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Whitechapel, London, Friday, November 9th, 1888, 4:30am

A heavy blanket of London smog rolls in thick clouds across the East End, seeping through the alleys and lanes like a living thing, coiling around the gas lamps that deaden even the echo of footsteps. The foul fog chokes the air with dampness and cold, and makes the familiar streets appear ghostly. I can scarcely see more than a few yards ahead of me, yet through that murk I catch sight of a flickering shape, the silhouette of a man, just discernible as he darts around the corner onto Commercial Street. Southward he races, his pace urgent, frantic. I follow. 
As I chase after him, I see that here the gas lamps burn somewhat brighter, though it does little to ease the gloom. The smog is so dense, so tangible, that I fear losing him altogether in its folds. The choking fog dances in the glow of the lamps like smoke from some infernal cauldron. From behind comes the shrill cry of police whistles, their piercing wails swallowed slowly by the dark, fading as I press onward. My lungs burn. My breath comes in harsh gasps, fogging the night air, but I dare not slow. Chance alone had placed me at Miller’s Court as he slipped out, the glint of his small surgeon’s bag in his hand that contains the vile instruments of his trade, no doubt. He would not get away again. Not tonight.
Commercial Street stretches ahead, long and empty, paved in wet cobbles that glimmer like black glass. It is deserted now, as if the very city holds its breath. The only sound beside my pursuit is his, the desperate rhythm of his footfalls echoing faintly in the night ahead of me. I strain my ears and hear the ragged wheeze of his breath. He is tiring, but so am I. Each footfall is an effort, each breath a torment.
I cry out then, the word torn from me by effort: “Stop!” But if he hears, he gives no sign. Instead, he surges forward anew. I curse him under my breath, struggling to match his speed, the cobblestones slippery beneath my boots.
But he will not run forever. The docks are nearby, and beyond, the river. Unless he truly intends to throw himself into the Thames, his options are vanishing. I can smell the water now, that thick, briny stench. Katharine’s Dock looms ahead, the tall masts of the multitude of ships rising through the fog like phantoms, swaying like gallows in the gloom. They are barely visible, but I can hear the creaking of their berthed hulls stretching in the water of the dockside. They are getting closer and closer, though for now they are barely glimpsed through the mist.
Now we are on Royal Mint Street. The Royal Mint itself stands to my left, but I’ll be damned if I can see it. The smog swallows all. The road curves westward, and we turn with it. Still I see him, and still he runs. Then he turns to look back. A misstep. His hat flies from his head and tumbles to the ground. I pay it no heed, kicking it aside as we both reach the broad wall of the northern dock.
Red brick presses in about us. Tall warehouses rise on either side, their walls slick with damp, their upper stories lost in the fog. Gaslight flickers against soot-streaked walls. The miasma swirls in mad patterns, hiding all in shadow.
“Stop!” I cry once more, my voice ragged. “It ends tonight! Your reign of terror is over!”
No answer comes, save for laughter. Mad, manic laughter that echoes through the empty dockyard. It chills me more than the cold ever could.
We race along the curved street and onto East Smithfield. Saint Katharine’s Way is dead ahead, and beyond that, the docks.
I take St Katharine’s Way, keeping close to the wall where the shadows run thicker than the light. The street’s little more than a seam stitched between warehouses, brick above, muck below. The cobbles are wet and treacherous, slick with the kind of filth that doesn’t wash off easily.
Gaslight flickers in broken pools, catching on iron railings and lengths of chain left to rust where they hang. The river is even closer now, I can smell it. Brine, coal smoke, something sweet gone sour.
Up ahead, the gates rise out of the mist, iron-banded, solid, and usually watched by two watchmen. But, at this time of the morning, a small number of hours before the docks begin to come to life, the gate is deserted; unguarded. Beyond them, the mist thickens over a bristling forest of masts. Somewhere, a winch groans, long, metallic, like something waking up angry. I keep running. 
Ahead of me, the man darts beneath the monumental arch and open gate and turns left, out of sight. I follow.
