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            Often the hands will solve a mystery that the intellect has struggled with in vain.
Carl Jung

      

    

In Victorian England during the 1800s and before Jack the Ripper, an entity known as Spring heeled Jack, sowed terror, and chaos in London and throughout the countryside. Over a period of about 70 years, this phenomenon was reported by shocked but reliable sources in varying locations. According to my research, only 1 possible fatality occurred during this period, however many reports of injuries and psychological damage to citizens were documented. The origin or identity of this being has never been discovered. Several theories have been put forward over the years, regarding who or what this entity might have been. This book is an exploration into those theories while bringing the leaping madman to this country in 1900. It is the sequel to The Bones of Jack in 2010 and took 7 years of research and a rewrite to make it to publication. Sightings of Jack have continued over the years and up to this day. Some of these ‘winged humanoids’ could possibly belong to the same category as Spring heeled Jack. When around a large body of water or in a city, you might want to keep an out if you happen to hear insane laughter in the night. Look for a pair of blazing red eyes and run!   

I dedicate this book to my sister, Lisa Lindsay-Young and her husband, Dr. Steven Young. Special dedication to my son and only living relative, Colton James Lindsay, who graciously served as my template for head Newsie, Colton James. He doesn’t smoke or drink at this time. 
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THE JOURNEY BEGINS

[image: ]


(A Victorian Nightmare)

Dreams have meanings. The trick is to unravel the tangle no matter how warped your brain has twisted it. For the moment, tranquility prevails as subtle, relaxing sounds permeate the environment. The creaking of wood straining under immense pressure and the rhythmic crash of water blend with a rocking motion and the soft whisper of wind, creating an atmosphere of calm and complete ease to the resting soul. Time stands still. Soothing sounds are replaced by muffled fragments of quiet conversation, interspersed with booming commands shouted at workers: “Turn down the mainsail! Bring out the rigging!”

Slipping deeper into the abyss, the initial sounds gradually fade into silence as a vivid scene takes shape. Night has just descended on a small English village. Out of the hazy darkness, a figure comes into view—active, urgent, and shrouded in mystery. This shadowy form runs and bounds across obstacles, racing past the houses that line the town. With agile movements, he hurdles fences, bushes, carts, and wagons, leaping from the road onto rooftops and then springing back down again with remarkable ease.

The sounds of excited dogs barking and horses loudly braying echo through the air as the villagers, startled by the animals alerts, heavy footfalls on their roofs, and screams of those looking out rush to their windows and doorways to witness the spectacle. Attention quickly shifts to the athletic figure, whose effortless leaps seem almost supernatural. Excited shouts and voices of the residents rise, blending with the anxious cries of frightened animals. The commotion intensifies, the volume swelling as screams and yells fill the night. Suddenly, the darkness is pierced by the flashes of musket fire and the thunderous explosion of a small cannon, signaling the villagers’ desperate response to the intruder’s passage.

The pitch-darkness is split by the abrupt opening of a cottage door as the hearth light seeps out. The door swings wide, revealing a comely young lady illuminated by gentle firelight. She is startled by the intrusion, her eyes straining desperately to focus on the dark figure before her. Shock grips her at the sight but she is able to let out a bone-chilling scream of horror before fainting away. At once, the door slams shut, leaving the escaping wraith outside, who then glides away, passing through grassy patches, bare ground, bushes, fences, trees, and thick brush.

The fugitive finds himself deep within a forest, surrounded by the chorus of birds, insects, and numerous forest creatures. Their sounds build into an almost unbearable and unusual crescendo, only to be followed by a sudden and complete silence. For a moment, peace and tranquility settle over the woods. The atmosphere soon turns sinister as the woods darken and become increasingly intimidating. A subtle noise begins in the distance and gradually develops into a clear, rhythmic sound—the hoofbeats of approaching horses.

At first, the sound is soft, but it grows steadily louder, revealing the horses’ breathing alongside the clatter of wheels and the creaking of leather. Two huge black horses race side by side, their manes flapping with every stride, hot breaths forming visible puffs in the chilly night air. The crack of a whip shatters the ambience, though no driver can be seen. Emerging from the darkness comes a black coach—an ornate funeral coach slowly approaching. As it nears, its pace slows to a gentle walk, finally reaching the viewer who stands near the road, awaiting its arrival.

