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The evil and cruel party that came to be known as “Jack the Ripper,” England’s first serial killer, terrorized the streets of Whitechapel in London’s East-end during the fall of 1888, now referred to as The Autumn of Terror.  The five “canonical” murders (those generally agreed upon by the majority of Ripper experts, known as “Ripperologists” as being committed by the infamous killer) took place during the exact period when legendary literary sleuth Sherlock Holmes would have been in his heyday as a thirty-five-year-old “private consulting detective” in London.  In the series of short stories and novelettes penned by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle during those years, Holmes was often called in to assist the (portrayed as mostly incompetent) London Metropolitan Police and Scotland Yard in their more problematic investigations.  Which begs the question; why did Holmes never take on London’s - and indeed the world’s - most infamous unsolved mystery, which would have taken place right under his very nose in 1880’s London?  My answer; he did.  And not only did he investigate it at the request of The Crown, but in my story, he also solved the case.  However, like many of the fictional detective’s most puzzling and intriguing cases, the results of this investigation led Holmes to make connections to persons and events whose revelation could result in explosive situations which might have had serious ramifications on British politics and society.  And so, in the same way a number of supposedly unreleased case outcomes mentioned through Watson’s narration in stories like The Problem of Thor Bridge, The Adventure of the Veiled Lodger and The Adventure of the Creeping Man, the results of the Ripper case have remained unpublished - “entombed in a tin box” - until such time that all concerned parties are long-since dead, or the implications of the investigation’s outcome could no longer be damaging or threatening to national security.  Thus, 125 years after the fact, the Ripper’s identity could finally be revealed in the year 2017.

My story, Sherlock Holmes and the Autumn of Terror, is a fictionalized version of my own actual theory on the true identity of Jack the Ripper, which has never before been put forth, and is supported by the huge amount of irrefutable evidence I have amassed as you will see.  It is based on years of investigation, numerous trips to the actual crime scenes in London, as well as the application of Holmes’ methods in my own experience as a Private Detective, my avid readership of all the Holmes stories and my love for foreign languages, solving puzzles and word games.  I have used all of this, along with expert advice, to create what I believe to be a possible, plausible resolution to one of the world’s greatest unresolved mysteries.  Many of the people, incidents and evidence presented in this tale actually existed, and are intermingled with characters, colloquial dialect and events taken from Doyle’s writings in order to create and maintain an air of authenticity.  But reader beware - lest you condemn me for not having done my research in my contemporary usage of slang such as “nark of the police,” “crib” (in reference to someone’s home or apartment), “smash-and-grab,” “What’s up” and other modern-sounding words and phrases in the 1800’s, let me assure you that all of these - and many more - were borrowed directly from the pages of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s own works.  There may be two exceptions.  Let’s see if you can tell which ones they are.

Also included in this novel is a short story-within-a-story called The Bogus Laundry Affair that was written from Holmes’ perspective, in the style of The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier.  The reader may choose to skip directly over it or read it entirely separately from the rest of the book, as doing so will have no bearing on the outcome of the rest of the bigger story - it contains no spoilers.  The only thing it has in common with Doyle’s original concept as introduced in The Adventure of the Cardboard Box is the name of the story, the mention of one DI Aldridge, and a generous sprinkling of Holmes- and Watson-isms as borrowed from a number of my favorite Sherlock Holmes tales as well as other writings of horror, mystery and imagination by Doyle. 

It is with great honor that I am able to say that this book was written with the technical advice and inspiration of three men that I have held in the highest esteem for most of my adult life, and that I had the good fortune to have been able to meet through a wonderful series of events that began in February of 2015, when I was invited to a dinner at which Dr. Michael Baden, world-renowned Forensic Pathologist was present.  He was a guest of a very close friend, Sam Sanguedolce, who happened to be First Assistant District Attorney of Luzerne County, near my home in rural Northeast Pennsylvania.  Dr. Baden was in town to testify in the murder case of Hugo Selensky, a local man that, with an accomplice, had killed a couple in a very cruel manner, and had buried their corpses on his property.  Dr. Baden had been originally called in on the case at its inception in 2002, and was in town to testify for the prosecution about the cause and manner of death, as well as other details about their autopsies, and what was found in those examinations.  Through sheer luck, I found myself alone with Dr. Baden for the better part of two hours, as he had been barred from the courtroom during the testimony of another witness.  During that time, we established a friendship that continues to this day, and which led to my meeting Dr. Henry C. Lee, and in turn, Dr. Cyril H. Wecht, both of whom are known for their expertise throughout the world, and were great contributors to this book regarding the medical details of the murders, as well as crime-scene analysis in my fictional recreations of the crimes based on the actual reports of police and medical examiners from London during the period of the Ripper killings.  Dr. Wecht helped me to recreate the murders in a manner consistent with the actual findings of the real medical examiners that worked on the case.  Dr. Lee helped me greatly with the development of the Leu character, and was particularly enlightening in giving me an understanding of the nature of bullet trajectory and ricochet properties that in turn would help me explain Dr. Watson’s “wandering war injury” that certain Holmes “experts” love to point out as an error in Doyle’s writings.  I hope to have resolved this issue once and for all, with the help of the world’s leading expert on the subject as a small tribute to the creator of the legends that are Holmes and Watson.  I also hope to have settled a similarly pesky revolver issue.  

The first times I received phone calls from each of the three doctors will forever remain etched into my memory.  My heartfelt thanks go out to these three men, as well as Samuel Sanguedolce, without whom I’d have never had the opportunity to meet the Doctors.  My thanks also go out to Detective Michael Dessoye - Chief of Detectives for the Office of the Luzerne County, Pennsylvania District Attorney, who also worked with Sam and Dr. Baden on the Selensky case, which was the model for some of the crimes I have dramatized here.  I also wish to thank my long-time dear friend Mr. Chris Short of Derby, England, whose London research on the International Men’s Educational Club was crucial to the development and direction of my actual theory of the true Ripper crimes.

Also of great assistance to me in the writing of this book were the remaining members of the Panel of Ten - a group of men that I had enlisted to help me maintain accuracy in matters of historical detail, London police procedure, Toxicology and the study of the effects of certain poisons.  I chose a rather quirky method of inviting them to be a part of my project, by sending them weekly installments of the story for their approval, but rather than doing so as myself, all of my communication with them in that regard was done via e-mails written to them “from the desk of John H. Watson M.D. through the offices of Black Stallion Security and Investigations” - my own firm (clue!).  Besides those already mentioned, the members of that panel include Kenneth Widman, Douglas Zahn, Gary Angove and Ryan Sutliff.  I must also include my thanks to my good friend Matt “Murdoc” Savory for his invaluable help with my Cockney rhyming slang and all things British.  Finally, to Richard Jones, Ripperologist extraordinaire, who took the time to hear me out and help me present my theory upon the world stage via Adam Wood and his online magazine, and to the legendary Donald Rumbelow, upon whom I have based a character that is of great assistance to Holmes.  Thank you, men.

In order to avoid confusing the reader by explaining in detail each archaic term, person or historical fact I refer to in the text of my story, I have opted to use footnotes to which the reader can refer for more information about those items at the back of the book.

