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The Mayfair Section of London
Saturday, October 6th, 1888
“Alexia, my dear, I wish to introduce you to a very charming gentleman this evening,” the gregarious hostess shared as she surveyed the large, gaudily decorated parlor in search of the man of whom she spoke.

Alexia smiled graciously but a silent dread caused perspiration to bead between her breasts. Lady Barrington was notorious for playing the matchmaker but one who was not very skilled in her matchmaking endeavors. Alexia laughed softly. “Thank you, my Lady, but I did not attend your dinner party with the hopes of meeting any gentleman. I am perfectly content to serve as my aunt’s companion for the evening and wish for nothing more.”

Just as Alexia was attempting to quell her ladyship’s eagerness to match Alexia with an eligible bachelor, Alexia spied an extremely handsome man slowly approaching where she stood conversing with Lady Barrington. She cocked her head as she watched him approach, examining him thoroughly. He was tall, at perhaps 6’1’’, and lean but broad-shouldered with dark wavy hair worn long, touching his collar, and tucked behind his ears. His facial features were angular with a squared jaw and eyes that were a piercing blue, seemingly riveted upon her.

“Ah, there you are,” Lady Barrington addressed the gentleman as he approached where the two ladies stood. Leaning into her attractive companion, she feigned a whisper which she fully intended upon the man hearing. “This is the gentleman of which I spoke, Miss Alexander.”

Alexia maintained direct eye contact with the gentleman, displaying no coquettish artifice as she never felt comfortable playing the coquette. She smiled engagingly, and he mirrored her smile, his intensely blue eyes twinkling, and his playful expression nearly causing her to swoon.

“Miss Alexia Alexander, may I introduce Master Evan Zane,” Lady Barrington formally introduced.

Instantly, Alexia’s sense of euphoria in meeting the handsome gentleman quickly dissipated and her smile faded, instantly replaced with an angry expression contorting her beautiful features. She knew who this man was and she perceived him to be the Devil’s apprentice. She abruptly turned her head to Lady Barrington, flipping open the green patterned fan attached to her wrist with a dark green ribbon. “Please excuse me, my Lady, but I suddenly feel overly warm.” She briefly glared at Evan, with chin haughtily lifted, before turning and quickly exiting the drawing room.

“I say, Mr. Zane, I believe that you have just received a direct cut. Have you met the lady before and inadvertently insulted her in some manner?”

“No, my Lady, I have not. But if you will excuse me, I intend to find out why she reacted so coldly to me.” Evan bowed slightly and hurriedly followed the young woman into the foyer where fortunately only one other couple stood conversing.

“Miss Alexander, may I ask...”

Alexia whirled around to face a perplexed Evan, her green eyes flashing, and brusquely interrupted his question in a whisper so as not to be overheard by the conversing couple in proximity. “Your reputation precedes you, Mr. Zane, and I know of your dealings with young homeless lads on the streets of London. I find your behavior to be repugnant and reprehensible.”

Evan stiffened, obviously insulted. “Beg pardon, but my behavior and my reputation are above reproach.”

“You, sir, hire young boys to do your bidding when those hungry and homeless lads should be sheltered and cared for in my aunt’s orphanage. You endanger each child’s life while encouraging them to stay on the streets, fending for themselves in a world too cruel to endure for very long.”

“Miss Alexander, you paint an unjust picture of me and I...”

“There you are,” a petite elderly woman loudly stated as she hobbled toward Evan, using a silver handled cane to balance her precarious gait. Boldly, she demanded, “You are Mr. Evan Zane, are you not?”

“Yes, yes, I am Evan Zane,” Evan matter-of-factly responded without taking his eyes off Alexia.

Alexia’s eyes widened, and she suddenly felt panicked. “Not now, Aunt Hattie, please...”

“Now is the perfect time, Alexia.” Arching her neck to look up at Evan’s face, she commanded, “Look at me, sir.”

Evan slowly withdrew his eyes riveted to Alexia’s face and lowered his face toward the short woman whose head, capped with a pinkish colored wig, barely reached his mid-chest. “How can I be of assistance, madam?”