The fugitive observes the fine horses, elaborate harness, and the coach itself, which features glass panels on either side for viewing. Inside, he spots a white wooden casket. The coach rolls to a complete stop, and a profound silence settles in. The head end of the casket is open, revealing a corpse inside. Drawing closer, the viewer is overcome with terror when he recognizes the corpse as his own! His face goes pale with shock, unable to utter a word, and he backs and turns away as the hearse departs noiselessly into the night. Left reeling, Bill is shaken by the ordeal, unable to comprehend how he found himself in this place.

A low, unsettling laugh begins to echo from behind Bill, gradually growing louder and more menacing. Scanning the darkness, Bill realizes the sound is coming from somewhere high up in the indistinct trees. The laughter intensifies with the breeze, becoming terrifying and maniacal. As Bill's eyes focus, he identifies the source of the sound, a dark figure perched on a high branch. Blazing red eyes peer down at him, revealing the unmistakable and dreadful form of Spring Heeled Jack. Crouched in the tree, Jack glares down at Bill, who is frozen in shock. Suddenly, Jack stands, spreading his winged or caped arms and unleashing deafening laughter. With a hideous smile, Jack leaps from his perch, crashing down upon Bill as everything goes black, the sense of the apparition overwhelming him.

Bill is jolted awake from his nest with a terrible scream, abruptly returning to reality, drenched in sweat. He is transported to a different place now. A cramped and musty smelling bunk almost like a coffin. His rapid breathing slows down as he looks around the dimly lit quarters. He realizes that he has been experiencing a nightmare. Now conscious, Bill finds himself aboard the ship he, Jeremy, and Bonnie had boarded to escape the law in England. He scans his surroundings, recognizing his modest accommodations as a stowaway. Among the wooden shelves of supplies below the deck of the ship with canvass bags as bedding and pillows. As he calms down, he hears footsteps approaching his resting place. Jeremy bursts into the scene, finding Bill disheveled and just coming to from his uneasy slumber.

“Are you okay, mate?” Jeremy asks with concern. "We were up on deck and heard you yelling. Bonnie is up there on the bow watching the sea life." 

After collecting his senses, Bill replies, “Uh, yes, I'm all right now. I should straighten up a bit and get up on deck in a little while.” Jeremy offers Bill some stale bread and a bit of cheese, which he had procured from the crew to serve as breakfast. 

“Some of the crew and passengers are a bit unraveled by the moans you were making. I told them you usually have a rough time when traveling by sea, although this is your first time on the ocean. Are you sure you’re gonna be alright?” After Jeremy made his way back up to the deck, Bill finally began to calm down. Looking at his finger, he noticed the spot where he had once worn the ring of Spring Heeled Jack. His mind flashed back, remembering why they had hastily stowed away on this ship and how they left the bones of Jack back at Jeremy’s flat back in London. The transformation of those bones and reverse decomposition process was burned into his memory. As he rubbed his finger, a yellowish glow appeared, encircling the finger where the ring had rested. Bill wondered what the strange glow might mean and whether he should be concerned about its effect on his health. Unbeknownst to him, others would soon share his unease regarding the mysterious light emanating from his finger.  

After regaining his composure, Bill finished his meager breakfast and made his way up to the deck to join the others. On his way, he paused to check on Donald, the racing rat, who was safely secured in his cage. This cage had become an unlikely hiding spot for the loot that Bill, Jeremy, and Bonnie had absconded with; Jeremy had reasoned that even if someone found Donald, they would probably be reluctant to investigate the rat's cage closely. It had a false and enlarged bottom below the rat where the valuables were securely stashed in the air-tight and moisture-resistant compartment.

“Whew! You must be due for a bedding change soon, old boy.” 

Earlier, Jeremy had taken it upon himself to meet with the ship’s captain. He explained the situation: he, Bonnie, and Bill had boarded without proper admittance. Addressing the captain respectfully, Jeremy said, “Well, Captain, sir, a very splendid opportunity presented itself for the three of us, and we had to leave immediately to take advantage. There wasn’t time to book passage, and we had heard about what a wise, honorable, and compassionate captain was at the helm of this ship. So, we thought we might be able to help with the ship’s chores and offer double fare to avoid being put overboard, sir.” The captain considered Jeremy’s words, chastised him for disregarding the proper procedures, but ultimately accepted their offer.

[image: ]Bill was anxious to escape the tight, dimly lit below deck accommodations and his eyes squinted as he emerged. The sun shone brightly, and the crisp sea air was invigorating as Bill approached the ship’s railing to watch the dolphins following alongside the vessel. Seagulls gliding overhead squawked a greeting to him. Jeremy and Bonnie greeted him warmly; Bonnie offered a radiant smile and an affectionate hug. “Is everything all right, Bill?” she asked, concern in her voice.