The towering shapes of steam cranes loom overhead. Their limbs stretch like skeletal giants, black against the pale shroud. Gantries crisscross above. Iron walkways glisten with moisture. This dock, unlike the great central ones and those of Wapping, is quiet at night, too close to the city, too prone to mischief. Yet it is here he chooses to flee.
We are on the quay now, the man darting among the cranes, weaving through iron pillars and rusting machinery. He slips past cargo crates like a shadow, ever ahead, yet not near enough for me to strike. I press on, heart pounding in my ears. I cannot let him vanish. But I am failing. My limbs ache, my chest heaves, and the pain in my right side burns like fire. I am faltering.
He, meanwhile, seems tireless. I grit my teeth. No! I will not lose him! The fury inside sparks me to life, lending strength I had thought spent. I force my limbs to move, and find I am gaining.
He looks back. A grimace. A snarl. Then he turns sharply toward a crane and springs for the ladder.
At last! I have him!
Long have I suffered at the unseen hands of old Jack whenever I set foot upon the pavements of the East End.
“Got Jack yet, Inspector Flint?” they shout at me, goading me into a response that I can never give. 
“Useless bloody rozzers,” I hear snarled at me wherever I go, and the resentment grows larger and festers. 
“How many now is it, Flint?” They call out to me as I pass by. “Is it four or five?” I would never dignify their insults with a response, but it cuts hard and deep all the same.
I had set out this evening to walk the East End - and Whitechapel in particular -  to see if I could at least find something. That is what led me to Miller’s Court this night, and is there that I stumbled upon my one rare stroke of luck that even now was scrabbling up the crane out of sight in the smog.
I reach the base of the crane and grasp the gantry, bent double and heaving air into my lungs, but already he climbs, disappearing into the cloud of mist above. I fumble for the whistle that hangs from the chain about my neck and blow, sharp and long. The sound echoes above and then fades. I let the whistle fall and look up. Nothing. Only iron limbs and mist.
He is up there. I must follow.
A stiff breeze clears the mist for a moment, and I watch him climb up the crane above me. I see him fling his bag down, and it falls to the quayside behind me. I glance at it briefly, then turn back to see him ascending and disappearing into the mist blowing in from the river. A great weight settles on my chest. I loathe heights. The ground disappearing beneath me, the wind tugging at my coat, such things turn my stomach. Yet I have no choice. One last blast of the whistle. One last breath. Cursing, I take hold of the first rung. Police whistles continue to sound out behind me, but it does not seem as if they are getting any nearer. I slam my fist against the cold metal gantry in anger.
I begin to climb.
As I rise, the bloodied tower briefly comes into view, a distant blur in the gloom, then vanishes once more.
The gantry is a skeleton of iron, consisting of crossbars and beams that intersect in every direction. The climb is not challenging, but dread grips me. I dare not look down, but when I do, the quay has vanished. I float in fog.
A cold wind moans across the river, catching my coat and flapping it about me like a shroud. Still, I climb, my fingers numbing against the wet iron, my eyes squinting through the gloom.
Then I see him.
“Come down!” I shout. “You are cornered! There is no escape now!”
He turns his head. He hears me. He knows that I am still pursuing him. But he continues upward, vanishing again into the grey.
We are high now. Too high. The wind is stronger. The mist is colder. My coat streams behind me like a pennant. The metal beneath me feels like ice. My legs scream. My hands are numb. But I still climb. He will not get away.
I dare not dwell on what he has left behind. I have seen nought but the bloodied threshold of Miller’s Court. But that has been enough. My soul recoils. I know what awaits inside that defiled room. And that knowledge lends me wings.
My pace quickens. I am closing the gap.
Now he slows. Now he falters.
How much higher does this infernal crane rise? I cannot tell. The mist makes it unknowable. The same fog that shields me from the ground below now shields him above.
Then I see him, clutching a beam like some monstrous spider. I gasp.
His face!