Lastly, I would like to point out that for dramatic purposes, the chapters are not necessarily always in chronological order, and that those attributed to the actual writings of Dr. John H. Watson, Sherlock Holmes and the actual Jack the Ripper will appear in a different typeface (known as “Baskerville Old Face” HA!) and use the British system of spelling and punctuation to separate them from other narration.  I ask the reader to take into account the dates that head each chapter, as I have remained as true to the actual story of Jack the Ripper as I have been able to do, with as much attention to historical detail as possible, while fictionally bringing the famous Baker Street detective into the picture to present my own actual theory of the killers’ true identity and methods.  I hope that by bringing together my favorite real-life mystery and my favorite fictional sleuth, I may introduce one or the other to friends around the world, many of whom I have not yet met.

RW

Forest City, PA. 8 October, 2016

The Old Huntsman

There’s a keen and grim old huntsman

On a horse as white as snow ;

Sometimes he is very swift

And sometimes he is slow.

But he never is at fault,

For he always hunts at view,

And he rides without a halt

After you.

The huntsman’s name is Death,

His horse’s name is Time ;

He is coming, he is coming,

As I sit and write this rhyme ;

Hark!  The evening chime is playing,

O’er the long grey town in peals ;

Don’t you hear the death-hound baying

At your heels?

From Songs of Action, A. Conan Doyle 1898
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CHAPTER I: THE AUTUMN BEGINS
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31 August, 1888.  Whitechapel Road.  London’s East End

A costermonger’s cart1 rattles down the gas-lit cobblestone street, hoof beats echoing against the brick walls of the empty buildings as it passes.  Its driver, a medium-height, well-dressed man urges his pony onward with a long whip.  He slows to examine the various “unfortunates”2 that are plying their trade along the thoroughfare.  He largely ignores their cries and propositions as he continues down the Whitechapel Road.

On this Theotokos night, the promenade of the Marriage Market3 is dark.  So very dark.  I can hardly negotiate these narrow passageways of Hinchinopolis with my chariot.  Look, there!  I say!  Is it another vision?  Pray, no, she is real.  And she is wearing The Crown and Veil.  It must be her!  At long last, I have found her—the Idolatress.  I feel The Change taking place in me.

The man stops the cart on Whitechapel Road, and jumps down to the street, keeping a loose hold on the pony’s reins, and approaches the woman.  In one hand, he holds a black leather Gladstone medical bag. 

She is arrayed in Scarlet and Purple with Seven Jewels—Seven Mountains... Seven Kings... Seven Heads with Ten Horns.  It is she!  The Whore of Babylon4!

The woman, wearing a new black straw bonnet and dressed in a heavily worn reddish brown Ulster coat with seven large brass buttons and a white scarf, cries out to the man, “Sir!  What a lovely gold chain and jewel you wear.  And such a beautiful pony!  I will gladly please a gentleman such as yourself.  Tuppence5 for an hour or sixpence for the night.”  He replies, in a velvety, Slavic-accented voice, “Oh, but I’ve gold and precious stones and pearls to offer you, Great Mother!  Ornaments befitting of Your Majesty.”  She takes an unstable two steps toward the cart, and stands unsteadily, but attentive.

The man opens his black Gladstone bag to reveal a mound of beads, bangles, thick gold chains and necklaces, then snaps it shut and places it upon the seat beside his right hip.  “Come!  Let us ride upon my chariot to behold the glories of Jericho, your kingdom!”  He jumps back up to the driver’s seat of the cart, and the woman drunkenly staggers, giggling, approaching the vehicle.  “Oh, so it’s a Queen Mum you’re lookin’ for!” 

“Yes, a Queen Mary actually,” he replies, momentarily taking the woman aback.  But as he extends his hand to her, she takes it.  The man gallantly assists her aboard to the seat beside him and lightly whips the pony.  “Wot’s this beautiful cup for then, Love?” she asks, in her heavy Cockney accent.  The man does not answer, and she simply shrugs.  They drive off into the London fog toward Buck’s Row.  He stops the cart in front of Essex Wharf, far from a dimly burning gaslight at the end of the road - the only illumination on the dark street.  Reaching for his bag, he pulls out a string of pearls, far too elaborate to be used as payment for the woman’s services.  

“Turn around, My Queen.  Please hold the Golden Vessel while I fit you with this ornament.”  With a cluck of delight, she takes the cup in her left hand, which the man gently guides until it is resting upon her chest.  

“Ooh!  Are we drinkin’ then?” she asks.  His hand gently brushes her right breast as he withdraws it, leaving her clutching it tightly in place against her ample bosom.  She then turns her back to him and lifts her hair and bonnet to reveal the bare nape of her neck.  With the strand of pearls in his left hand, he gently tosses them over the left side of her neck from behind.  The pearls clank against the gold metal goblet that she continues to hold between her breasts.  In his right hand, he now holds a sharp knife that was also in the bag, hidden beneath the mounds of costume jewelry that also concealed an empty phial and a syringe.  The end of the strand drops into her lap, and she reaches her right hand down to catch it and bring it around to the back for him to clasp it around her neck.  But before her hand can come up with the closure, he drops the strand and reaches around to pull the cup in tight against her chest with his left hand.  He quickly brings the knife up around from the right with his other hand in a deadly embrace.  With a swift motion, the man slices her neck from below her left ear across to the center.  Warm jets of blood spurt from the slice in her neck and into the cup he holds below it.  Although the knife does not completely penetrate the vein and artery, some of the crimson liquid spills out past the cup and splashes down to the floorboard of the cart.  Suddenly emerging from her drunken stupor, she spins and ducks out of his grip, then falls off the cart and lands forcefully on her back on the wet cobblestone road, knocking the wind out of her, and sending a shock of extreme pain shooting up her spine.  

Ignoring the motion he sees under the tarpaulin that covers the bed of the cart, the man puts down the cup with care, then leaps off the cart and lands straddling her body with the knife held up, ready to be brought down as a dagger.  Driven by desperation and the instinctive will to live, she attempts to ward off the knife he wields in his right hand by grabbing it with both of hers, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his wrist and her strength fading with each passing second.  In an attempt to force her to release his arm, he leans down and delivers three brutal blows to the right side of her jaw with his free left fist, smashing her head down against the cobblestones with savage force.  The strikes knock several teeth out of her mouth, sending them cascading down to the wet ground.  He then grabs her across the jaw with a mighty squeeze and retracts the knife out of her hands to stab her, but, with basic animal instinct, she rolls over onto her stomach to avoid the blow.  Barely maintaining consciousness, she attempts to escape by crawling away, but succeeds only in reaching the gutter, her throat wounds spewing blood that quickly mixes with the draining rainwater and filth.  The man walks purposefully behind her and kneels upon her back, using his left hand to grab her hair, pulling her head up and backwards.  He reverses the grip on his knife and brings it around to continue the slash to her throat that he had begun on his cart.  This second, more severe cut, beginning an inch in front of the other, continues deeply slicing her throat across to a point three inches below her other ear.  The effect is a ghastly Death Grin that severs all of the tissues down to the vertebrae, very nearly decapitating her.  The carotid arteries as well as the jugular veins on both sides of the neck are severed, causing what is left of her blood to pump out freely from her body—by this time, only a bit more than would have been needed to fill a third wineglass.

There is blood enough for my sacred writings.  Enough to fill twice the Kli Shareit6 of blasphemies and abominations, a testament to the filthiness of your fornication!  The Dybbuk has ended The Scourge! 