“Yes... just a little uncomfortable sleeping,” Bill replied, his tone tinged with uncertainty. “Just a dream that didn’t make much sense. You know how dreams can be.”

The atmosphere on deck was cheerful and hopeful as the trio, along with other passengers, gazed at a group of blue whales breaching the surface and announcing their presence with resounding vocalizations. This display brought smiles to the faces of everyone watching.

“Isn’t this so exciting!” Bonnie exclaimed. “We’re off on our own to a new country and our new lives! But it’s also kind of scary too.” Jeremy and Bill both nodded in agreement, contemplating what might lie ahead of them as the moist salt air caressed their faces.

“Let’s make a pact to always be there for each other and share our lives,” Bonnie suggested, looking deeply into Bill’s eyes.

“Yes, let’s do it,” both men agreed without hesitation.

Jeremy and Bill had known each other since early childhood in the orphanage and felt like brothers. Although they had only recently met Bonnie, she already felt like family to them. “I feel different when I am around her,” Bill had confessed to Jeremy earlier. “She’s the only woman I think about, the only one that matters.”

The joyful atmosphere on deck lasted only briefly before an abrupt change took hold. Clouds rolled in, obscuring the sun, and a strong, gusty wind began to stir. The ocean waves quickly became choppy, and all signs of marine life vanished. The whales were gone, and the dolphins that had been playfully swimming beside the ship also disappeared. Even the flock of sea gulls that had been trailing overhead flew away, leaving the sky empty.

The optimism that had filled the faces of the passengers and crew was replaced by disappointment and concern. Bill noticed the suspicious glances cast his way by the other shipmates. As the day grew darker, an unusual glow emanated from Bill’s ring finger, drawing further attention. The other passengers and crew began to take note, quietly speculating about the sudden shift in conditions that seemed to coincide with Bill’s appearance on deck. They also wondered about the strange moans and screams that had echoed up from below during Bill’s extended sleep earlier that morning. There had already been speculation about Bill, as a series of unfortunate events had occurred on this voyage—events that were not typical for such journeys. Whenever something bad happened, it seemed to have a direct or indirect connection to Bill.

As the sea grew more turbulent, the rest of the passengers and crew began to distance themselves from the three friends. Wherever Bill, Jeremy, and Bonnie went, they were trailed by whispers and furtive glances—most of them directed at Bill. Jeremy and Bonnie did their best to reassure Bill, insisting it was just idle gossip and nothing more.

“Funny how a change in the weather can affect the moods of some people,” Jeremy observed, trying to lighten the mood.

“They’re probably just thinking about their own problems now that there aren’t any interesting sea animals to watch,” Bonnie added, hoping to ease the growing tension.

However, as more people began to point out and openly talk about Bill, his worry deepened. He started to fear that his shipmates might eventually take some kind of action against him. Bill watched uneasily as the quartermaster approached the captain and said something quietly, both men casting glances in his direction.

The quartermaster finally approached Jeremy, voicing the concerns that had been circulating among the crew: “Many of us, including the captain, feel your friend there might be under a curse. He’s been acting strange and always seems to be around when something bad happens. That glow from his finger, and you saw what happened when he came up on deck—the weather changed and the sea life disappeared.”

Before Jeremy could respond, a rogue wave suddenly rose up from the ocean, striking the ship with tremendous force. The impact flung most of the people sprawling across the deck, and one unfortunate rigger working aloft was thrown into the ocean.

Immediately, the deckhands scrambled to lower a lifeboat and retrieve their struggling shipmate. Everyone on the ship watched anxiously as the crew rowed feverishly to save the man. Just as they reached him, a great white shark’s fin surfaced nearby. The man screamed as he was pulled under, vanishing beneath the waves.

A tense silence gripped the onlookers until the injured man suddenly resurfaced, flailing and shrieking as he tried to reach the lifeboat. The rescuers managed to pull him out of the discolored water, only to discover that the shark had taken his leg off just below the knee.

First aid was administered immediately, and the oarsmen worked desperately to get the lifeboat back to the ship. The injured man was lifted aboard with great care, ensuring the tourniquet around his severed leg remained secure. The ship’s doctor was summoned and the captain called for a keg of rum to help treat the wounded man. 

Suddenly, the injured man shrieked, “Demon! Demon!” as every eye on board turned and focused on Bill. The outburst sent a shockwave through the anxious crew. Without hesitation, the crew rushed the wounded man below deck for urgent medical attention, leaving Bill, Bonnie, and Jeremy standing apart from the rest, isolated and uneasy.

