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For what profits a man if he gains the whole world but loses his own soul?
Matthew 16.26




London 1888.
here was a time, long ago, when I hung myself with remorse. An act I considered justified in exchange for the betrayal of my good friend Jesus of Nazareth. My gain? Thirty pieces of silver and, my curse? To become immortal, forced to roam for eons of time while many learned scholars attempted to debunk what really happened to me. Rumors abounded through the centuries about my demise, some laughable, others close to the truth, whilst I continued to wander through centuries neither growing old nor dying. I had, with misfortune, met the sharp blades of knives, a bullet and various types of torture contraptions. None succeeded in killing me. Instead, after a quick recovery, I was restored.
But the curse of greed remained. With good faith, I attempted to shake my desire for money, and failed miserably as I amassed many fortunes in short spaces of time. Of course, I had the advantage of longevity in which to learn how to perfect the finer points. Each venture becoming more successful than the last. Short of blowing my own trumpet, I admit to being expert in many skills and, having the good fortune to prosper in England, my residence for over eighty years, I created many new business ventures, bought and sold many properties.
My friend, and fellow immortal, Roderick Cooley walked the earth on and off with me for seventeen hundred years, until settled on his fine plantation in Virginia. I began a campaign of letters and telegrams six months ago. I needed Roderick to come in as a partner on a lucrative business opportunity. Having sold my existing business for a tidy sum, I planned on expanding my wealth considerably.
My name, Judas Iscariot, is not used for my current residence; I much preferred the alias of Emmanuel Ortiz for appearances. It suited well; I had many pseudonyms, a master in all disguises with a penchant for excitement. In the midst of my business dealings I found another, far more sinister path I wished to take - my intrigue heightened after reading various newspaper reports.
My latest purchase was a splendid Regency home in the heart of London’s Belgravia. It afforded a true gentleman’s lifestyle with all the trappings my heart desired. Party invitations became a regular occurrence shortly after I acquired my new address, giving me the opportunity to mingle with London’s elite upper class society on a regular basis. My new import business flourished as England opened its doors to new tastes and delights from foreign lands. In came cotton, gold, diamonds, tea, spices, flax, and opium with abundance. I didn’t care to admit to my clandestine operations: to supply the opium dens of London alongside the respectful supplies to pharmaceutical companies who turn them into Laudanum.
We all have a secret or two and I had plenty. For example, who I really am and why I was fixated and enthralled with Jack the Ripper. News of his hideous crimes spread far and wide, to America and beyond. I wanted to meet the chap head-on and stop him. But the lure of lavishness and excess had overtaken and distracted me for such a long time I was unsure of my commitment.
A good example of one distraction would be the drawing room, a place for entertainment and my pride and joy. In olden days, privileged members of the French court of royalty would gather outside the King’s Levees waiting for him to make his first public appearance of the day. In Victorian times the Levees had become the drawing room and took on quite a different purpose. When entertaining, after a lavish dinner, the ladies made their way to the room for idle gossip, while we fellows stayed in the dining room to enjoy a fine cigar, conversation and a good Napoleon cognac. Later we would join the ladies, if I was fortunate to have Eliza Gardiner in attendance, after some gentle persuasion she would delight us with her wonderful piano recitals. Occasionally, I was given the opportunity to duet with her. It was such a pleasure, being musically inclined. Eliza possessed the voice of an angel and enjoyed singing my self-written sonnets, while I played my precious Stein piano. Our guests always loved the high level of entertainment and I loved Eliza, as a friend. Never once did I contemplate a liaison and betrayal of her husband Cyril, who I considered a fine fellow. Although I found her to be very attractive indeed, I remained a gentleman.
The chill of autumn reminded me the short summer had come to an end and the fire now needed to be drawn and lit.
“A telegram for you, Sir.” My trusted butler, Edward, brought the post along with my morning tea into the study. I always gave telegrams my complete attention.
‘The Leather Apron still at large in Whitechapel. Stop. Enough frivolity. Stop. Contact me at your earliest convenience A.L. Richard. Stop.”
Rumors ran rife in London that each murder may be connected. There was not a social circle left that did not have something to say. The various hoax letters purporting to be from Jack had started to circulate, but none led to the killer. Now, my good friend and news reporter, Albert, had thoughtfully sent me a telegram, using one of the nicknames given to the elusive Jack: The Leather Apron, on account of his habit of carving up victims in the most gruesome manner remained free as a bird.
Through my own omission, I could not help but be drawn to the brutal murders. Caught up in the moment, I desired to be the one to bring him to justice. I was not startled easily or unused to witnessing unspeakable horrors in the past. I often thought there could be no mortal that would succeed in catching the treacherous and elusive killer.
The self centered part of me yearned for a quieter, more reserved existence. Now I had become a proper English gentleman. There were millions in cash and investments placed in bank accounts throughout the world. If I desired, I could become a gentleman at leisure - indulging in anything my heart desired.