Alexia touched her aunt’s forearm as she pleaded, “Please, Aunt Hattie, we have discussed this. You...”

“Yes, we have, and I have decided to do what I deem is best.” Lifting her chin, she queried, “Are you one of the Zane Brothers operating a detective agency?”

“I am.”

“Then I wish to hire you to determine which of two men are planning a murder.”

Evan grimaced. “Whose murder?”

“Why, mine, of course.”

“Yours, madam? I do not comprehend.”

Alexia closed her eyes and sighed with utter embarrassment. She opened her eyes to see various couples inching closer to where she, her aunt and Evan Zane were conversing. Leaning into her aunt’s ear, she cautioned, “Perhaps this truly is not the time or place to discuss potential murders, Aunt Hattie. There are prying eyes and listening ears eager to learn your business and spread gossip.”

Aunt Hattie turned her head to her right and then to her left, grimacing. She then mimed with her right forefinger that Evan should lean forward so that she might whisper in his ear.

Evan complied.

“I am Mrs. Hattie Lennon. I shall come to your detective agency on Monday at noon to discuss my dire situation,” Aunt Hattie whispered. Leaning back, she turned to the now growing crowd of guests and waved her hands as if shooing away chickens. “Be off with all of you. My imminent death is of no concern of yours.”

Alexia nearly groaned aloud and was silently thankful that the dinner bell was tingling, announcing that dinner was served.

Evan smiled a slow, lazy grin before proffering his right arm, bent at the elbow, to Alexia’s aunt. He purposely tilted his head away from Alexia as he charmingly offered to escort Aunt Hattie into the dining room.

Aunt Hattie giggled like a young debutante who was flattered by a suitor’s attention. “No, no, Mr. Zane, I have already accepted Lord Somerville’s offer to escort me into dinner.”

As if on cue, a short, balding gentleman with a decided paunch stepped forward, proffering his arm to Aunt Hattie who readily placed her gloved hand upon his forearm. Speaking authoritatively, Aunt Hattie loudly instructed, “Please extend your gracious offer to my niece, Mr. Zane, and escort her into the dining room.”

Aunt Hattie’s command was clearly overheard by the couples sauntering into the large dining room, giving Evan no recourse but to smile graciously at Alexia and comply with her aunt’s dictate.

Alexia stiffened, sincerely not wishing to be escorted by Mr. Zane. But she was silently thankful that Mr. Zane did not voice an objection, embarrassing her in front of the other guests, but extended his arm in gentlemanly fashion. She returned his smile with a tentative smile of her own before placing her gloved hand onto his proffered forearm.

Together the couple stiffly ambled into the dining room, looking straight ahead, averting eye contact with each other.

As they walked the length of the table, beautifully set with gold-trimmed china and sparkling silverware reflecting the multiple lit candles in the crystal chandelier hanging above the table, searching for their assigned seating, Alexia silently prayed that she would not be seated next to her escort.

But lo, her fervent prayer was not answered.
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Evan could not believe that he was sitting next to Alexia and she was completely ignoring him, conversing with the dinner guest to her left and giving Evan her bare shoulders and partially bare back. Bare shoulders and a partially bare back, with a delineated backbone, which Evan could not help but reluctantly admire. Her pale skin looked as soft and smooth as a rose petal.

Evan grimaced, thinking back to when he first spied her.

He was bored beyond words.

He was standing, stiffly, facing a set of closed French doors gracing the southern wall of a garishly decorated parlor and leading to a small courtyard to the rear of the house. He sighed inaudibly. Once again, he was enduring yet another tedious dinner party in the oft chance that he would garner a new client for the detective agency.

He had yet to learn any viable information which could net him a prospective client and the dinner bell would soon ring announcing that dinner was served. He dreaded to learn who would sit to his right and to his left, serving as dinner companions. He nearly groaned aloud.

At the last dinner party, he had attended, his dinner companions were both loquacious and opinionated individuals spouting prejudicial comments which greatly annoyed Evan. But he had uncomfortably sat, withholding his opinions, and smiling graciously in the hopes of gleaning any information which would benefit The Zane Brothers Detective Agency.