It cannot be! Yet it is! I know that face! I have seen it in the broadsheets. In the royal engagements section. But no, I must be mistaken. I try to put it out of my mind.  It matters little right now. Whoever he has been, he is now a murderer - or more than that. A madman. He must be stopped.
I climb more slowly, eyes fixed on him. He has the advantage. His right hand clutches the beam. In his left, a knife. Long. Thin. Wicked. He grins as I approach.
“Enough!” I shout. “It is over!”
“Hardly,” comes the reply. A sneer. “I see you are unaccompanied, and I heard those whistles far behind. You’re alone, sir. Quite alone.” His voice is cultured; refined. But there is a madness there, too. Something terrifying and unhinged. I grit my teeth and reply. I am not done yet.
“Don’t be a fool.” But my breath is ragged. My limbs quiver.
“Hardly a fool,” laughs the man. “Still, I've led the sops a merry dance now, haven’t I now? Nobody has come near me so far.”
“That ends now. I have you.”
“Have me?” he cackles. “No, friend. It is I who have you.”
And with that, he releases his grip and drops. For a moment, I think he’s fallen. But no, he catches the next beam down as he plunges towards me, steadies himself and swings, lashing out with his blade. It slashes toward my hand - my right, which clings to the gantry. I have no time to react.
Instinct takes over. My left hand shoots out and seizes the blade itself.
Pain. Fire. Searing agony. I feel some of my fingers shear away, vanishing into the fog below.
I scream.
My hand releases the iron. I fall.
But only for a moment.
My coat snags on a beam. I jerk to a halt, suspended head down, blood pouring from my ruined hand. Above me, laughter.
“Oh, you lucky bastard!”
He is coming. I cannot see him. I dare not move. One shift, and I will drop.
Pain lances through my hand. I look up. Blood everywhere. Fingers gone. Flesh torn. I groan and twist, trying to find purchase. I see him then. Descending. Smiling.
He creeps just like the spider I had mistaken him for.
“Jack’s a lucky boy,” he chuckles. “You are going for a tumble.”
I cannot focus. Blood loss, pain, vertigo. It all combines to dull my senses.
“Never done a man before,” he murmurs to himself,  blade ready.
Now his face is close. Upright. Calm. I am swaying, upside down, my snared coat the only thing between me and death.
He raises the knife.
“Always a first time, eh?”
But I am not yet done.
With my last ounce of strength, I draw the knife from my boot.
And strike upward.
The blade plunges into his gut.
He gasps. The knife falls from his grasp and falls away into the smog.
“Think I was going to play fair, did you?” I snarl. “You have never met Morven Flint, you bastard!”
He groans. I twist the blade. Blood gushes. I hold on.
He grunts again as I force the blade upwards, slicing into his gut. Blood cascades down around my hand, but I keep my grip. I swing my legs, still holding the knife and anchor myself. He tries to say something, but his face is in shock as I cut upwards. Grey loops of his guts fall as I cut, and he gives a shocked groan as I put all of my strength into my blade, my legs wrapped around the beam, keeping my grip firm.
“How’s it feel, Jack?” I spit at him, his dark blood and guts now falling from him in a shower of gore. “Not so pretty on the other end of the knife, is it?” I continue to slice him, pushing the knife up and up, through his stomach - through his guts. His heart! I’ll reach the bastard’s heart and cut it from him if I can just hold on a little longer!
He gives a final grunt, though, and suddenly he gasps and releases the beam. He tries to scream as he falls into the mist below, and shortly after, there is a wet slap as his body hits the cold cobblestones of the quayside.
Gone.
He has taken my blade with him. I am done.
My coat still holds. Barely. My hand throbs. My blood flows freely down my arm.
I reach for the whistle. Blow. Once. Twice.
A reply. Distant.
I am saved.
Or so I would believe.
The wind rises. The fabric tears.
I cry out.
And fall.
Into the mist.
Into the river that glistens like a mirror as I plunge into the water.
The Thames takes me.