Seizing the tense moment, the captain confronted Bill directly. “This here stretch of ocean n’er be known other than fer calm waters and fair weather. Furthermore, no great whites be known to frequent nor sightings or reports of such in these waters afore.” His implication was clear: the series of misfortunes, the strange weather, and now the shark attack was all too coincidental, and suspicion fell heavily on Bill. 

“There is something afoul about ye, what I cannot put me finger upon. We need be rid of this jinx or curse or whatever affliction be attached ye wretched soul and keep to your own self!” 

Jeremy vehemently spoke out in defense of his friend, “These accusations against Bill are nothing but utter nonsense. There is absolutely nothing wrong with Bill and I refuse to accept that he is to blame for the recent misfortunes. You cannot blame Bill for the unusual weather and animal behavior,” Jeremy argued, his voice filled with determination. He did his best to plead Bill’s case, employing all his charm and wit in the hopes of swaying the opinion of the superstitious crew. However, despite Jeremy’s efforts, his words failed to change their minds.

The captain, resolute in his decision, stepped forward with authority. “To remedy the situation and put the ship out of dire consequences, I order this man be marooned on the nearest island,” he pronounced. The captain was unwilling to risk the safety of his ship and cargo, and he was prepared to sacrifice one ‘cursed’ man for the well-being of all.

Desperate to change the captain’s mind, Jeremy raised his voice one last time. “If you leave Bill stranded, then the fate of three people shall be upon your conscience!” he warned, making it clear that the consequences of this action would not be easily forgotten.

The captain, acting swiftly, conferred with the quartermaster and the rest of the crew. After a brief discussion, all responded in unison, “Agreed!” The crew began moving toward Bill, Bonnie, and Jeremy, preparing to restrain them in irons. However, before they could carry out their plan, a sudden downpour erupted, accompanied by flashes of lightning that illuminated the sky. The ship was violently jolted up and down as the storm intensified.

Realizing the danger, the captain abandoned his immediate plan and shouted orders to the crew. He commanded everyone to batten down the hatches and bring in the sails, readying the ship for the onslaught they were about to face from the raging sea. “It's too late! He's cursed us all!” the bosun cried, frantically tugging at the mainsail’s rigging. Despite their desperate efforts, the crew was thrown about by the tossing of the ship, struggling to maintain their footing as chaos unfolded around them.

All aboard were at the mercy of the furious storm. Suddenly, the masts began to crack, and the mainsails tore away, leaving the ship exposed to the wrath of the elements. Cargo slid across the deck, crashing into anything in its path. Some cargo, along with several passengers, were swept over the side and plunged into the tumultuous ocean below. The air was filled with screams of pain and anguish as those remaining on board fought to stay on the ship amidst the relentless storm.

Bonnie, Bill, and Jeremy clung to each other for dear life as chaos reigned around them. Amid the turmoil, the cage containing Donald the racing rat floated up to their level, carried by the water that had flooded the lower decks. Jeremy immediately lunged toward the cage, desperate to save his companion. But before he could reach it, the cage struck the deck railing and bounced overboard into the ocean. The three watched in horror as Donald disappeared into the raging sea. Nearby, a sailor, himself clinging to the deck, shouted, “Look, even the rats are abandoning the sinking ship!”

Crushed by the loss, Jeremy dropped his head in despair. But quickly regaining his composure, he fought his way toward the captain’s quarters, sliding down and into the room in search of something important. Moments later, he resurfaced, clutching several items he had managed to recover. Attempting to return to Bill and Bonnie with his finds, Jeremy was caught off guard by the violent heaving of the ship. He lost his grip and, like so many others, was tossed overboard into the angry ocean.

Bill screamed, “Jeremy!” as he clung tightly to both Bonnie and the ship’s railing, refusing to let go. Bonnie, drenched and weakened, began slipping from Bill’s grasp. “I won’t lose you too,” Bill shouted, holding on with all his strength. Bonnie clutched him even more tightly as the two were thrown about by the storm.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the storm ended. The sea calmed, the clouds vanished, and the sun broke through. Bill and Bonnie were still gripping the ship’s railing, dazed and gathering their senses. It was then they realized the ship was now lying on its side, listing dangerously. A low moaning sound filled the air as the vessel continued to slip further into the water. They realized the only thing keeping them from the hungry ocean was about to be consumed and doomed to a watery grave. Bill grabbed Bonnie and they both dived into and away from the sinking ship. Part of the shelving where they had spent the night below deck had somehow come loose and was nearby enough that they could swim to it. Both grabbed onto the structure which had enough buoyancy to keep their weight on the surface. Bales, chests, barrels, and broken wood were strewn about them as they watched and heard the ship heaving its last breath, spouting water and froth high in the sky and then it was gone. The ocean resumed its tedious waves and splashes as if nothing had been there at all. 