He brings his Chalef knife6 down and begins to tear open the dead woman’s abdomen.  

“With seven ritual cuts, The Great Whore of Babylon has been annihilated! One cut for each head of the beastly Sirrush7 that she rides upon over the Seven Hills.”

The young man completes the ghastly, ritualistic mutilation of the woman’s body.

“The Shechita8 is done.  Let us fill the Kli Shareit and preserve the precious fluid!”  

The man walks back to the cart and picks up the cup, raises it skyward and brings it down momentarily, then carefully pours its contents into an empty ginger beer bottle.

But alas, I must now don my disguise and return to the Temple in great haste, for the Canaanites and their Pharisees will be seeking the Dybbuk to exact their revenge upon us!

Slowly regaining his senses, the man retrieves the bloody strand of pearls that have fallen and broken upon the cobblestone street beside his pony’s hoof.  He picks up two of the three stray pearls that have broken from the strand and rolled away between the stones.  But one remains hidden from his view.  He then reaches down to pull the hatpin from her black straw bonnet and places it into his pocket next to the loose pearls.

With surprising agility, he jumps back up onto the costermonger’s cart, placing the broken strand of pearls next to the black bag and cup upon the seat beside him, still warm from where the woman had so recently been sitting.  He then cleans the knife by wiping it with a corner of the tarpaulin cover.  After placing it into the bag along with the damaged necklace, the young man ensures that the newly-filled ginger beer bottle will not spill by locking it into place next to the cup against the corner of the cart’s platform wall using the Gladstone bag.  Then, rearranging the tarpaulin to once again cover the back of his cart, the man pulls it forward to conceal the items, double checking that nothing can be detected beneath it.  He picks up the horse whip he had set down earlier on the floorboard to strike the pony’s rump, and they begin to trot away down Buck’s Row towards Whitechapel Road, leaving the dead and mutilated body of the woman behind, blood slowly seeping from its wounds into the gutter of the most impoverished, diseased and filthy area of Victorian London.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER II: JACOB THE LATTER
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13 January, 2017.  Lloyds of London Bank, Baker Street/Marylebone Branch

It was a rainy, squally day, which grew wilder as it progressed, so it was by no means the weather in which anyone would travel who was not driven to do so by necessity.  The heavy wind was whipping the rain almost horizontally, and pelted Jacob Watson with heavy droplets as he ran out of the lobby of his office building at Number 104 Berkeley Square and jumped into the back seat of the Rolls Royce of his solicitor.  “Good morning, Jacob,” cried Samuel Warren,9 in his thick Edinburgh brogue. “Dreich though it be, today’s the day.  I hear the press is already swarming.  Stand by for a drama.  Are ye ready for come-what-may?” 

“Good Lord, I hope so, Sam.  God knows they’ve been hounding me for weeks.  I’m only worried that we’ll end up with another travesty the likes of which has not been seen since the opening of Al Capone’s vaults in America.  Or worse, the opening of old wounds that could have catastrophic implications on certain perfectly law-abiding families with no fault in the scandals perpetrated by their ancestors.”  Warren signalled to the driver and the Rolls began to move away from the curb.  

“Lovely car, by the way,” chirped Jacob.  

“Aye, a shining new Ghost, and it was purchased only just there,” said Warren, pointing to the grand Rolls Royce showroom on the corner, just a few doors down from Watson’s office.  “Perhaps you’ll be able to afford one just as bonnie yourself, once we’ve blown off the dust and opened up your great grand dey’s coffer.”  

“Hmmm... yes, perhaps, with a little luck.  Or perhaps I’ll just become the laughingstock of London society, yet again.”  The Rolls makes a U-turn around the spiked iron fencing that surrounds the grass in Berkeley Square, and heads back out towards Mayfair.  The morning traffic of London was made worse than usual with the torrential rain.  

“We’ll not make it on time,” says the driver.  

“No worries,” said Jacob.  “They can’t very well start without us, can they now?”

“True that,” said Samuel, though it came out more like “trrroo thaught” in his heavy Scottish accent.  Jacob thought wistfully of his ancestor’s legendary exploits as the trusted aide and confidante to the world’s most famous consulting detective, Sherlock Holmes.  His great grandfather, Dr. John Watson, had meticulously chronicled many of Holmes’ most notable cases, which had earned them both great notoriety, albeit reluctantly on Holmes’ part.  Even today, Holmes’ work was still hailed as the predecessor to all modern-day forensic science techniques, many of which had been invented and/or pioneered by Holmes and recorded by Watson for posterity.  Jacob himself had tried, rather unsuccessfully, to capitalize on his name and connection to the best friend and ally to the Great Detective with a series of appearances on various Good Morning shows in the UK, as well as crime shows and documentaries covering the life and times of Holmes and Watson, some even produced in America.  He had been waiting for this day as long as he could remember, since the day his father had told him that he would be the heir to the unpublished manuscripts of his own grandfather, when the 125-year restriction on their being unveiled would expire.  That day was today, and had begun at twelve midnight GMT.  The box had been under lock and key, and had remained carefully guarded ever since it was originally entrusted in 1892 by his great grandfather into the custody of one Cox and Company, a now-defunct bank formerly located in the Charing Cross area, and later transferred to Lloyds of London when the Cox building was destroyed during the bombings of World War II.

With the Beatles’ Maxwell’s Silver Hammer playing over the car radio, they made the loop and then attempted to make the left onto Park Street, but were thwarted by a man with a horse-drawn cart - a rare sight in modern-day London, rarer yet on such a brutally dismal and rainy day.  Yet there he was, blocking the left turn lane and forcing the Rolls to continue on until they could turn around at Blackburne’s Mews.  A mews is a small cul de sac as found all around London, and was formerly a row of stables, usually with carriage houses below and living quarters above, built around a paved yard or court, or along a street behind large city houses such as those constructed during the 17th and 18th centuries.  They were once where horses and carts or traps (the British term for horse-drawn taxis and carriages of Victorian times) were kept.  Mews are now very expensive and fashionable places to live, as they have mostly been converted into high-end inner city dwellings with premium access to the CBD and avoidance of the congestion and emissions charges paid by those who enter the city by car during restricted hours.  As he turned the car around in the entryway to the mews, the driver practically had to shout to be heard over the music, the heavy rain and the steady thump of the windscreen wipers. 

“Damn fool!  He bloody well should’ve stayed in here, dry and out of our way.  It’s half nine already.” 

It was after ten when they pulled up to the corner outside Lloyds of London.  All possible parking spots on both Baker Street and Marylebone were taken up by news vans with their broadcast antennae jutting upward toward the higher floors of the adjacent office buildings.  Despite the heavy rain, some local reporters were standing outside in their Macintosh raincoats, braving the wind and water as they delivered their reports on the events about to unfold.  The driver stopped the Rolls at the curb, as close as he could get to the front of the bank, and when a reporter recognized Jacob, havoc ensued.  He and Samuel exited their vehicle, ducking their heads in a vain attempt to stay dry.  They ran into the bank, trailed by a phalanx of reporters anxious to get the first interview of the day with the man of the hour.  