He angled his head to his left, mentally admitting that Alexia’s obvious direct cut was equally annoying and if truth be told, angering. And other than possibly acquiring her aunt as a new client, if the elderly lady was of sound mind and Evan suspected that she might be a mite delusional, he surmised that this dinner party would prove as fruitless as the last.

He shook head, once again reflecting upon the moment he first spied Alexia.

As he stood by the French doors, his thoughts had been interrupted by an elderly woman’s laughter and he turned toward the middle of the room.

And then suddenly, as if the sun was peeking out from between two dark clouds, the crush of conversing guests separated and there she had stood looking radiantly beautiful. He had blinked, disbelieving his own eyes.

A young woman, perhaps twenty years of age, gracefully stood dressed in a forest-green evening gown, with a low neckline giving a tasteful hint of cleavage between two firm breasts, gaily conversing with the hostess. The fitted bodice of her gown, boasting cap sleeves, accentuated her slender torso and tiny waist above a full, flowing skirt which he surmised hid long, slender legs as she appeared poised at a height of five feet six inches.

The red highlights in her dark auburn hair, pulled atop of her head into pinned ringlets, captured the light from the candles flickering in the chandelier above. Her face was angular with luminous skin and her high cheekbones were brushed with an enticingly pink blush. Her smile was captivating, accentuating full lips, and when she laughed her green eyes sparkled, mischievously.

He began to cross toward her, drawn by her effervescence. He wanted an introduction. No...he needed a formal introduction as he wanted desperately to meet this young woman whose essence seemed to call to his soul.

Evan frowned. How fanciful his earlier thoughts had been, believing that her essence had called to his soul. He nearly groaned aloud. His frown deepened, appearing dark. He had not expected that their meeting would prove exceedingly awkward to say the least and...insultingly offensive.

“You appear in very deep contemplation, sir. A sixpence for your thoughts...” the lady seated to Evan’s right laughingly stated with a flirtatious lilt to her voice.

He turned his attention to her and was surprised to discover that she was an extremely attractive woman, perhaps five years younger than his one and thirty years, whose acquaintance he had never encountered. She was a striking beauty with brunette hair and sparkling brown eyes. Evan charmingly smiled. “My thoughts would only bore you and are not worth a sixpence, I fear.”

The lady giggled. She coquettishly batted her kohl-lined, brown eyes as she cooed, “I doubt that.” She leaned in closer, purposely revealing a very deep and enticing cleavage. “My dinner companion to my right is extremely boring and definitely, his thoughts are not worth a sixpence. You, on the other hand, look rather...” Her eyes slowly and lasciviously examined Evan’s person. “...intriguing.”

Evan chuckled. “Not half as interesting as you appear.” Nor as blatantly flirtatious, Evan thought. But who was he to complain when a beautiful woman showed discernible interest in him?

The lady leaned back, proffering her gloved hand for a perfunctory kiss as she purred, “I am Lady Clifton. I do not believe that I have had the pleasure of meeting you as I would certainly remember a handsome man such as you are.”

Evan touched her gloved fingers as he offered the expected kiss upon her hand. Lifting his eyes to hers, he responded, “No, my Lady, we have never met. I am Evan Zane.”

Evan could sense Alexia shifting in her seat to his left and he had the odd sensation that she was eavesdropping on his conversation. But he ignored her, as she had impolitely ignored him, giving her his back.

Lady Clifton gasped. “Oh, my, I have been playing the flirt with the very gentleman I was hoping to meet this evening.”

“I am? And pray tell, why, my Lady?”

She leaned into Evan’s right ear, whispering, “I shall tell you if you promise not to tell my husband how outrageously flirtatious, I was with you when first we met. He is a rather possessive man.”

Evan smiled, engagingly. “Should Lord Clifton and I ever meet, I shall not mention your beguiling behavior.”

“Oh, but you and he will meet and soon, I hope,” she blithely stated. “My husband wishes to hire your detective agency.”

