascination for old black and white films and Hammer Horror. I would sit up on a Saturday night after my friends had gone home and waiting for my Dad to come home with a Chinese, watching all the old films on the BBC. 

Dad would come back, sometimes with friends and sometimes it was just the two of us staying up to the early hour watching Frankenstein, Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, or Dracula, eating the food.

As we all know the stories were based on classics or actual events and it gave me a thirst for wanting to know more. I was not happy just reading classics; I wanted to read the books that inspired the films.  

There are a lot of them out there …

With my imagination piqued, so many years ago, I decided to write a story about someone from those films. And 5 years ago I started. 

With the web at hand, I started investigating some of the characters from the movies and slowly Jack, was born. 

He didn’t start out as Jack, that took time. My first thought was to find out who the man, or woman was and what drove them. But I didn’t want to just write another Ripper story, I wanted something that grew from the myth. 

That led to me setting the story today, but again I didn’t want a spin off, I wanted a way of telling the story of Jack in 1888, but in the current environment.

My first thoughts were to try to solve it. (I can’t do worse than the other theories out there!) But while I was researching, I came across this …




Whodunit? : Choosing a Ripper Suspect 

Andrew L Morrison

Since 1888 those that have been named as possibly being Jack the Ripper must number in their hundreds and that’s just the ones we know about! How do you decide on a suspect? The answer to that depend on the criteria that you choose.

Does there have to be incontrovertible proof that the suspect really existed? If the answer is yes then Dr Stanley is not an option as it has never been conclusively proved that he did exist. “I plead not guilty of the crimes of which I am accused your honour on the grounds that I am a fictional creation.” does appear a rather good defence! Until recently Michael Ostrog was also in this category but research in recent years has proven his existence.

Does the suspect have to have an East End connection? If so then Joseph Barnett and Donston are possibilities. How much of a connection is needed? Does having chambers at King’s Bench Walk and a mother in an asylum at Clapton (Druitt) count or visiting at intervals from Liverpool (Maybrick)?

Is proof that the suspect knew at least one of the victims necessary? Again Joseph Barnett fits the bill as does George Hutchinson and Michael Kidney but so too does Dr Barnardo who claimed to have met Liz Stride only days before her murder and he spent a lot of time in the East End!

How many victims were there? If it’s more than five and Alice McKenzie and Francis Coles are included then Druitt is ruled out as he died in December 1888 as is Tumblety who fled the country. The Maybrick diary only mentions the five usual victims so if there were more, or indeed less, he is also removed from the frame.

What about the various supposed Ripper writings? If the dear boss letter is genuine does it point towards an American? If the letter sent along with a kidney to George Lusk was really from the killer then it suggests a certain amount of theatricality and could have come from a poet ( J K Stephen) or a bad actor (Druitt, whose Sir Toby Belch at school was better imagined than described).The Goulston Street graffito if written by the Ripper could point towards somebody who carried chalk in their pockets like a schoolteacher (Druitt). If the message is supposed to accuse the Jews then does that mean the killer was not a Jew or that he was and wanted to get other Jews into trouble? In this case the spelling “Juwes” suggests an uneducated person and not a schoolteacher, Cambridge scholar etc. Is Juwes a masonic term and if so does this mean a masonic conspiracy?

Did the killer show any medical skills? If so then Donston, Tumblety, Gull, Cream are some obvious choices. Would Druitt, who was not a doctor but came from a family of doctors, have enough skill? Could a butcher or Shochet have done it or was there no skill involved at all?

Should the suspects be limited to those named in police sources, official or otherwise? This would make the main candidates Druitt, Ostrog, Kosminski (named by Macnaghten), Tumblety (named by Littlechild), Chapman (named by Abberline) Donston (name in police files) plus a number of people like Barnett, Hutchinson and Kidney who were mentioned in relation to the case. Did the police know who the killer was? If they did and did not reveal the culprit then that suggests a conspiracy which in turn suggests the killer was important. Freemasons perhaps or a prince of the realm?

Should known murderers head the suspects list such as Chapman, Cream, Deeming, James Kelly and or should they be dismissed because their modus operandi was different from the Ripper’s?