Inside, they were greeted by the bank’s president, Mr. Neil Gibson.  Gibson, a tall, gaunt, dapper man in his late fifties appeared delighted to see them.  “Mr. Watson, a good morning to you!  Lovely day, what?’  He gestured at the crowd of reporters.  “They’ve been here since daybreak waiting for you.  This is a story even I have been waiting for, ever since getting hooked on your grandfather’s stories.”  

“Great grandfather, actually,” Jacob corrected him. 

“Yes, of course.  Off we go then,” said Gibson.  “Which of them will be the lucky network to be allowed in?  There can only be one.  Bank policy, you know.  Space in the vault is limited.”  

“Well, in that case, I suppose it will have to be the man from the BBC,” answered Jacob, although he would have preferred to allow the gorgeous blonde Sky News reporter to receive the ultimate journalistic prize of the day.  

“Would you gents care for a cuppa before we begin?  You look as though you could use one,” offered Gibson.  

“No, but thanks.  I’d just as soon get this started right away,” replied Jacob.  

“Don’t blame you a bit.  Not one bit,” cried Gibson, rubbing his hands together.

With camera crew in tow, the three men along with the chosen BBC reporter made their way to the Safety Deposit Box vault.  A uniformed policeman was guarding the heavy Chubb vault door, which was already unlocked, but still closed.  Gibson approached the door, and opened it with a clockwise spin of the large metal wheel.  An audible “swoosh” was heard as the vacuum seal of the vault was broken.  The men entered, Gibson first, then Jacob.  The policeman ushered the rest of them inside, and partially closed the door, leaving it slightly ajar as the remaining camera crews vied for a shot through the opening.

“Box 221-b,” Gibson instructed the policeman.  At that, Jacob let out a surprised laugh and a small snort, which the reporter smiled at, but the irony was apparently lost on the rest of them.  

“Gary, get that shot!” the languid reporter instructed the cameraman, as he fixed his hair and began stretching his jaw and uttering short strange and nonsensical words in what was apparently a pre-reporting preparation ritual.  

“Why’d ya have to goo and pick that one to come in here with us?” asked Warren.  “Ya could nae have picked the bonnie blonde Sky News winch that was stood out there in the rain instead?”  Jacob just rolled his eyes in response.  

After a few more varied noises and grunts in his verbal workout, the reporter gave the men an inquisitive look and silently mouthed, “Ready?” The three men looked at each other, then to him, nodding in agreement.  He signalled for the camera to roll, and began.

“This is Langdale Pike,10 reporting to you live from the safe deposit box vault of Lloyds of London’s Baker Street/Marylebone branch, where we are about to witness the unsealing of the forbidden case files of legendary super-sleuth Sherlock Holmes, London’s greatest consulting detective and father of modern forensic science!  I can tell you the excitement here is palpable as we anxiously await the opening of the box, which was sealed by order of Holmes himself, exactly 125 years ago today, with strict instructions that its contents remain secret until this very day.  And here to open that box is the great-grandson of Holmes’ trusted sidekick and biographer, Dr. John Watson.  Jacob S. Watson III, (and here the camera panned over to Jacob and Warren) - an Architect at Manor House in Berkeley Square and his lawyer Samuel Warren, a solicitor of the law firm of Warren, Holloway and Steele in the Edgware Road, are on hand to reveal what may be hidden in these documents, which were sealed and locked on this day in 1892.  According to Dr. Watson’s own writings, these papers will reveal many of Holmes’ most intricate and astonishing cases, the results of which were deemed by Holmes to be too incendiary and explosive for the times, and whose revelations could be extremely damaging to members of high society, government and even, it has been rumoured, possibly embarrassing to the Crown.  All of that remains to be seen as we unveil the contents of Sherlock Holmes’ unpublished case files!  Stay tuned, the box will be unsealed right after this break.  CUT!  How was that, Gary?”  

“Cracking!” came the response from behind the camera.  Jacob, who had been listening to the reporter with feigned disinterest, moved toward the box, which had been placed by the policeman named Rance upon one of the stainless steel tables in the room.  Pike approached Jacob and Gibson.  

“How will this work?” he asked.  

“We’ll just unlock it, and then Mr. Watson can open it in a way that will allow your camera to get a good shot of the big moment.”  Gibson handed Jacob a pair of rubber gloves, then reached into his watch pocket and brought out a very small key of the type used in Victorian times.  “Shall I do the honours, or would you prefer to do that?” he asked Jacob, holding up the key.  

“By all means, go ahead, Mr. Gibson,” replied Jacob.  Everyone took their positions, and Jacob put on the gloves.  After receiving the gesture signalling the readiness of the camera, Pike cried out the order, “And 3-2-1...GO!” The camera’s bright light went on and Gary the cameraman excitedly said, “Rolling!”  

“And the crucial moment is finally upon us,” said Langdale Pike into his microphone. “Watson approaches the box... the bank manager unlocks the box... wait a moment, he appears to be having a bit of difficulty turning the key... there it is... it’s turning... it’s...it’s OPEN... THE BOX IS OPEN!!!”  Pike’s voice then lowered to a whisper, like the announcer at a golf or chess match.  “And Watson is examining the contents... I see what appears to be an envelope... and what look to be individually paper-wrapped parcels.  Camera, can we get a close-up on that box?”  The camera zoomed in on the box and the pile of wrapped envelopes on the gleaming table.  One by one, Jacob picked up and examined each packet.  The first was labeled “The Bogus Laundry Affair.”  With a facial expression that gestured both acknowledgement and curiosity at that title, Jacob gently laid it on the table and began reading the labels on the remaining parcels, laying each on top of the stack as he went along.  “The Tankerville Club Scandal,” “Morgan the Poisoner,” “The Trepoff murder in Odessa,” “Merridew of Abominable Memory,” “The Conk-Singleton forgery case,” “The Refused Knighthood,” and many others (46 others to be exact!) were revealed until he reached the bottom of the box, where he came upon a larger, thicker packet wrapped in waxed paper and tied tightly with string in both directions.  The packet was labeled simply “JACK.”

Officer Rance, who had been specially chosen for today’s assignment, approached Jacob and asked if it would now be permissible to allow the cameraman to come closer and individually film the parcels.  Jacob replied, “Well, that seems perfectly acceptab-” but was immediately cut off by Warren, who said, in his heavy Scotch accent, “I believe it would be much wiser for Mr. Watson and me to take a wee moment to ourselves to privately examine the contents of the box, and then make that determination if ye wouldn’t mind, Sir.  Thank you very much for your understanding.”  And with that, Warren placed his hand over the lens of the BBC camera and asked that the reporter and crew be “escorted out of the room momentarily.”  Jacob, slightly perturbed that his moment of truth had been cut short, gave Warren a silent “what the hell are you doing?” gesture with his eyes, to which Warren replied with a simple wink.  Warren then turned to Gibson and said, “Would you please excuse Mr. Watson and myself for a moment, Mr. Gibson?  We’d like to have a look (although it came out more like “hov a Luke”) at the contents of the coffer in private if ye don’t mind.”  

“Of course,” replied Gibson with a slight bow, though not without some disappointment in his voice, “take all the time you need.  We’ll be right outside.”  He gestured to the policeman, and the two of them left the vault.  Only Jacob and Samuel remained with the box.

Jacob eagerly tore open the envelope and pulled out the letter it contained.