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I feel so warm. There is a strange, antiseptic smell, and I try to place it. Iodine, I think, or possibly carbolic acid. I open my eyes, someone is near me, but I cannot see them, as the smog from the docks seems to have followed me to this place. My stomach lurches as I try to place where I am, but I cannot focus. Everything is grey and obscured. I clench my eyes shut to stop my head spinning. I can hear quiet, sober voices in the background: one male, one female, and then they fade away, and the fog of dizziness overcomes me, and I feel myself slipping down into the mist once again, as the sounds fade to silence. 

      [image: ]A clatter of metal against metal. I open my eyes, and the fog has diminished somewhat. I have no idea how long it has been since I was last awake. The smell is still distinct; cloying, almost. Again, someone is near. I can feel the air blowing gently across my face, and I feel my eyes drooping again, but I fight against it, and the mist clears a little. I see a figure standing over me, and I glimpse blonde hair. I hear a uniform rustle as a woman leans over me, tending to whatever it is she is doing. I feel nothing apart from the air upon my face. The rest of me is dulled, though it is obvious I am lying on my back. I try to move but cannot. There is a brief moment of panic as I fight against this confinement, but I gather my courage and screw my eyes shut.
“That will help you sleep,” I hear a female voice say, close to my ear. There is a slight clink, as if some instrument is being placed into a tin bowl. “Sleep now,” she says, and I feel a sudden descent, and my eyes slide slowly shut once again.

      [image: ]I feel as if someone is pulling at me, and my eyes open quickly. Everything remains as if seen through frosted glass, and I struggle to focus. I see a hand on my left side, tugging at me. I try to focus and see a strand of blonde hair again. I look at my arm and see that it is heavily bandaged, but someone near me is unwrapping the bandages.
“Check for infection, Ms Foyle,” says a voice from behind me. A man’s voice. Authoritative. I cannot feel my arm at all, but now I can feel pressure across my chest and the rest of my body. I follow the line of the blankets pulled back from my left arm and realise that I am swaddled in them like a baby.
A single dazzling light shines above me, and I squint at it before it suddenly moves to one side, and I feel my eyes relax.
“He’s dosed with morphine for now,” the man says carefully and slowly, as if he is examining my hand at the same time. “But if the pain lingers, give him laudanum by the teaspoon, no more than twice a night. And lock the bottle away when you’re done.” He then says something else, but I cannot hear, as the rest of the bandage is removed from my hand, and with the sudden release of pressure on my flesh, I feel myself sinking down and down, and my vision fogs again, though this time I can feel a breeze on my left hand, as if it has been released.
“Seems clear,” I hear the nurse say in a cold, dispassionate tone, and the doctor replies, but again I cannot make out the words, as the release of the pressure, presumably the bandage on my hand, increases, and I descend with it, down into the grey mist, and I lose consciousness once again.

      [image: ]The room is in darkness now. The mist has gone, but I slowly form the impression that this is an unfamiliar room. It feels smaller somehow. I move my head to one side, and my vision swims, but I can see a window. A small amount of light from outside spills into the room from the gas lamps outside on the street, presumably below the window. The sky is black. It must be nighttime. I sigh deeply and see that small flakes of snow are blowing across the window. I try to move, but I am still strapped. I try to lift my head to see what’s confining me, but the room spins. With a groan, I settle my head back and close my eyes to allow the nausea to pass.
My eyes return to the window and the light spilling in from outside. I cannot see the gas lamps, so this reinforces my view that I must be on a floor other than the ground floor. I turn my head the other way and see a small cupboard upon which rests a small metal bowl and nothing more.
I force myself to relax, the frustration of not being able to move slowly fading as sleep threatens to overtake me again. I open my eyes. I suddenly get the impression that someone I cannot see is standing behind me. I slow my breathing and listen as hard as I can. Yes! I can hear breathing. I am sure of it!
I try to speak, but no sound comes from me. I groan and try again. No sound comes from me other than a vague croaking sound. Yet it seems to be enough, for from behind my head, a tall man appears beside me. Slowly, he looks me up and down as if assessing me.