The above shows some of the many questions that must be answered before a suspect can be settled on. Even when one is chosen that is not the end of the difficulties. The theory must be made to fit the facts and not the other way round. “Facts” which strengthen the case of a suspect should not be blindly accepted and those that weaken the case should not be blindly ignored. The one certainty in the mystery of Jack the Ripper is that one can never be absolutely certain who was guilty. As Donald Rumbelow wrote “…the answer must always be ‘Perhaps’. It can only remain conjecture.”




I read this one night before going to bed, the next morning the whole story changed, I was no longer going to solve, I was going to tell a story and …

Well, now it is up to you to read it and decide if I did the story justice.

One last thing, you may need to find a good Scottish translator! This is the one I used to help me.

http://www.scotranslate.com

I hope you enjoy it.

Sheenah xx








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Ed woke up that morning in a dark, melancholic mood that had gripped him so many mornings before. He reached for his notepad and started writing down the dream he had just experienced.

On mornings like today, these dreams or visions were more like nightmares, with all the realism he found in them. Ed would wake from them with the sharp smell of the streets and the people still in his nostrils. He, like most people, was aware of the horrific events of the late 19th century. But these visions were worse than the stories told in books and on film. He was in a killer’s mind. That was the only thing that he could think of to explain what was going on. This mind he was in was psychotic, and he was scared that it would eventually possess him entirely.

Maybe he should see his doctor, again? But he didn’t relish being told he was suffering from something like depression or bipolar disorder or maybe something worse. Yes, he advised that there was nothing wrong, that the dreams were just that. But they were getting more intense, and he was feeling more of the other person’s hatred of women.

Every morning when he woke up like this, he would always question the reason why this was happening to him. From the third one, when he had experienced the attack on that poor woman called Emma, to the one last night. He always thought there was so much that was going unanswered, and he hoped it would soon end.

He got out of bed, shaking the last residue of his sleep from his head, and grabbed a towel off the radiator before stepping out into the hall and then the bathroom, in the next room. Sitting on the toilet, he reflected on how his life had changed in the short few months since these visions had started. Ed had felt many emotions watching the story unfold night after night; he just wished he could get it all down on paper, that somehow he could convey the story to other people. He just couldn’t express the horror it left within him. 

He reached over and started the shower, and after flushing the toilet, he stepped under the hot and steamy water. 

While he was rinsing the shower gel from his body, he again went back to the question of what he was still doing in Glasgow. Maybe if he went back home, then life would return to normality. Well, perhaps to a more conscious existence than it was at the moment. But this was a great place to live. It was cheaper than Surrey, and the nightlife was great. 

He knew that sooner or later he would have to get out and work; the money he had inherited from his uncle wouldn’t last forever. But he wanted to be a writer, and living this far away from his mother had helped him grow and develop that idea. Yet if he wanted to keep away from her and her plans to entrench him in the family business, Ed would have to finish this novel quickly and prove to her that he could do it. On his own.

His mother had always been quick to point out that he was going to need another source of income. To find another way to support the variety of “nasty habits” he had seemed to have picked up while “going around with the wrong crowd”, as she stated on many occasions. However, they both knew that wasn’t the only reason he was staying away from the family home. He had needed to move away from her domineering manner. Maybe his father was happy to be henpecked and bullied by her, but he wasn’t and, yes, he loved her – as any son should their mother – but he needed to make it on his own. He also knew that she needed to let him go and allow him to make his mistakes on his own.

He hauled himself out of the shower and looked in the large square mirror over the sink; using the flannel to wipe away the condensation, he started to brush his teeth. God, he looked ill. His eyes had a haunted gaze about them, and he had noticed the black rings under them. The dreams were making him restless but, until this story had come to a conclusion, he knew that this would not change. He was glad today he didn’t have that nagging headache.

His hair had that tousled look from the towel drying he had given it, so he ran his fingers through it and tidied it down. He finished towelling himself down and returned the damp towel to the radiator. He pulled on a shirt and pair of jeans that were hanging on a chair by the bed, only after giving them a quick sniff. Yes, they would do one more day.

He was living on the top floor in an impressive traditional two-bedroom flat within an attractive red sandstone tenement building in the heart of Hyndland that dated back to the beginning of the 20th century. With entire areas in Glasgow succumbing to demolishment and being readied for renovation, he felt lucky to have bought this property and even more fortunate that it now had a preservation order on it.