“He does?”

“Yes, as you and your brothers possess stellar reputations.”

Evan thought he heard Alexia harrumph, but the throaty sound was so softly rendered that he thought perhaps he was mistaken. He smiled a slow, lazy grin. If perchance Alexia was listening to Lady Clifton, Evan was greatly pleased that the Lady had complimented Evan and his brothers, negating the sordid reputation Alexia perceived Evan to possess.

Lady Clifton leaned in once again, pressing her hand to Evan’s right forearm resting on the table. “My husband, Viscount Clifton, is away on business. But he had asked me to introduce myself to you this evening. In the hope that I could schedule a meeting with you and your brothers to discuss a matter of great import. My husband returns home tomorrow and can meet at your earliest convenience.”

Evan nodded, pleased to have discovered a potentially new client other than Alexia’s aunt who may or may not need the services of his agency. “Of course, we can schedule a meeting. But can you be more specific as to what he wishes to discuss?”

Lady Clifton furtively surveyed her surroundings as she shook her head. “The matter is extremely confidential and requires the privacy of your office. Shall we meet you on Monday at the detective agency...at two in the afternoon?”

Evan tilted his head in silent agreement just as a servant was placing a bowl of soup in front of Lady Clifton.

She softly murmured, “Then we will speak no more regarding my husband’s intentions until Monday.” Skillfully she changed the subject as she gaily inquired, “Do you enjoying attending the Theatre, Mr. Zane?”

For the remainder of the dinner, Evan conversed with a less flirtatious and more proper Lady Clifton, purposely angling his body away from Alexia who in turn slightly positioned her body away from him as she convivially conversed with the guest to her left.

Evan felt that the trite dinner conversation proved inanely endless.

And all the while, oddly and inexplicitly, he wished only to speak with the young lady to his left who apparently had no desire to communicate with him.
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Monday, October 8th, 1888

Noah Zane’s strikingly blue eyes widened as he queried, “We may possibly have two new clients?”

“Yes, I met both potential clients at the dinner party I attended on Saturday night. I have scheduled meetings with each for today...one at noon and the other, at two in the afternoon.”

“That is splendid! Well done, brother,” Noah complimented his younger sibling with a slap on Evan’s back. He then crossed behind the large desk, dominating the small office, and sat on the leather desk chair. “Firstly, tell me about the person or persons arriving at noon.”

Evan sat his one posterior cheek onto the corner of the desk and angled his body toward his seated brother who almost mirrored him in appearance. But Noah was Evan’s elder sibling by one year and possessed a dimple in his upper right cheek physically distinguishing him from Evan. And Evan’s black hair, tucked behind his ears, was wavier than Noah’s straight jet-black hair, also worn long enough to be styled in a short queue but pushed behind his ears.

Both men possessed piercing blue eyes, sparkling with intelligence, and square jaws.

“Mrs. Hattie Lennon will be here at noon.” Evan shook his head. “She claims that someone is planning to murder her. And she suspects one of two men.”

Noah grimaced.

Evan shook his head. “Mrs. Lennon is an elderly woman who appears rather...rather...”

“Delusional...?” Noah facetiously asked.

Evan shrugged. “Possibly, as I am not entirely convinced of the woman’s mental stability. She will explain everything at today’s meeting as her...her...”

“Her...what, Evan? Spit it out.”

“Her niece insisted that her aunt converse with us in private. Mrs. Lennon was causing a scene at the party, attracting nosey onlookers.”

“Her niece insisted?” Noah smirked. “And pray tell, brother, why did you just stumble over the mention of the niece? Were you attracted to her?”

“I was absolutely not attracted to her!”

Noah threw his head back against the chair’s headrest, guffawing. “You were attracted to the niece. Such vehement denial emphasizes that which you deny as truth.”

Evan grimaced. “The niece is an insulting, judgmental minx who wrongly accused me of possessing a sordid reputation.”

Noah sobered. “Beg pardon?”

“Miss Alexia Alexander claimed that my reputation preceded me and that she knew of my dealings with young homeless lads on the streets of London. She finds my behavior to be repugnant and reprehensible.”