It read as follows,

Dearest Reader,

If my instructions have been followed precisely, to-day’s date would be 13 January, 2017, and you are in the offices of Cox and Company at Charing Cross, having been allowed access to this box by your credentials as heir to myself, John H. Watson M.D., late of the Indian Army, or that of Mr. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street, W1, Westminster, London.  The affairs detailed in the parcels enclosed are those cases deemed by Holmes to have been unsuitable for publication in our lifetime.  And so, by his decree, have they been sealed for 125 years, until such time has passed that they may do no harm in their revelation to the public.  Now we have at last obtained permission to ventilate the facts which formed many of the cases heretofore untold, and even now, a certain reticence and discretion have to be observed in laying these matters before the public.  Certain names have been changed where their retention might cause pain to surviving relatives.  As my appointed designee, I trust that you will respect the wishes of Mr. Holmes and myself in that regard, that the discretion and professional honour which have always distinguished my friend are still at work, and that no confidence will be abused.  J.H.W. - 13 January, 1892 

Suddenly realizing the full import of what he had just read, Jacob quickly reached for one of the packets as if to open it.

“Gonnae no dae that for now,” said Samuel sharply.  “Let’s just stop for a moment and think clearly about what we have here, me boy.  With a bit of skillful maneuvering, we could really turn this into a mint.  I say we end it here for today and keep the contents of the packets to ourselves for now,” whispered Samuel in a hushed tone. 

“Not a chance!” snapped Jacob.  “We are going to reveal those results - all of them - to the world, just as Holmes and my Great Grandad wished, come what may.”  

“Well sonny, I wish I could convince ye different, as I believe there could be a lot less grief and a lot more spondoolies in it for ye in speculation by delivering unsealed parcels to interested parties for a fee.”  

“If by ‘spondoolies’ you mean ‘money,’ I don’t see how I’ll be short of cash once the media gets hold of what we’ve just found.”  

“Calm down laddie.  Let’s just reserve judgement til we’ve had a chance to look at what you’ve got to bargain with.  I want to see what Holmes dug up on the Abernetty clan, wouldn’t they just love to know?  And would it be too much to hope for that the last one of the bunch - the one marked Jack - might just pertain to Jack the Ripper?”

Those words produced a reaction in Jacob not unlike an electric shock, and his face lost all color.  “Oh... My... God, Sam!  Oh my... fucking...” He immediately reached for the final parcel, and began tearing at the waxed paper that encased it.  

“Stop!” cried Warren, “Ye’ll sully important evidence.  Let’s at least take all this back to my office and open it with the proper kit.”  Reluctantly, Jacob agreed.  He then opened the still-ajar vault door, and Gibson nearly fell into the room.  “We’ll huv te a waterproof bag within which to place the contents of the box immediately,” said Warren.  To which the embarrassed bank president replied, “Of course.  Right away sir!”  

Within 10 minutes, Gibson returned with a brand new Burberry zippered leather satchel, with its price tag still intact.  Reacting to the price with raised eyebrows, Jacob took the bag and began filling it with the paper-wrapped parcels.  “The repulsive story of the Red Leech,” “The King of Scandinavia,” “Huret, the Boulevard assassin,” and other such curiously-named cases were stuffed one-by-one into the expensive satchel with the signature “House Check” plaid pattern very discreetly covering only the top portion of the bag.  When they were all packed away safely, Jacob placed the bag back inside the plastic “Burberry Regent Street” carrier that it came in, and headed out to run the gauntlet of reporters and cameras that awaited him in the bank’s lobby, and on the street outside.
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CHAPTER III: THE UNVEILING
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13 January, 2017.  Law Offices of Warren, Holloway and Steele

Still wet from standing in the rain on Baker Street, where he had granted three television interviews (one with the aforementioned blonde), Jacob shivered lightly with the cold, and with anticipation, as he sat and warmed himself near the fire, sipping the hot Earl Grey tea that Warren’s secretary Alicia had prepared upon their arrival.  Warren had produced a video camera from another room, and was filming the stack of parcels that were now spread out on his desk in five neat rows.  They were also arranged in alphabetical order, thanks to Alicia, a lovely raven-haired Spanish beauty.  Notably missing was the Abernetty parcel.  Jacob thought at first to mention it, and then deemed it wiser to leave that particular battle for a bit later.  Right at that moment, the package labeled “JACK” was of the foremost importance in his mind.  Alicia had placed it by itself at the end of the desk nearest to him.  She stood anxiously awaiting Jacob’s next move.  With, “That will be all for now, Alicia.  Thank you kindly for your help,” Warren summarily dismissed her from the room.  Once she had left with a sigh of disappointment, Warren turned to Jacob.  

“Well, are you ready to make history, my old china?” he asked, with a devilish grin. 

Jacob stood up from his chair, feeling a little weak in the knees.  He had secretly wondered many times in his life why Holmes and Watson had not so much as mentioned - let alone solved - the Ripper case, which would have taken place right under Holmes’ very nose during his late 1880’s heyday as London’s foremost - and only - “Consulting Detective.”  With a slight tremble, he picked up the envelope and weighed it in his hand.  He turned it over a few times as Warren videotaped the proceedings, then reached for the scissors on Warren’s desk and snipped the string that had entwined the parcel for just over 125 years.  Then he grabbed the letter opener and inserted it into a corner of the waxed paper.  Carefully, he sliced open one side of the parcel, and tilted it towards the desk as he shook out its contents.  The first thing to drop out was a pearl, obviously fake.  Then a stack of papers, one of which appeared to be an official document from a London gaol.11  A small diary, an arrest warrant and some other papers followed, along with some grisly photos of the corpses of women, some dismembered.  Some of the photos were obviously crime-scene pictures, while others appeared to have been taken at the Coroner’s office, possibly during or after autopsy.  It was hard to tell.  The mutilation was extreme in some cases.  Even in black-and-white, with low-resolution, the carnage was obvious and the photos were disturbing and hard to look at.  Among the stack of official documents and news clippings was a thick, yellowed notebook with a neatly handwritten message on its cover.  It read, “JtR.  Not to be opened until 13th of January of 2017 by my designee (to be appointed.)  John H. Watson M.D., Late Indian Army, 8 August, 1907.  At the bank of Cox and Co., Charing Cross.”  1907? Jacob was puzzled.  He knew the box had been specifically designated to be sealed for exactly 125 years.  But 1907?  That should have sealed it until the year 2032.  Yet by Dr. John Watson’s own message and date of the explanatory letter, the year from which the countdown began had to have been 1892.  It appeared that Watson must have continued adding more to the box until one of Holmes’ final cases in 1907, but without extending the deadline for its unsealing.  What was so important in January of 1892 that determined the box should remain sealed for 125 years from that date?  Now even more curious than before, Jacob opened the notebook, and began to read it aloud.  