Ed had researched the history of the building when he had first found the two-bedroom property. It had intrigued him to know the history of these homes. Glasgow in 1850 until around 1914 was awash with these grey, beige and red sandstone tenements. The four-storeyed blocks were not allowed to be taller than the width of the street. Each of the properties benefitted from a small garden; there were also clothes drying areas and an outside lavatory or ash pits at the centre of the block.

With Scotland’s growth in heavy industries during the 19th century, there was a huge migration of workers from the Highlands and Ireland. The tenements, as the buildings that would come to house them were known, were seen as an improvement to the overcrowding these employees and their families initially found themselves in when they first got to the cities. They were also a better way of getting more people into smaller areas. However, as Ed had discovered, the tenements became an overcrowded and unsanitary place to live, with the growing immigration and slowly developing into slums.

So here he was living in one of those flats. Now seen as a safe area, that was spacious enough for him with some great neighbours. 

Thinking back to his dreams and the conditions of the streets he visited while asleep, it had opened up his mind to the perils of life in Victorian Britain. Maybe if this Jack the Ripper book sold well, he could look at the lives of the residents in the Gorbals or the like to see if there was a story there. 

His mother had despaired of him when he had said he was going to study English Literature at Edinburgh. As a child, he had always had the most vivid dreams and had enjoyed putting them to paper or narrating them to a captive audience on Christmas Day.

It had been his uncle that had understood and encouraged him, while his parents had wanted him to inherit the family printing firm, like his grandfather and great-grandfather before him. But now it was just him against them, with no uncle to battle his case for him.

Uncle Frank had been an actor and the black sheep of his mother’s family, but he had been successful. He may not have been an A-list Hollywood star, though he had made a few good British-backed films in the 1950s and ’60s, with a few good leads and a lot of cameo parts. It was in the latter part of his life that Frank had acquired a semi-major role in a famous soap opera. All of which had paid him well and, to his sister’s amazement, Frank had invested well.

When he had suffered his fatal heart attack two years ago, the family had been shocked and dismayed to discover that Frank had left the entire fortune to Ed, the whole three million pounds. This unexpected windfall had bought Ed this flat and furnished it. Like his uncle, Ed too had invested the rest and was living off the interest. But interest rates, as they were, meant that he found that he was starting to live off some of the capital.

Ed moved into the kitchen and put the kettle on while opening the packet of Regal cigarettes he had perched on the side. Ed placed one of the smokes in his mouth. He used an orange lighter to light it and inhaled that first nicotine fix of the day. Ed, at the very tender age of 24, had started smoking in school and had “never intended to quit”. This first fix of the day was all he needed to prove that Ed would miss it if he stopped. It was something Ed could not give up: that and coffee. Yes, he had heard the arguments and read the literature and heard the stories of ex-smokers who had said the desire to smoke passed over time, but he lived for that feeling.

Outside, the noises of the hustle and bustle of the city waking up drew him over to the window that looked down on the side street. As he peered down at the people milling around, he sipped the high caffeine coffee – black, of course; he had forgotten to get milk the day before. It looked like it could snow today. That is one thing he would miss if he moved back home, the snow. He loved it, that and the diversity of the seasons in Scotland.

He wondered what he should do today. It was the first Tuesday in December, and with Christmas just weeks away, Ed thought that maybe he should shop. He wasn’t going to be able to go home to London without being weighed down with presents for everybody. His mother had told him that if he wanted to live away from the fold like the prodigal son, then while visiting, he should show his thanks for the privilege.

He finished his drink, placing the cup in the sink and, after putting on his big black wool coat, he ventured out into the morning. He walked to the bus stop and waited for the bus to the city centre while smoking yet another cigarette. A few people were waiting there, and he smiled at an old lady as she joined the queue. She scowled back at him; the older generation didn’t trust his generation.

Glasgow city centre is an eclectic mixture of Victorian and modern design. It has a distinct architecture, with elements of 19th-century Victorian architecture alongside early20th-century ‘Glasgow Style’, developed by Charles Rennie Mackintosh. In recent years, new shopping malls could be seen opening up, giving residents and visitors a warm reprieve from the harsh wind that blew down the streets. After spending more than an hour in John Lewis and buying nothing, he decided he needed that caffeine fix again, so he made his way to his favourite coffee shop on Royal Exchange Square.