Noah blinked before sitting forward in his chair. “No, you cannot be serious. You must have misinterpreted the lady’s statement.”

“No, I did not and I was highly insulted, clearly stating that my behavior and my reputation are above reproach.”

“But, of course.”

“She accused me of hiring young boys to do my bidding when those hungry and homeless lads should be sheltered and cared for in her aunt’s orphanage. She said that I endanger each child’s life while encouraging them to stay on the streets, fending for themselves in a world too cruel to endure for very long. I tried to defend myself, but our conversation was interrupted.” Evan sighed, looking sheepish. “But, mayhap, she is right in her allegations and I have no defense.”

Noah abruptly stood. “That is pure nonsense. You hire those boys as your ‘employees’ in the hope that giving them a purpose and a means of earning money, will prevent the lads from turning to a life of crime. This Miss Alexander knows not of what she speaks.”

Evan grimaced. “Yes, my hope is that I can save if but one homeless boy. But, am I truly so altruistic or am I merely taking advantage of the boys’ skills, to follow and watch individuals or ferret out information, for the success of our agency?”

Noah mirrored his brother’s frown. “Evan, you are both philanthropic and business-minded. Both are admirable traits. Ignore what this woman has said. She does not know you and is obviously blinded by a prejudgment based on faulty, prejudicial information.”

“Perhaps...but when little Benjie went missing and we feared that he had been harmed by the suspect he had been following, I then questioned the wisdom in my hiring the homeless boys,” Evan solemnly stated. “My conscience overly plagued me with doubts and thoughts of recrimination.”

“Yes, I know,” Noah sensitively admitted. “But Benjie was found, unharmed.”

Evan lowered his eyes. “But...”

The sound of a brass bell, attached to the doorframe above the front door, chimed, interrupting Evan’s verbalized thought and signaling that a potential client was entering the agency’s waiting room.

Evan quickly pulled his gold pocket watch out of the slit pocket of his woolen vest, flipped open its lid and checked the time. “It is only half past eight and far too early for our scheduled appointments.”

Noah grinned broadly. “Isabel promised to stop, this morning, before going to her hat shop. She made us some scones to enjoy with our morning tea.”

Evan’s eyes sparkled. “I do so like your fiancée, Noah.”

*****
[image: ]


“Mrs. Lennon will be arriving momentarily, Noah. And if you do not mind, I shall take my leave and allow you the task of interviewing her. Later, we can discuss the case and determine if we wish to accept it,” Evan stated as he lifted his beaver, gloves and cane off the chair where he had earlier placed them.

“What? Why are you not staying for the appointment?” A knowing grin graced Noah’s face. “You assume that her niece will accompany her and you do not wish to see Miss Alexander.”

“No, I do not. And my presence may cause tension. You are perfectly capable of interviewing the ladies without me present.”

“Yes, yes, of course, I am. But I should like you to remain and participate. Your insights...”

The melodious ringing of the brass bell, above the front door, interrupted Noah’s statement. He grinned, broadly. “Too late to escape, brother. I suspect the ladies have arrived.” He crossed around the desk and with determined strides walked to the closed-door separating office from waiting area.

Evan rolled his eyes before replacing his accessories back onto the chair from where he had retrieved them.

Upon opening the door, Noah spied a petite elderly woman, short in stature and slightly stooped from age, limping toward him. Her walking cane rhythmically tapped on the wooden floor as she boldly approached, with chin held at an angle to suggest self-confidence. He suppressed the urge to smile as the woman appeared flamboyantly dressed in a purple day dress with matching peplum jacket and an overly adorned lavender bonnet sporting numerous flowers and stuffed birds. Beneath the hat, she wore a pale pink wig styled in an outdated hairstyle.

Just as he was about to introduce himself, his eye caught sight of the second woman entering the front door. His eyes widened in pleasant surprise. Miss Alexia Alexander was an extremely attractive young woman, confirming for Noah that his brother was indeed attracted to the niece.