He is tall and dressed in a long coat and jacket. He takes his top hat off and puts it on the cupboard. He has short black hair and a sharp, almost hawkish face. He smiles broadly and leans towards me, still smiling. He looks me up and down once again.
“Ah,” he almost whispers, his voice vaguely mocking. “Half hand. How does it feel to be the one to off old Jack, then?” I groan but cannot reply. “Not that you will receive any benefit from it, of course. Quite the contrary, in fact. Still. I will let someone else explain that to you.” He reaches over and picks up his hat, placing it back on his head.
“I’ll call back when you’re feeling a little more talkative. I feel I have been a little premature, I feel.” He tips his hat to me.
“Good night to you, Inspector Flint,” he says, and disappears from view. I try my best to move to watch him go, but I can't move or form any semblance of speech.
I groan again, watch the snow fall outside, and soon sleep takes me once again.
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The next day comes and goes. I am continually slipping in and out of consciousness as nurses fuss around me. They seem to be keeping me supplied with copious amounts of water, no doubt to aid my voice, which seems to be recovering. Today I am allowed some thin gruel, which the nurse spoons down me. I feel as if I could empty the bowl, but after just two spoonfuls, it all comes back up again, and so I lie back and rest, watching for snow through the window, but none falls. 
I find that by mid-morning, or so the light from outside seems to indicate, I can communicate with the nurses in short sentences. My croaky voice is not suitable for long conversations, but I can now manage a few syllables and answer any yes-or-no questions and string a few short sentences together. Any attempt by myself to find out about my situation, however, is quickly closed down by the nurses, who continually repeat that the doctor will be in to see me just before lunch and I must save my voice for then. I look down at my feet and quietly accept that I have to wait.
Just as morning ends, a tall man wearing a long white coat bustles in, the nurses as good as standing to attention as he drags a chair from behind me I have not seen before and settles down by my bed, a small folder in hand.
“Good morning, Mr Flint,” he smiles.
“Inspector Flint,” I remind him, and he nods.
“Quite,” he says, smiling. “I am Doctor Weston. You have been in quite a bad way. Let’s undo the strapping,” he says to the nurses, and they gather around the bed, releasing me from my bonds.
“How do you feel?” he asks, closing the folder.
“It is hard to say,” I reply. “My voice is slowly returning, but my throat hurts when I do speak.” The doctor nods.
“Keep it to a minimum, then. The nurses have removed the strapping now, and looking down the bed, I see bandages covering my chest and left arm.
“You have broken two ribs,” he says. “Hence the strapping. Nothing much we can do about them, I am afraid, but time will heal them. Rest is the best approach for such an injury. It is your left hand that has been the primary cause of worry, though.”
“How bad is it?” I ask. I recall grabbing hold of the knife and severing some fingers, but beyond that, I am unsure of just how damaged my hand is.
“It could be worse,” says Weston. “You still have your thumb and two fingers, which is always useful, but I am afraid you have severed two of the other fingers and sustained quite a savage cut to your hypothenar eminence. It is this area that has given us the most concern.”
He sees me looking puzzled and smiles.
“I refer, of course, to the part of your hand below your little finger.” He holds his hand up to demonstrate. “You have lost both your little finger and ring finger. The laceration, however, has taken the flesh from below your ring finger to your wrist. At an angle, obviously.”
“Obviously,” I mutter, feeling the doctor’s casual manner starting to irritate me.
“I still have two fingers and a thumb, though?” I ask. I glance at the bandages on my left arm and try to move my fingers, but nothing happens, of course. I can still feel all five fingers, though.
“Indeed. I take it that you are right-handed?”
“I am.”
“Excellent. You will find it challenging to adjust at first, but your thumb and two fingers remain quite dexterous. A few weeks’ convalescence and you should be out of here. I will change the bandage tomorrow, and you can have a look at it then. For now, we’ll keep up the laudanum just in case of discomfort.” He stands up and drags the chair back from wherever it comes from.