“My name is DR JOHN H. WATSON, and I hereby detail the strange and singular facts of London’s ‘Autumn of Terror’ and the murderer most foul that, quite inaccurately, came to be known as ‘Jack the Ripper’...”
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CHAPTER IV: THE SEALED MESSAGE
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29 July, 1907.  Offices of Cox and Co., Charing Cross, London

For those of you that have not kept up with the reminiscences I have been publishing regularly in the Strand Magazine12and in certain London newspapers, I must preface my tale by first introducing the reader to my friend, partner, patient, former flat mate, confederate and sometime co-conspirator.  His name is Sherlock Holmes, and he is a man of many talents—a man unlike any I had ever met before, or have known since.  He defies simple description or analysis, having traits, habits and idiosyncrasies quite alien to the average man.  I should like to give a sketch of the character of this man, though it seems a bit presumptuous to attempt such a thing upon paper, when the idea in my own mind is at best a vague and uncertain one.  As I have revolved the matter in my mind several times over the years, I have thought that I might grasp the clue which would perhaps explain it, only to be disappointed by his presenting himself in some new light which would upset all my conclusions.  It may be that no human eye but my own shall ever rest upon these lines, yet as a psychological study I shall attempt to leave some record of Mister Sherlock Holmes.  An amended set of notes I once jotted down in an attempt to describe him might give the reader some of the more salient details of Holmes’ most unusual character, and form a vignette of the man that came to be my ally, mentor and lifelong companion.

	Knowledge of Astronomy—Nil, aside from some far-fetched ideas he expressed to me on occasion, too preposterous to mention here. 

	Knowledge of Sensationalism—Immense.  He appears to know every detail of every horror perpetrated in the century, particularly the recent series of murders of the ‘unfortunates’ of Whitechapel.

	Knowledge of Literature—Generally poor.  Except in cases where operas he enjoys are based upon works of literature.  Regarding non-sensational literature, his speech is replete with references to the Bible, Shakespeare, Moby Dick and even Goethe.

	Knowledge of Politics—Feeble.  Yet he immediately recognised the true identity of the supposed Count von Kramm as Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, Grand Duke of Cassel-Feldstein and hereditary King of Bohemia during a recent adventure of ours. 

	Knowledge of Botany—Variable.  Well up in belladonna, opium, and poisons generally.  Knows nothing of practical gardening. 

	Knowledge of Geology—Practical, but limited.  Tells at a glance different soils from each other.  After walks, has shown me splashes upon my trousers, and told me by their colour and consistence in what part of London I had received them. 

	Knowledge of Chemistry—Profound.  Has developed at least two methods of testing blood, one to determine blood from other substances, and another to discern human blood from that of an animal.

	Knowledge of Anatomy—In 1888, accurate, but unsystematic.  He relies mainly on anatomical and Pathological advice from me and Doctor Michael Braeden, a medical doctor in the East-end of London as well as the writings of Doctor Joseph Bell that he met while working in Edinburgh.  But he now knows much more upon the subject than he did before the Autumn of Terror.

	Knowledge of Firearms—Minimal.  For a number of years, Holmes confused the maker of the cartridges I brought back from Afghanistan (Eley’s) with the manufacturer of my old .440 service revolver, which was in fact a Webley Mark II.

	Use of illicit substances—Tobacco; He is very fond of smoking for its alleged mind-refreshing effect.  Smokes cigars, cigarettes, and most preferably pipes—his favourites are his old black briar pipe as well as his calabash.  Occasionally, snuffs tobacco from a jewel snuff-box.  Alcohol; He enjoys good alcohol, is an expert on wines, spirits and beer, and is a connoisseur of French wines.  He is particularly fond of red burgundies, especially Montrachet and Meursault.  Sometimes drinks port or claret after dinner, and enjoys Imperial Tokay.  He is also fond of whisky and soda and keeps a gasogene in his sitting room for making soda water.  Drinks brandy for medicinal purposes and on occasion, he drinks a glass of beer.  Opium; Although I once accidentally stumbled upon him disguised as an old man sitting in an East London opium den and heard of him going into another at Canary Wharf during a case in which he was severely injured in a hatchet attack, I have no reason to believe he is a user of opiates.  Cocaine; Holmes only occasionally injects a seven-percent solution of cocaine, and such occasional use is common practice in modern England.  He claims that these drugs stimulate his mind in periods of idleness.  He is by no means a compulsive drug addict, though he continues in his use of the substance over my strong objections.  I deplore Holmes’ intravenous drug use and have warned him that abuse of any drug may jeopardise his excellent career and ruin his health. 

	Is an expert singlestick player, boxer, swordsman and martial artist of the Baritsu and Wing Chun styles.

	Plays the violin well, if quirkily. 

	Has a good practical knowledge of British law, and has at least once presided over a trial of sorts. 13

	Fluent in the Chinese dialect as spoken by natives of the Pekin and Formosa regions.  Some knowledge of German, Italian, Russian, Polish and the Slavonic languages of Bohemia. 14


I must add that in the years that have passed since my initial assessment as detailed above, I have found some of these observations to have been false impressions, deliberately put to me by Holmes in some effort to mislead me as to his actual character and knowledge base, for reasons I am not altogether sure I comprehend, nor am I even certain that I would wish to do, even if I were able. 

For my part, I would describe myself in August of 1888 as follows:

	A medical doctor and surgeon of the Army Medical corps, late of the Indian Army.

	Recently returned from Afghanistan, but having lost the bronzed skin that I had acquired during my tour of duty.

	Middle-sized and of average height.  Somewhat strongly-built. 

	Partially disabled and recovering from wounds sustained when a Jezail bullet shattered the bone and grazed the subclavian artery in one of my limbs and embedded itself in another during the Battle of Maiwand, where I’d have died, had it not been for my old chum and orderly, Murray. 

	Recently married to Mary Morstan, in January of that year (on Holmes’ birthday—the sixth), having met her through my association with Holmes on a case I had helped him with.


In that autumn of 1888, I was thin as a lath, and still quite fit and fleet of foot from my Rugby Union days at Blackheath.  I fear my physical condition has since declined, although I have managed to retain my moustache, albeit quite grey at the time of this writing.  I have kept medical practices through the years in Paddington (1889), Mortimer Street (1891), and in both Kensington and Queen Anne Street (1892).

This information should suffice for the reader to initially familiarise himself with Holmes and me.  There is no doubt that you will come to know our customs and habits much more intimately upon your perusal of this account, and the singular facts upon which this commentary is founded.  
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CHAPTER V: ENTER, THE GREAT DETECTIVE
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Friday, 31 August, 1888.  221B Baker Street, W1, Westminster London

And so my narrative begins in the early-morning hours on that fateful day in the autumn of the year 1888.  Of course, at that early date, neither of us had any clue that what would become known as the Ripper affair would also become the eager debate of all of England, and in its course encompass the blackmail of one of the most revered names in the British Empire when the two cases intersected.  Nor that when it was all over, Holmes would refuse a knighthood for services that may only now be freely described.  The facts of this case have aroused a curiosity which has never been satisfied, and for the benefit of those who would wish to know the truth, I shall hereby attempt to subjoin a few extracts which touch upon the leading features of the affair.

One night—it was on the thirty-first of August, 1888—I was returning from a journey to see a patient (for I had now returned to civil practice) on a balmy night in London, and I stopped at the well-remembered door in Baker Street.  I knew that I had work yet to do and so, even though the hour was late, I ascended the steps to 221B.  I had seen the lamp burning brightly through the window embrasure from the street, which told me my old friend was up and about, and would probably be welcoming of my company.  On such haphazards hang men’s destinies sometimes.