With great haste I penned a letter to Albert. I suggested we meet at The Old Bell Tavern on Fleet Street, a popular watering hole for newsmen to gather and gleam information. London was already ablaze with speculation. Each unsolved murder had printing presses running overtime and Albert was in the thick of it, holding a prestigious post at The Times.
I instructed Bert, my trusted footman, to deliver the letter forthwith. If I was going to assist in the capture of this heinous killer, time was of the essence. Though I had plenty, his victims did not. I preferred to keep myself busy, a distraction from the thoughts that constantly plagued me as I periodically found myself in reflection. The morning had hardly begun, when much to my delight Marianne paid an unexpected visit flinging the door wide open before Edward could do his formal introduction.
“My darling, good morning and what a fine day it is!” she loudly exclaimed.
“What do I owe for this unexpected visit?” Although slightly taken aback, it was a joy to see her. Nothing about the stunningly beautiful and vivacious twenty three year old actress surprised me.
“I had a hard night, three curtain calls and a divine party after at the director’s home in Chelsea. But I awoke early and had to come and see you. Have you heard the news?”
“It depends on what news you are referring to. Every day brings news.”
“Emmanuel, my love, are you in a cocoon? It’s Jack, he’s still at large and there are fears he will strike again!”’
“That I know, I received a telegram this morning from Alfred. It appears Scotland Yard is at a loss of what to do next.”
“Well then, what are you planning to do, my darling? Surely you must know everything?”
Marianne knew about my indigenous past, as did a select few. Against my better judgment, I shared one night of unbridled passion with her and, fearing it would cause damage to both our reputations, convinced her it was best to remain just friends.
She possessed the most marvelous eyes, likened to two pools of a light blue ocean, with skin of porcelain. Her cheekbone structure divine and she always wore the latest designs from Paris, setting her apart in style. Gender roles are clearly defined in this Victorian Era, women in particular are expected to marry at the earliest opportunity and portray a weak inferior persona. Marianne did not fit that category, a dramatic actress with the spirit of an unbroken horse. One of only a handful of successful west-end performers and the daughter of a Sussex School Master, she had reached the ranks of the popular, becoming the toast of London society and a trusted confidant.
“I wish I could have been with you in those biblical times,” she remarked, running a middle finger seductively across my top lip. I could feel my manhood rising, but like a gentleman, I fought the urge.
“Stop that. You know we have an agreement not to become romantically inclined.”
“A girl can try. At least give her credit for that.”
“I only want to savor the memory of an extraordinary night. Let’s not spoil it,” said I, doing my best to stay in control. Hundreds of years taught me well. For example: how to restrain myself when in close proximity to an irresistible woman, such as Marianne Ashmore who, was truly delightful. I loved her fiery temperament and scandalous talk of joining the ever-growing band of women campaigning for the right to vote. Her company was forcing me to digress from my plan to journey to Albert. With matters to attend to; Marianne had to leave.
“My dear, sweet, handsome man, it appears I have called on you at the wrong moment. But then I must go to sleep, being up all night and an early breakfast has begun to take its toll.”
After a brief, unexpected kiss on the cheek, she was away, leaving me free to take the carriage to Fleet Street and Albert while I put her luscious body out of my mind.
For now, London suited me. It held infinite fascinations and opportunities to expand my fortune even further. Previous success in countless ventures left me confident enough to be involved in the rapid growth of an import business. Blessed with abilities far greater than any ordinary mortal, whose life span was guaranteed to expire within an expected time frame, I had notched up eighteen hundred years of experience. Frequently, during sleepless nights, I thought about how much I would be worth by the year 2150 if my Midas touch continued. Forever needing to think ahead, in what was becoming an increasingly materialistic world, I took no chances in missing out on lucrative business opportunities at every turn. I was Judas, after all.
A light drizzle was building, accompanied by a chilled wind in the air, as my carriage drove through the busy London streets for the rendezvous with Albert. The familiar cries of street sellers, accomplished at hawking their wares door to door echoed, ‘Buy my carrots, juicy carrots.’ ‘Fresh flowers for the lady of the house.’ Their shouts loud and clear, with the clip clop of horses hooves on the damp, slippery cobbles.
By the time I arrived at The Old Bell Tavern it had begun to rain in earnest, England’s weather bemusing at the best of times. Its perpetual rain and fog, which descended on London in the winter, was abominable.
Albert was waiting for me, eager and thirsty.
“Well, old chap, I was going to order you a fine ale. Or maybe you’d prefer something stronger?” he said with a twinkle in his eye.
“A good ale accompanied by a tender beef steak with potatoes will do nicely.”
I knew I would be paying for lunch. Albert’s meager wages did not allow for luxuries, or extras. Occasionally, due to my generous nature, I would make a donation.