Alexia was tastefully dressed in a chic rust-colored day dress with matching fitted jacket and simple bonnet devoid of any adornments. Her tastefully, stylish garments were in stark contrast to her aunt’s unfashionable and garish style.  Noah bowed slightly as he introduced himself before asking, “Mrs. Hattie Lennon, I presume?”

“Yes, yes, I am she,” she responded before extending her hand for Noah’s perfunctory kiss.

Noah complied and politely kissed the back of Mrs. Lennon’s gloved hand.

“Might I sit, young man? My left knee is painfully bothering me today and I need to rest it.”

“But, of course, please be seated, Mrs. Lennon,” Noah stated as he mimed for her to sit on one of the two ladder-back, wooden chairs positioned in front of the desk. He then turned to Alexia and smiled warmly as he assumptively asked, “Miss Alexander, I presume?”

Alexia graciously smiled as she tilted her head, silently verifying Noah’s assumption. She, too, extended her right hand, assuming Noah wished to plant a kiss upon her gloved hand and he did. Her eyes furtively searched the small room and spied the gentleman she had hoped would not be present for this meeting.

She slightly nodded her head at Evan as she quickly pulled her hand free of Noah’s gentle grasp and placed her hands at her sides, hidden in the folds of her long skirt. Coldly, she stated, “Mr. Evan Zane...”

Evan bowed stiffly, hands behind his back, as he replied with equal coldness, “Miss Alexia Alexander...welcome to The Zane Brothers Detective Agency.”
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Alexia slowly and self-consciously crossed to the second wooden chair, situated in front of the desk, and gracefully sat, arranging her long skirts about her legs. She felt somewhat shamefaced that she had not extended her hand to Evan for his perfunctory kiss, but she had not wanted him to touch her fingers. She feared that the simple physical contact would rob her of her composure...what little poise she was currently feeling.

Evan remained stiffly standing, nearest the bow window and close to where Alexia sat, with legs braced slightly apart and hands remaining clasped behind his back.

Alexia fervently wished that Evan would sit as she felt that he was looming over her and his nearness unnerved her. She slightly shifted on her seat, averting her eyes away from Evan and focusing her attention on Noah who rounded the desk and sat on the desk chair.

Grimacing, Mrs. Lennon looked at Evan and then, examined Noah before bluntly asking, “Are you twins?”

Noah smiled. “We are often asked that question, madam. No, we are not twins. I am two and thirty years of age and Evan is a year younger.” His engaging smile turned impish. “And I am most obviously, the more attractive.”

“Most obviously...” Alexia softly mimicked before planting a frozen smile upon her face. She nearly gasped aloud at her own insensitive remark. But her mouth seemed to move of its own volition and repeated a statement that in truth she did not believe. In her humble estimation, Evan was the more physically attractive. Were he not so morally corrupt.

“Nonsense, Alexia, both men are quite handsome. Just because you attribute a disagreeable personality to Mr. Evan Zane, you needn’t dismiss his physical attractiveness.”

“Beg pardon, madam, but I do not possess an unpleasant personality. Perhaps it is your niece who is the disagreeable sort.”

Alexia stiffened, pursing her lips. She lifted her face to glare up at Evan with green eyes flashing with disdain. His barb wounded her pride, but she would not dignify it with a verbal response.

Mrs. Lennon shook her head, causing the adornments on her hat to awkwardly bounce with the movement. “My niece is quite charming, Mr. Zane, when not being provoked. And, for some reason, you irritate her. But we digress from the purpose of this meeting.”

Alexia turned toward her aunt, placing a reassuring hand on the elder woman’s left forearm as she softly agreed, “Yes, Aunt Hattie, please quickly explain the reason for this conference and refrain from repeating passing comments I made to you, in private.”

Evan’s eyes narrowed as he stared at Alexia.

She could feel his eyes glowering at her and she nervously shifted once again, on her seat. She was uncharacteristically nervous, and she attributed her unease to the fact that she was in the company of man she intensely disliked. And yet, reluctantly found dashingly handsome.