So it was that I found myself sitting at my old desk, well into the midnight hour on that last day of the month.  I was making the final amendments for publication to my account of The Adventure of the Second Stain, one of Holmes’ very recent cases.  The public was hungry for more details on his astounding powers of detection, and exactly how they were used to solve mysteries such as those I had written about in A Scandal in Bohemia, which Holmes had brought to such a satisfactory conclusion that past March.  I had begun to achieve some degree of success as his biographer with my account of a previous case, in a tale that had been published in the past year under the title, A Study in Scarlet, and had been well received by the public.  With a desire to submit these new stories for publication, I had anticipated the late hours of work that would be required to finish them, thus I decided to stay the night in my former bed-chamber, rather than to return home and awaken my wife.  And so, just after two a.m., I went off to bed, leaving Holmes sitting and smoking in the study beside the smouldering fire.  I knew that this would be a sleepless night for my friend, whose mind often became distracted when unoccupied and without some riddle or abstruse enigma to resolve.  Through the wall, I could hear the soft, melancholy strains of his violin as he began to play, a habit of his during times of restlessness.  I found the sound comforting, rather than an annoyance, and I had no trouble falling into a deep sleep as he continued to play what I recognised to be the Hoffman Barcarolle, a most haunting tune.  That very Offenbach opera, as it would turn out, would become a great ally to Holmes in a case that would test his powers of deduction fifteen years later and would also play a part in the case surrounding the dramatic events that were about to unfold. 15

Quite suddenly, my tranquil sleep was disrupted by the loud echoing of quick footsteps running up the seventeen stairs that led up from the street, followed by quick, heavy rapping upon the front door.  I started at the noise, and then arose to answer the door, but Holmes’ landlady and housekeeper Mrs. Hudson had also been awakened and reached it before I was able.  With some complaint, and after receiving approval from Holmes, she let in a familiar street urchin, whom I immediately recognised to be one of Holmes’ band of delinquent children that he rather impishly referred to as the Baker Street Irregulars.  The group consisted of local boys with a penchant for mischief and adventure that Holmes occasionally employed for various menial tasks that were unsavoury or impractical for any right-minded adult to perform.  For a few shillings, these boys would follow someone for days, collect data, deliver messages, and occasionally scour the streets, docks and local business establishments for persons who were missing, or were wanted by Holmes for information, evidence or questioning.  For any of them that provided a vital clue, Holmes would award a prize of one guinea.  

On that particular morning, we found out that the boy, whose name was Wiggins, had been sent by an old friend at Scotland Yard.  How he was located by police and contracted to deliver a message to Holmes at 5 a.m., remains a mystery to this day.

Still panting after his run across London, the boy crossed the room, bringing out an envelope marked ‘F.A.O. Sherlock Holmes, from Inspector G. Lestrade.’

[image: image]

Holmes, wearing his purple dressing-gown and slippers, violin in hand, had been softly playing a portion of Mendelssohn’s Lieder when he had first been startled by the early morning caller, and had not yet put the instrument back into its case.  Looking at the boy’s trouser legs, soiled as they were with a reddish mud caked and dried around the cuffs, Holmes asked, ‘Been through the Whitechapel Road, have we?’ which seemed to take the boy aback.  

‘Well, Wiggins, what news have you brought me so early on this lovely morning?  Let’s have it, then.  It must be of some importance for you to be here at this hour.’  

‘Yes, sir, Mr. ’olmes, Mr. Lestrade said ’e were quite keen to ’ave you read this, forthwith, ’e did.’  Wiggins handed him the envelope, and Holmes took it eagerly.  He looked carefully at the markings that were upon the envelope, then, without having yet opened it, turned to me and said, ‘I say, Watson! It has certainly taken Lestrade long enough to realise he is once again out of his depth, and to find out if I’m willing to take up the case.’ 

‘Case?  What case?’ I enquired.  

‘Why, that of the Whitechapel murders, which will no doubt continue in series, until the beast-man at the back of the barbarous deeds is upon the scaffold.’  He then quickly opened and read the letter, nodded his head as if in confirmation of his earlier supposition, then handed it over to me. 

My Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes

[it read]

There has been a bad business at about 3:45 this morning in Buck’s Row, off the Whitechapel Road.  Matthews has suggested your help might be of value to our investigation.  If you could come around to the Brown and Eagle Wool Warehouse opposite Essex Wharf any time before six, you will find me there.  We have left everything in statu quo until we hear from you.  Please come immediately if convenient.  If not convenient, please come immediately all the same.

Yours Faithfully, ‘G. LESTRADE’

He asked, ‘What do you make of it, Watson?  Any views?’ 

‘Other than its rather dismal attempt at humour, the note says nothing specific of the attacks in Whitechapel, nor of any murder or murders.’

‘Black humour,’ replied Holmes, ‘is a device often employed by policemen and soldiers as a mechanism for dealing with the horrors they may encounter in their duties.  I should’ve thought you’d have been quite informed upon that subject.  All the more reason to believe Lestrade is at the scene of a murder.’

‘I suppose that, upon second consideration, your idea is quite feasible.  But how you deduced it is a mystery to me.’ 

Holmes rubbed his hands together.  ‘My dear Watson, there is no mystery here, save the identity of the murderer.  As you know, the observation of trifles is a specialty of mine.  Besides noting the mud on young Wiggins’ trouser cuffs, I see the letter came in an envelope with the marking of the H Division constabulary, which is based in Whitechapel where, as of to-day if I’m not wrong, at least six attacks of unfortunates have occurred since Boxing Day of last year.  Lestrade is not headquartered in the East-end, and there is no other plausible reason for him to be there requesting my presence in Essex Wharf at this ungodly hour.  Besides, he has unintentionally intimated a royal hand in his decision to seek my consultation.’

‘And how on earth do you detect any connection to The Crown from such a terse message?’

‘And how on earth can you not?’ he asked.  ‘There is pressure from the Home Office for these attacks to be halted forthwith, as Wiggins would say.’  The boy fairly beamed at Holmes’ having noted his use of a word with more than one syllable.  ‘And there are two policing agencies involved, one of which answers to the Home Office, and also to only one of which Lestrade is attached.  In his message, he mentions someone named Matthews’ suggesting that I be called in.  That in itself should suffice to inform us that Lestrade has been mandated by the Home Secretary himself, for “Matthews” can only refer to none other than our present Secretary of State, Sir Henry Matthews.’ 

At this point, Holmes went on to explain to me that, besides this murder, at least two, and as many as five ghastly attacks on ‘unfortunates’ had taken place between 26 December of 1887 and three weeks prior, on the 7th of August, 1888.  He also reminded me of the dreadful Merridew affair, and wondered aloud if his current involvement in the D-—case might interfere with his ability to assist the Yard with these murders.  But there was no doubt that he would not refuse this enticing opportunity to help send such a beast to the scaffold.  ‘And,’ he added, ‘it is only a matter of time before the London City Police are requesting our assistance in the matter as well.’  How right he turned out to be, and as I would find out in the months (and years) to come, my dear friend Holmes was to become a veritable fount of such prophetic statements, predictions and futuristic, practically prescient declarations, as the reader shall see.
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CHAPTER VI: THE BOMBSHELL
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13 January, 2017. The offices of the law firm of Warren, Holloway and Steele

Jacob’s hand began to tremble even more than before, as he continued to read with disbelief.  The implications of the information in his hands were potentially earth-shattering.  There were fans of and experts on his great grandfather’s writings on Sherlock Holmes around the entire world - they had been published in dozens of languages in nearly every country on earth.  The tales of Sherlock Holmes had become a cottage industry that brought in millions of pounds a year, although Jacob did not, unfortunately, share in those winnings.  During his school years, he had been teased mercilessly about being related to Dr. John H. Watson, who had largely been portrayed in the movies as a bumbling, inept sidekick for the Holmes character, and mainly used as a comedic foil for him.  But true fans of Dr. Watson’s writings knew the real Watson was a brave, loyal and intelligent assistant to Holmes, as well as his best friend and biographer.  He had saved Holmes’ life more than once, and had served as a sounding board for him, acting as “a whetstone for his mind.”  Now, he would make many more of his great grandfather’s exploits available to the public, who remained hungry for more of their Victorian adventures, even in this current day and age.  And for the great detective to have clashed with the most infamous serial killer of all time, potentially having solved the case if he was understanding correctly, was absolutely mind boggling.  He had to know more.  He read on.
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CHAPTER VII: THE GAME IS AFOOT!
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31 August, 1888. Buck’s Row, Whitechapel, London

‘Quickly Watson, get yourself dressed!  We must make for the East-end at once.’