“Questions?” he smiles, and I shake my head. Then I remember.
“Who is the man who visited me last night?” I ask, and Weston looks confused.
“I have no idea,” he says, looking at the nurses for assistance.
“What was his name?” asks one of them, looking confused.
“It is Mr -” I say, but then realise he had not actually given me his name. “I don’t think he said precisely,” I continued. “Tall man. Well-dressed.” I consider giving a better description, but I realise I am wasting my time.
“I think visitors should be kept to a minimum for now,” says the doctor and leaves.
I snort but say nothing. There’s no point in telling them that nobody is going to ask to visit me. Highly unlikely. It would be a waste of time using my now sore throat trying to explain. Weston puts his head back around the door.
“Though Chief Inspector Harrand has indicated he will visit this afternoon.” He smiles and vanishes, leaving the nurses tucking in my bed sheets so tight that they may as well have left the strapping in place.
I look at my bandaged left hand and raise it tentatively, but it feels so heavy I can manage no more than a few inches. With a weary sigh, I let it collapse back onto the bedsheets.
The nurses continue to fuss around me, but once Doctor Weston has finally left, they return to their usual routine, and after a tussle with a few spoons of gruel (most of which I manage to keep down), they leave me alone, looking out of the window.
I reflect on the damage to my hand, but it does not overly concern me. Still having the use of my thumb will help me adjust, and I am sure that, as I am right-handed, it will not take me so long to do so. Luckily, I have also considered my right hook to be stronger than my left, which is quite useful given the type of work that I do.
Mid-afternoon, the Chief Inspector arrives, accompanied by another man whom I do not know. He looks at me suspiciously as they seat themselves by my bed. The nurses seem to have suddenly found work elsewhere, I notice. The door to the room is now firmly shut.
“Chief Inspector Harrand,” I say, trying to prop myself up on my pillows and only half succeeding.
“Flint,” acknowledges Harrand. “This is Detective Inspector Wilson.” He nods to me and casts a brief look at my hand, and then tears his face back to mine. I try to place Wilson, but find that I cannot.
“He works for the Criminal Investigation Department,” says Harrand by way of explanation. This is why I do not know him, as this department is relatively new, ten years old, in fact.
“Pleased to meet you, sir,” I say, and he nods back to me. Harrand gives a slight, nervous cough.
“I believe that the city of London owes you a great debt, Flint. You have rid us of a complete maniac.”
“It is him, then?” I ask. In my gut, I know it is, but I’d like to hear someone else say it.
“It is,” says Harrand. He does not look overjoyed by it, I must say.
“Did you get a good look at him?” says Wilson suddenly, his eyes set on my face as I answer as if looking for a lie there. He will not get one.
“I did,” I say.
“And did you recognise him?” Harrand shuffles in his seat. From somewhere outside the room, I hear footsteps in the corridor, nurses busy with their duties.
“I did.”
Harrand sighs, and for a moment, Wilson looks disappointed, but it does not stop him from continuing.
“So you know that this man, the so-called Jack the Ripper, has royal connections?”
“I would say it is more than just a connection, sir,” I say with a smile. For some reason, I don’t like this man, and he is making me highly uncomfortable. Being able to correct him is a godsend.
“Suffice to say, it is obvious that he is a relatively highly placed member of the royal family.” Harrand shuffles in his seat.
“Word must never get out, Flint,” he says, and at least I can see he is embarrassed enough to blush slightly. Wilson leans closer.
“If word were to reach the population that the Ripper was a royal, we would have riots in the streets. I do not need to tell you that, Inspector,” he says.
“Of course,” I say. Harrand leans back in his seat.
“Inspector Flint is a long-serving and highly respected member of the constabulary, Wilson, with twelve years of exemplary service. I have no qualms whatsoever in accepting his word that he will remain silent on this subject.”
“He’d better,” says Wilson, standing. “I’ll wait for you outside, Harrand
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