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21 October, 1771
Whitechapel, London
12, Whitechapel High Street (Midnight)
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The old two-storey house looked as if it was fighting to hold on to its own existence. The bricks were damp, their youth faded by time. Moisture trapped inside the walls mixed with deep silence, creating a heavy, suffocating pressure—as if the house itself was holding its breath.
In the north-east corner room on the upper floor, the orange glow of the fireplace trembled softly through the darkness. In that light lay a well-built man on a heavy wooden bed. His slow, deep, steady breathing said only one thing—he was in a deep sleep. Nothing from the outside seemed capable of disturbing this calm.
—Suddenly—
Dong... Dong... Dong
The grandfather clock announced midnight. As the final chime faded, something strange began inside the room. The sleeping man’s eyelids trembled. Then his eyes suddenly opened wide—unnaturally wide—as if some invisible terror had grabbed him. The color of his lips slowly turned blue. He tried to speak, tried to scream—but no sound came from his throat. His face twisted. Fear, panic, and unbearable pain blended together, clearly visible. Tiny drops of blood gathered at the corners of his eyes—the final mark of silent suffering. For a brief moment, his body shuddered. Then—stillness. His breathing stopped completely. Inside the room, only the crackling sound of burning wood remained. And in the corner, the hands of the grandfather clock rested calmly, frozen at twelve-ten. Time itself seemed to stop there. Outside, on the street, the pale light of the gas lamps still burned in deep silence—as if they were standing on duty, trying to challenge the thick darkness of death.
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​23 October, 1771
11, Brick Lane, London (Morning)
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The old house on Brick Lane stood in quiet stillness. Time had left clear marks on its red bricks. From the branches of the elm trees in front of the house came the constant chatter of sparrows. Sunlight slipped through the gaps in the windows and entered the room. In the corner, the last pieces of wood in the fireplace were still giving off gentle warmth. Beside the fireplace stood a comfortable armchair. In front of it, a sofa and a small table. Papers were spread across the table. A man stood there, staring at those papers. A faint smile appeared on his lips for a moment—then faded away. Just as he reached for the coffee cup on the table,
Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock
The man looked up. The wooden door opened, and a young man stepped inside. His fair skin matched his linen shirt, worn under a wool waistcoat and a long coat. A felt hat rested on his head. Joy and surprise played together in his eyes, yet the fine lines on his forehead revealed something else—worry and unease hiding beneath that joy. In his hand was a folded newspaper, held a little too tightly, as if his restless mind was trapped between its pages.
He entered the room and went straight to the sofa, sitting down. At that very moment, he reached out and took the coffee cup from the other man’s hand, saying,
“This one’s mine. Go on, friend—make one for yourself.” There was a hint of ownership in his voice, but no harshness. Instead, it carried the warmth of long familiarity.
The other young man smiled softly and stood up. After taking a few steps, he looked back and said,
“Simon, what is it in that newspaper that’s giving you such mixed feelings today?” Simon nodded quietly while sipping his coffee.
Then he slowly placed the cup down and leaned back against the sofa. As his eyes closed, the sounds inside the room seemed to soften. Outside, sparrows called from the elm branches. Their song was gentle—almost beautiful. As it reached him, the lines on Simon’s forehead slowly disappeared. It was clear—his inner restlessness was easing, and his anxious heart was finally taking a calm breath.
As another coffee cup was placed down, a soft sound followed. That sound made Simon open his eyes. He saw Neel placing the cup on the table and sitting beside him on the sofa.
“What’s wrong, Simon?” 
“Tell me—what happened?” 
Simon sat up straight. The calm was gone from his eyes, replaced once again by shadowed thoughts. He looked at Neel,
“Have you heard the name Mr. Charles Ashford?” 
“Hm,” 
“Partner of the East London Trading and Import Company, right?”
“That’s right,” “And now... he’s gone too. Just like the others.” Simon replied. 
“What?” Neel lifted his cup and took a sip. Then, in a steady voice, he said, 
“When you came in earlier, I knew the news wasn’t ordinary.”
“Notice this—my door is usually open from the inside at this hour. Yet today, you knocked first. Then, as you entered, you hesitated slightly—almost stumbled. There was a brief spark of joy in your eyes, but your face was pale. Joy—because your article was published and praised. Pale—because the news itself wasn’t good.” Simon sighed and began to speak.
“Listen, Neel. At first, this may not seem complicated. But when three men die in the same way, how can it remain simple?”  
“You know I gather news for The Morning Gazette. Because of that, I often hear things before others do.”
“When I heard about Mr. Charles Ashford’s death, I felt truly saddened. I had met him to write about his company. He was a genuinely kind man. His manner impressed me deeply.”
“Before him, two of his business partners had died in exactly the same way.” 
Simon paused, took a long sip of coffee, placed the cup down, and picked up the newspaper.
“Listen, Neel. I’ll read you the report.”
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​The Morning Gazette
London, 23 October, 1771
A Mysterious Death of a Businessman in Whitechapel
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Last night, a shocking and mysterious incident occurred in the Whitechapel area. Mr. Charles Ashford, a prominent businessman and partner of the East London Trading and Import Company, was found dead in his bedroom at 12, Whitechapel High Street, under unusual and unexpected circumstances. Neighbors stated that the deceased was cheerful and healthy the previous day, showing no signs of illness. Early in the morning, as usual, a servant entered the bedroom with coffee and encountered a scene beyond imagination. Mr. Ashford was lying motionless on the bed. His face bore an expression of extreme terror, and his eyes appeared unnaturally wide—as if some invisible fear had consumed him in his final moments. The servant immediately called the neighbors. A doctor present among them examined the body and declared Mr. Charles Ashford dead, estimating the time of death to be around midnight, though the exact cause remains unclear.
Preliminary investigation reveals:

●  No marks of injury on the body.

●  No signs of struggle or forced entry.

●  Doors and windows intact.

●  No valuables missing.
Local Constable Edmund Barrett has visited the scene and begun an official investigation. He stated: “The incident is mysterious. Nothing unusual has been found regarding the body or the condition of the room.”
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After listening carefully, Neel said,
“Thank you, my friend. The report is truly strange. Fear on the victim’s face, the same pattern in all three deaths—it pushes this mystery into another level. It wouldn’t be bad to get a chance to solve something like this.”
But—Neel suddenly stopped speaking. From outside came the sound of a horse carriage stopping. He walked to the window, glanced outside, then said softly,
“I think we’ve just gotten that chance.” 
Before I could fully understand what he meant, heavy footsteps echoed on the stairs. Someone was coming up—slow, firm steps. The next moment, there was a knock at the door.
Knock. Knock. Knock
I opened it. A gentleman of about fifty stood there. Medium build. His eyes carried a deep, emotionless calm—like someone used to command. He wore a brown long coat and a black hat. In one hand was a walking stick, lightly resting on the floor. Beneath his neatly trimmed moustache was a faint smile—enough for politeness, but not warmth. He spoke. His voice was heavy and steady, as if every word carried weight. Standing at the door, he said,
“Are you Detective Neel ?” 
I replied awkwardly,
“I—I’m Simon. Neel is my friend. Please come in. He’s inside.”
The gentleman nodded slightly, almost embarrassed. 
“Sorry.”
He stepped inside, leaving his walking stick by the door.
“Please sit. Shall I ask for some coffee? You look tired.”
I noticed it too—deep fatigue in his eyes, a silent burden on his face, the kind that comes only after great loss. He leaned back slightly on the sofa and nodded. I went to prepare coffee. As I did, I heard Neel say,
“A very tragic matter. Simon and
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