“Would it be okay to make it two steaks?” he asked in a tentative tone of voice.
“Of course, it’s fine, old chap.”
“Will you be happy to pay for the ale?”
“Yes, that too.”
“There is a delicious apple and blackberry pie served here, a grand dessert.”
“Albert, my good man, everything is on me. I thought I’d mention that now before you ask for anything else after dessert, like a brandy.”
He was, after all his idiosyncrasies, a damn good fellow. I did find his small moustache to be slightly ugly, not suiting his wiry features or close set eyes. For some reason his clothes never seemed to fit, appearing to be slightly oversized, and, annoyingly, his shoes were always in need of a good polish. Appearances aside, he was an astute young man with a nose for news and an eye for the ladies. At the age of twenty eight, he had reached the status of a main news reporter. It was quite an achievement in Fleet Street for someone so young.
The Ripper case gave newsmen enough fodder to keep going for months. But Albert was never satisfied, hungering for more information, not caring how it came his way as he nosed around. He had the makings of an ideal policeman if he decided to give up putting pen to paper.
I, too, considered myself to be skilled in detection, but was I truly capable of catching such a slippery devil? Having endured many challenges throughout the centuries far worse than this, I was not prepared to give up, if only I could get my mind to focus.
“This Jack character is giving Scotland Yard a run for its money. He’s devious and tricky. Emmanuel, you must take your surveillance talk and do something with it, in the thick of it, the streets of Whitechapel,” said Albert.
“I can only do what I’m capable of, my dear friend. Surely you must know, even Judas is not invincible.”
“But you have a distinct advantage over the rest of us. If you have the misfortune to be harmed you are healed in a matter of minutes.”
“Not quite, if I have the misfortune to suffer an extreme attack it can be fatal. I am not indestructible, and I wager you would enjoy it immensely if I were to be the sacrificial lamb for the greatest scoop of your career.”
“I don’t wish you dead silly man, only triumphant. I doubt you would shout it to the world, being said with honesty, you would do your best, lambs discounted!”
If I were to fail, would Albert hold me responsible? I had the impression he underestimated Jack, a force to be reckoned with, as a simple catch once identified.
“He’s deadly. We must never underestimate him. That includes you,” I warned in no uncertain terms.
I often wondered if Albert actually believed I was immortal. I inadvertently confessed one night when full of ale and bravado. Alcohol put me in a drunken state very quickly if I consumed more than I should have. I surmised it was to do with my immortal status. Albert, on the other hand, was a bottomless pit. For every ale I drank, he drank double and twice as quickly. But we reached a mutual understanding. He was never sure if I was really Judas drifting through the centuries and I, in turn, tolerated his heavy drinking and ever increasing opportunistic ways to get me to pay for his vices.
“I will speak with Roderick. It would be better not to go alone, if I can get his mind off the fog and cold.”
“I was hoping that we’d avoid Roderick Cooley,” he replied with a grimace. Albert did not take to him upon introduction; his first impression one of horror. I understand why the sight of Roderick wearing hand crafted dark glasses to disguise his strange eyes is unnerving.
Albert is often cocky and arrogant. Roderick will not suffer fools gladly, making his opinion known. The tension recently lessened between them and it looks as if they found a degree of tolerance. I have yet to see what happens when both are full of ale.
Roderick joined me in London on my insistence and persuasion. I encouraged him away from his fine Virginian plantation where he had been since 1663 to oblige me in my new ventures. There was a time when we were neighbors until a wealthy land holder made an offer on my property I could not refuse. I returned to Europe soon after to see many changes. Tea and coffee had become popular and the women even more beautiful than I remembered.
Roderick was a dark Irish horse, and, under an assumed name, had signed the Declaration of Independence. He was also an instigator in the bill to move the nation’s capital from Philadelphia to Washington, DC. A keen property investor, he purchased a townhouse in the new capital and, like me, acquired a sophisticated and elegant apartment in the new Manhattan. Although I traveled the world and spent most of my time in London, I also took passage back to America on occasion. It was an irony while on a visit; news reached me there was more money to be made right in the hub of London. Imports. How could I turn down such a marvelous opportunity?
It was a twist of fate the recent spate of murders in London’s Whitechapel and the name alone, Jack the Ripper, coincided in need for something else. I told myself it was possible for me to undertake a search for the suspect. But, I could not run the business alone and needed someone trustworthy to assist. Only after many pleading telegrams did Roderick reluctantly agree to leave his home for the shortest time and take the journey to England. With his keen eye for business, I quickly made him a partner in the vain hope it would distract him from his frustration and I did so enjoy the company of my closest companion. Roderick found it troublesome to settle, he preferred the less formal ways of Virginia, which bended easier with his relaxed Irish ways. Unlike London, his strange, sometimes frightening appearance was largely ignored in a new world of countless immigrants.