“Yes, yes, let me explain why I am here and hope to hire your services,” Aunt Hattie stated in a quivering voice. “I notice that you have a folded broadsheet laying on your desk, Mr. Zane. Is it The Times?”

“Please call me by my given name as ‘Mr. Zane’ could refer to either me or Evan,” Noah light-heartedly suggested. “And yes, it is the morning edition of The Times.”

“Please turn to page two in the newspaper, Noah,” Aunt Hattie politely but firmly requested.

Noah did as the lady suggested.

“Do you see an article entitled ‘Catching the Ripper’?”

Noah nodded. “I do.”

Aunt Hattie glanced at Alexia and Evan before commandingly instructing, “Please read aloud paragraph three.”

Noah’s eyes scanned the article and began to read the indicated paragraph aloud, “Recently, the Metropolitan Police have consulted with a Spiritualist possessing clairvoyant powers, Mrs. Hattie Lennon, who names two men as possibly being ‘Leather Apron’, now known as ‘Jack the Ripper’.” Noah lifted his eyes off the broadsheet. Incredulously, he asked, “You are a Spiritualist with clairvoyant powers...?”

Aunt Hattie lifted her chin, proudly, as she confirmed, “I am.”

“Beg pardon, Mrs. Lennon, for my skeptical query. But, what clairvoyant powers do you believe that you possess?” Evan dubiously queried.

Aunt Hattie waved a plump hand at Evan as if his skepticism was the norm. “I am often asked that question and actually, it is a rather astute enquiry. Different Spiritualists possess different clairvoyant abilities. I, myself, possess precognition and on rare occasions, I experience retrocognition.”

“Please explain what ‘precognition’ and ‘retrocognition’ entail,” Noah suggested as he furtively glanced at his brother whose face registered disbelief.

“In the simplest terms, precognition allows me to see events which will occur in the future and with my psychic ability I can see people and places quite clearly. Retrocognition depicts events which have occurred in the past but of which I could not possibly have knowledge of except through a vision. Sometimes I see future or past events in my dreams or in self-induced trances and other times, I am thrust into a trancelike state beyond my control.” She smiled proudly. “Please continue reading the paragraph on page two of the broadsheet, Noah.”

Noah reluctantly continued reading aloud, “Mrs. Lennon predicts that another vicious Whitechapel murder will occur in November and she clearly indicates that one of two men are the perpetrator, Jack the Ripper. For investigative purposes, those names have not been released by the police.”

“Mrs. Lennon, I do not wish to offend but stating that another murder will occur in the month of November is a very likely occurrence as Jack the Ripper has not been apprehended and logically speaking, he will kill again.”

Aunt Hattie smirked. “You are correct, Noah. But what is not revealed in the newspaper is the exact date I predict the murder will take place. Jack the Ripper will kill on Friday, November 9th.”

Evan grimaced. “And who are the two men you suspect?”

Aunt Hattie angled her face toward Evan. She frowned. “In my vision, I could clearly see the murder taking place and in similar brutal fashion as the others, the victim being viciously mutilated. I cannot summon the prostitute’s name, but two names resonated in my mind, merging together in a confusing manner, and distorting my thinking...Montague John Druitt and...Baronet Warrington.”

Evan’s brow furrowed. “Perhaps when you visited the police station, you overheard those two names as suspects currently being investigated.”

Aunt Hattie vigorously shook her head. “No, no, that was not the case. I envisioned the murder and just before the poor prostitute died in my vision, I could see the man through the victim’s eyes. And those two names echoed in my mind.”

Noah leaned forward, placing the open broadsheet onto the blotter. “Can you describe the man’s appearance?”

“But, of course, I can. He is about 5’8” or 5’9” with an average build, fair complexion with a mustache and about thirty years of age.”

Noah jerked his head toward Evan who quickly angled his head toward Noah in the same moment.

Alexia examined the looks on both men’s animated faces and she surmised that they were both thinking the same thoughts. “What...what is it? Do you currently have a description of Jack the Ripper and that man’s description matches what my aunt just described?”