‘What?’ says I.  ‘At this hour?  Preposterous!  I’ll need a half hour, at least, to prepare myself.’

Within a few minutes, we were in the street, as day had begun to break.  Holmes hailed down a passing four-wheeler, and gave the order of ‘Whitechapel, at the double – and don’t spare the whip!’ to its driver as we sprung aboard.  After a forty-five-minute eastward drive, we presently arrived at the area known as Buck’s Row just opposite Essex Wharf, as was specified in Lestrade’s missive.  It was quite a short road, and very narrow, with a row of homes on one side and commercial warehouses on the other.  The railway ran nearby.  John Spratling, a police inspector from J-Division was awaiting us at the wharf.  He escorted us down to an area beside Schneiders Cap Factory, where Inspector Lestrade, a rather lean and ferret-like, yet impeccably-dressed man, was awaiting us with another man, who turned out to be Chief Inspector Frederick George Abberline of the London Metropolitan Police. 16 
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Chief Inspector Frederick George Abberline

‘Thank you John,’ he said to the officer who had met us outside.  ‘Ah, and here he is now, Chief Inspector Abberline, may I present Mr. Sherlock Holmes—the man I’ve been telling you about,’ said Lestrade.  Abberline, shaking hands with Holmes, said, ‘I am very happy you have come, sir, and I’d be glad of your advice.  Your reputation precedes you in the halls of the Met, Mr. Holmes.  I’ve only just been summoned back to Whitechapel myself, and your help will be most welcome.’  

‘Quite so,’ replied Holmes, ‘and I shall be equally glad to be of any assistance in this matter, although it appears the case is already in very good hands,’ he said dryly, with a glance toward Lestrade.

‘None the less, I shall be exceedingly obliged to you if you are able to add your own insights into this matter,’ said Abberline, who looked to be in his mid-forties, stood about five feet ten inches tall, with dark brown hair, hazel eyes and a fresh complexion.  His heavy mutton-chop sideburns were connected by a thick walrus-like moustache, his chin clean-shaven.  Holmes proceeded to introduce me to him, and we exchanged pleasantries, during which the Chief Inspector mentioned having read ‘Beeton’s Christmas Annual’ and enjoyed my recent account of A Study in Scarlet—a bit absurd in hindsight, given the circumstances that were about to unfold.  
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‘Please follow me, gentlemen.  And I hope you to be of strong constitution.  Of course, we know the Doctor is well accustomed to seeing all the blood and gore of surgery, but steel yourself, Mr. Holmes,’ said Abberline, walking into the darkness and crossing the road, where an awful sight was to be revealed.  A woman’s body was lying on its back upon the cobblestones in front of a closed wooden gate leading to a stable yard, a rather new-looking black straw bonnet lying beside her on the street.  A rancid smell hung in the air—that unforgettable odour that accompanies death accentuated by the hours it had lain there—and there were flies buzzing about the head.  They landed on her face and crawled over her partially opened eyes, behind which there was no life to blink away the infernal pests.  The badly mutilated corpse was being guarded by PC’s Neil and Thain, the two J-Division officers that had found the body in the pre-dawn hours just before four that morning.  Also present was a man I recognised as Doctor Rees Ralph Llewellyn, a surgeon and coroner for Middlesex County, 17 who lived nearby.  He was a man between fifty and sixty years of age, who had retained a good deal of the vigour and activity of his youth.  With him was his young assistant, Doctor Michael Braeden, who was tall and clean-shaven save for a thin moustache, with dark, shoulder-length hair and rounded Lorgnette spectacles of the type that had become popular with the fashionable younger set.  He appeared to be rather in shock.  And I must admit, though I had been exposed many times to bloody scenes in both my military and medical careers, I myself was simply not mentally prepared for the repulsive spectacle that had been made of this unfortunate woman’s body, ripped open as it was from crotch to abdomen.  Upon her face, the features bore an agonised look.  

While inspecting the body, Doctor Llewellyn dictated a list of the terrible nature of the outrage aloud as his assistant Braeden took notes.  In the morning light, I was able to confirm most of the items he listed as he recited the litany of grave injuries, mutilations and mortal wounds.  

‘Five teeth missing.  A slight laceration of the tongue.  Large bruise running along the lower part of the jaw on the right side of the face—that might have been caused by a blow from a fist or pressure from a thumb.  A circular bruise on the left side of the face which also might have been inflicted by the pressure of the fingers.  On the left side of the neck, about one inch below the jaw, an incision of about four inches in length, running from a point immediately below the ear.  On the same side, but an inch below, and commencing about one inch in front of it, is a circular incision which terminates at a point about three inches below the right jaw.  That incision has completely severed all of the tissues down to the vertebrae.  The large vessels of the neck on both sides have also been severed.  The total incision is about eight inches in length.  The cuts must have been caused by a long-bladed knife, moderately sharp, and used with great violence.  No blood is to be found on the breast, either on the body or the clothes.  There are no injuries about the body until just about the lower part of the abdomen.  Two or three inches from the left side is a wound running in a jagged manner.  The wound is a very deep one, and the tissues have been cut through.  There are several incisions running across the abdomen.  There are also three or four similar cuts running downwards, on the right side, all of which appear to have been caused by a knife which has been used violently and downwards.  The injuries are from left to right and might have been done by a left-handed person.  All the injuries have been caused by the same instrument.  Are you getting all this, Braeden?’
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Dr. Michael Braeden
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‘Indeed I am, sir!’ replied the young assistant.  

‘How can you so quickly make the assumption of the killer’s left-handedness, Doctor Llewellyn?’ Holmes asked.

‘Who’s this, then?’ asked Llewellyn to Abberline by way of response to Holmes’ question, which the doctor obviously found impertinent.  Then to Holmes, ‘And what business is it of yours?’  

‘Doctor Llewellyn,’ replied Abberline, ‘This is none other than the highly-acclaimed consulting detective himself, Mr. Sherlock Holmes!’ he said with delight.  

‘Oh yes, Holmes.  I’ve read of your exploits about town.  That would make you Doctor Watson, I presume,’ he said, turning to me.  Before I could answer, flattered to have been recognised by Doctor Llewellyn, he added, ‘This is nothing more than a run-of-the-mill murder of an unfortunate, as plain as
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