Bill and Bonnie floated silently on their makeshift raft, which they considered their salvation, through the day and into the night. Both were utterly exhausted, too drained to speak, their spirits weighed down by the loss of their friend Jeremy. Bill grieved deeply, remembering the pact he and Jeremy had made as children to always look out for one another—though it was usually Jeremy who looked after Bill. Now, separated and fearing the worst, Bill and Bonnie worried that without a miracle, they might share Jeremy's fate.

As darkness fell, the pair continued to drift atop their fragment of wreckage. They gazed up at the night sky, finding a moment of solace in the brilliant, beautiful stars shining above them. Eventually, their exhaustion overwhelmed them, and they fell asleep in each other's arms, clinging to one another for comfort and warmth amid the uncertainty of their future.  

After a long, much-needed rest, Bill and Bonnie were abruptly awakened when their makeshift raft collided with something solid. Blinking sleepily against the blinding sunlight, they realized with relief that their raft had reached a sandy beach. Overcome with joy, they hugged and laughed, celebrating what felt like a miracle—escape from the merciless grip of the ocean and arrival on firm ground.

Despite their excitement, Bill and Bonnie understood that survival on this new island would require effort and preparation. As they emerged from the water, they noticed wreckage from their ship scattered along the shore, suggesting that others might have made it to the island as well. The island itself was lush, filled with palm trees and dense undergrowth. Although it appeared to be a tropical paradise, the environment was still harsh and uncomfortable.

They spent the remainder of the day searching for shelter and fresh water. After hours of scouting, they finally discovered a small pool of fresh water, as well as some fruit and berries to eat. Using sticks, leaves, and branches they gathered, Bill and Bonnie built a makeshift shelter. A fire would have been a welcome comfort, but neither of them knew how to start one, so they went without.

The couple endured a dark, cold night sleeping under a palm tree, entwined in each other's arms for warmth. As Bill held Bonnie close, he became acutely aware of her beauty and vulnerability in such desperate circumstances. “Are we going to be alright, Bill?” Bonnie asked, her voice full of uncertainty. Bill reassured her with confidence, “Yes, we'll make it out of here,” though he privately doubted their chances. Despite his own fears, Bill remained a gentleman, refusing to take advantage of the situation and believing it was not the right time for such thoughts. Early the next day, they were able to knock down some coconuts, crack them open, drink the milk, and eat the flesh. On the third day, they decided to search for any other survivors. They didn’t have to walk far to see that others from the ship had made it to the island also. Upon hearing voices, the two walked into a makeshift camp where about a dozen people were busy gathering supplies, working on shelter, and tending the wounded or sick, including the sailor attacked by the shark. The talking abruptly stopped as they entered. Instead of welcoming faces, they encountered harsh looks and hostile stares.

“Glad to see you all made it too,” tested Bill. His remarks were met with silent frowns as the castaways began to stand and advance. Bill and Bonnie excused themselves and made a hasty retreat but were followed closely by the group. The two surmised that the others were still under the impression that Bill had caused the shipwreck and that they were ready to get revenge on him for what he had supposedly caused. Bill and Bonnie ran as fast as they could to get to higher ground where they could monitor the advance of the angry mob. 

Their situation had deteriorated. Isolated on the small island, Bill and Bonnie faced the terrifying prospect of a lynch mob. The group of other survivors, still harboring resentment and blaming Bill for the shipwreck, posed a real and immediate threat to their safety. Bill, acting quickly, scouted for any possible escape route that would allow them to avoid the advancing mob.

As Bill surveyed the coastline from higher ground, he noticed something unusual rounding the bay on the adjacent side of the island. It appeared to be a small raft with a sail. As the vessel drew closer, he could make out a man on board, pedaling some sort of wheel mechanism that powered the craft. Realizing this might be their only chance for escape, Bill grabbed Bonnie and hurried down to intercept the approaching raft, hoping they could secure a ride off the island before the mob could reach them. The castaways were hot on their heels as they ran toward the vessel. They had to keep looking behind to gauge how far behind
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