Evan rudely ignored what Alexia had just asked and posed a question of his own, directed to Aunt Hattie. “How was the man, you envisioned, dressed?”

“He rather looked like a sailor, wearing a white and black loose-fitting jacket, a grey cloth cap and a red neckerchief.”

“And this is the same description you gave to the Authorities?” Noah probed.

“Yes, exactly as I just stated to you.”

Noah nodded his head. “I see now why the police put credence into your clairvoyant skills.”

“Why, Noah? Please explain,” Alexia directed.

Noah glanced at his brother who shook his head almost imperceptibly.

“I am sorry. but we are not at liberty to elaborate on a confidence shared. And, we have not yet agreed to take on your case.” Noah paused, rubbing his smooth chin with the forefinger and thumb of his right hand. “You gave the names of two individuals to the Authorities, but those names were not released in the newspaper article. Do you suspect that one of these two men will retaliate and murder you? And why do you believe so when the names were not publicized?”

“Because Jack the Ripper will sense that I know his real identity and thus, will wish to eliminate me.” Mrs. Lennon’s voice cracked with emotion, belying her feigned bravado.

Noah smirked. “I believe that Jack the Ripper is overly arrogant and does not perceive you as a threat, madam.”

Aunt Hattie nodded her head, bobbing the embellishments adorning her gaudy hat. “Oh, but he does. That is why I wish to hire your agency. I wish you to prove that one of these two men is indeed the Ripper and he must be apprehended before he kills me.”

Evan grimaced. “I am a mite confused, Mrs. Lennon. You approached me only two days prior, on Saturday night, indicating that you believed one of two men intended to murder you. But, the article in The Times only just appeared today. Did you also have a clairvoyant vision of your own death?” Evan’s voice dripped with sarcasm.

Alexia bristled before responding with a snippy response, “No, Mr. Zane, she did not. Several articles have appeared over the past three weeks, in different newspapers, indicating that my aunt has consulted with the Authorities and has named two men as possible suspects in the Whitechapel Murders.”

“I do not recall reading any articles about your aunt, over the past three weeks, Miss Alexander,” Evan retorted with a surly response of his own.

Alexia tilted her face toward Evan as she pithily remarked, “Mayhap you are not as well-read, in current events, as you perceive yourself to be.”

Noah hid a smile behind his hand.

Evan glowered at Alexia before taking a step forward and planting his left posterior cheek onto the corner of the desk while resting his forearms on his toned thigh parallel to the floor. He turned to Alexia’s aunt and sensitively asked, “Have you received any threats, Mrs. Lennon?”

Alexia was relieved that Evan had finally sat but his new position offered him an even better vantage point to intimidate her. She angled her body toward her aunt, giving him her profile. She would not be intimidated.

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Lennon responded with an anxious look on her aging face. “And I have brought the threatening note with me for your perusal.”
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Chapter Five
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“You have received a threatening missive?’ Evan incredulously asked.

“Yes.  Did I not just say so?” Aunt Hattie petulantly stated as she rummaged through her large reticle to find the note. “Ah, here it is.” She handed a folded piece of paper, with a tremulous hand, to Evan who leaned forward to accept it.

He promptly examined the broken seal on the missive but there was no imprint on the wax to signify either the sender’s initial or insignia. “When and how did this missive arrive?” Evan asked as he unfolded the paper.

“It arrived last Monday. It was placed under the doorknocker on my front door, secured by twine to prevent it from blowing away,” Aunt Hattie replied, unconsciously wringing her gloved hands together.

Evan quickly scanned the note before passing it to his brother.

Noah proceeded to read it aloud.


Dear Madam,

I keep hearing that you know who I am but the police wont fix me just yet. I am down on whores and now Spiritualists. I shant quit ripping them till I do get buckled. The next job I do might be you. I will give you no time to squeal. My knife’s so nice and sharp. Ha. Ha. 

Yours truly, 

Jack the Ripper


Noah’s brow furrowed as he silently re-read the note. Lifting his eyes to Evan, he candidly observed, “The author of this note has literally taken phrases from the letter supposedly sent by Jack the Ripper to the Central News
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