He had spent many mornings in this little café with either a hangover or sometimes on his way home from some girl’s place that he had woken up in; that had been in the first eighteen months he had lived here. Now there was just one young lady in his life: Sandi, who happened to live in one of the flats just around the corner to where he sat now.

They had been seeing each other for about six months, and he had wanted her to move in with him, but she was unsure. Her argument had been that she didn’t wish to be with someone who seemed to be doing nothing. Yes, she understood about him taking time out, but she felt Ed should join the real world and that his mother did have a point. Now with them both going down to visit his parents over the Christmas break, he hoped she would understand his reasons for drifting, that she would realise his resentment of the destiny set out before him.

She lived in a two-bedroom flat that she shared with her oldest friend, Lesley. It was close to where she worked, and it was cheap. Her chosen job involved working with disadvantaged children. It was part of her character that having graduated from university with an English degree, she should end up doing social work. She was always trying to improve society and was very active in little projects that seemed to come her way. It was one of the things that had drawn him to her. He didn’t understand her devotion to the underprivileged, but he admired her for it.

And he did love her as she did him.

He knew she would be in her flat getting ready for work. She was working a late shift. He imagined her as she combed her hair, brushing her teeth and searching through her wardrobe for something to wear. She was very fussy about making the correct impression on people, unlike him, who was content just to make do with whatever he could find that was reasonably clean and comfortable.

He was tempted to walk over to her flat and then thought better of it. She would be irritated because it was interrupting her before her shift began. She was a very private person and needed boundaries. It would have to wait until tonight. Instead, he carried on with his people watching, as he sipped the latté in front of him.

He was sat outside smoking and sipping his coffee, pondering what to do with himself for the rest of the day, when he saw Sandi stroll across the square towards her place of work. He sent her a text complimenting her on the choice of boots. She had texted back telling him to get back to his writing and that she would see him that night, with a winking emoji.

He turned away and looked back up the street relishing how this city had changed, how it seemed so much more of a vibrant place, not the worn out place he had been led to believe it was. He had grown to love this town and its inhabitants.
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“Weel, morn tae ye maister, ah main say ye ur lookin’ huir uv a braw the-day,” came a deep, growling voice in a broad Scottish accent behind him. Like every major city in the world, homeless people were living on the street of Glasgow. They blocked the doorways and slept on park benches, while the much privileged seemed blinkered to their suffering. It didn’t help that the media had shown the wrong side of the homeless, the ones who had taken it up as a profession to beg for money and were seeming to make a good living at it.

But that was only a small minority of these people. The real homeless didn’t beg. They didn’t hound you for that £1 coin for a ‘cuppa’. They went about their business not bothering anyone. They learnt where to get the out-of-date food, what bins Tesco used and when. They knew when the off-licence discarded the old beer. That is how they survived, that and the helping hand of the Salvation Army and other charities set up to help them.

As the man behind Ed had placed a hand on his shoulder, he realised just how happy he was to hear that voice. Ed knew that this cold weather could take the homeless quickly, and not for the first time he wondered who would be there to grieve for Weegie or any of these people. 

Ed laughed; he had had many a conversation with Weegie over the past two years, although he still had problems understanding the accent. On the few times the two had met Sandi together, she had been their translator, and even she had admitted to sometimes having problems understanding him.

“Weegie,” Ed said greeting him, offering him one of the empty seats at the table. It was not his given name, but it was the name he had been known by for many years. Most people didn’t know his real name or who he was in his previous life, or why he was living on the streets, but he was well known within the community and surprisingly well liked.

“Would you like coffee?” asked Ed as he leant back a bit in his chair, knowing this was now going to be an enjoyable hour or so. He picked up the packet of cigarettes and offered one to Weegie while exhaling a curl of smoke from the one he had lit in his hand.

He was one of the most charismatic people Ed had met in his short time in this city. Weegie was well known for helping out anyone where he could. Many had seen him carry an old ladies’ ‘messages’ or, as Ed would call them, shopping home. ‘Messages’ always struck Ed as such a quaint Scottish word.

Weegie had also been seen, many times, helping a struggling mother with a pushchair up a flight of stairs. Because he would never take money as a tip, his remuneration was always a pouch of

