His almost seven foot height intimidated most, including Albert, who refused to admit it and, was not weakened even by the sight of his cane. Forever the cynical joker, he decided to feign a leg injury taking too long to heal. The severity of his shuffle depending on whose company he found himself in, he played it beautifully and, fooling everyone.
In the meantime, I followed the Ripper case closely, devouring every newspaper I could lay my hands on, staying in close contact with Albert.
But it was proving very complicated as I had become far too ensconced in my business and social activities. Roderick thought me a snob, an upper class over-indulged so called English gentleman. I stood for everything he despised; his protest was to complain constantly about the weather and the formalities of the Victorian stiff upper class, and to speak Gaelic at every inappropriate moment.
I reminded him constantly that my friends and associates were unimpressed and, due to their lack of understanding, did not take kindly to his using the language. Roderick’s response was to ignore me and continue to use it regardless.
Albert put aside his distaste for Roderick to urge me, once and for all, not be so distracted by women and revelry. I was to be serious in my quest to take on the Leather Man.
“All your stories of battles drawn and won, surely a lone figure like him will be easy pickings. That is, if you are the fighter you claim to be,” he said. Often mindful of Albert’s uncertainty, never sure if he thought me insane or just plain deluded, I reassured him of my intentions.
It was time to take my leave as he had become slightly intoxicated and annoying, his belly full of steak and a head full of ale. Like so many of London’s newspaper men, his lifestyle consisted of a walk between his office and the closest Inn. The excuse? He would pick up on the idle chatter circulating. Somewhere in there could be a snippet of news that turned into a story or two.
Jack the Ripper. The Whitechapel murderer began his killing spree early in April of this year and picked the perfect location. London’s east-end had become swollen with the impoverished. Living conditions were abominable. With my own eyes, I had seen rats in the gutters where raw sewage ran with velocity. In less than fifty years, the entire area had disintegrated, crime was rife, robbery being most commonplace, with roughly distilled gin consumed like water. The deprivation brought an alarming increase in prostitution and the current murders only added to the area being labeled as ‘riddled with vice and danger.’ Few outsiders ventured there. There were rumors circulating that men of high social standing and, members of royalty, did slip unobtrusively in and out of Whitechapel for a quick rendezvous with a woman of dubious means. For me, prostitutes were to be avoided at all costs, but my sympathies were with the victims, who did not deserve to be killed in such a brutal fashion.
My first chore would be to contact Roderick by telegram at the office, though I knew what his response would be. One of, ‘Not that dreaded Ripper fellow again, leave me out of it.’




 arrived home to a warm fire burning brightly in the drawing room. Cook waited for me with the evening menu as I had guests for dinner. A reluctant Roderick, Cyril and Eliza, Captain and Mrs. Braithwaite, and Mr. Fitzgerald, a learned gentleman who spent most of his life as a missionary in Africa. I did not invite Marianne, knowing full well she would have declined due to her theatre engagements. A shame as her company and beauty delighted everyone.
“Master, I thought the roast venison a good choice, with duchess potatoes and red
cabbage. But I’m all a pickle, shall I prepare onion or vegetable soup?” Cook always fussed like a mother hen about the menus, I had become accustomed.
“I will let you decide, Cook, and I do hope we’re going to be treated to your delicious apple pie.”
“Oh yes, master, it’s on the menu. Will that be all?”
“That’s all, Cook,” said I, wishing I could be a trite less formal with my household. But my staff would then think me rude and, if I were to confide in them my real identity, they would also consider me quite mad. I am a charlatan, adept at changing persona to suit every occasion, lying my way through people’s lives and only confiding in those I felt could be trusted. If I were instrumental in bringing Jack to justice I would not seek notoriety, preferring to slip into obscurity with question. I did not like to draw attention to myself.
I dallied in my new business, and it was interesting, but not enough to keep me satisfied. I craved excitement, the thrill of the hunt, the need for an edge. When the time was right, I would be making my way to America in the not too distant future, the house in Belgravia sold and my staff dismissed. I would simply turn my back and walk away, a familiar pattern to my sometimes torturous existence.
It was to be late afternoon when Roderick finally arrived, quite flushed, with a stack of papers needing my urgent signature.
“This invoice needs signing now.” He was short in his manner.
The problem eluded me; his agitation clearly visible in his body language was a concern. I needed to know, so I pushed him to tell me.
“I’m settled in Virginia and enjoy my travels to Washington. It was only on insistence from you that I endured a hellish boat journey to find myself left to push your papers around in a mundane office. Now you have the nerve to want to involve me in a wild goose chase in a part of London I can’t abide, and then take this evening, another dinner party, idle chatter with people I don’t like and your abominable ago!”
I was truly stung by his comment, but he was, in part, correct. I had, by my own admission, been carried clean away with all manner of material gains and delights. Marianne being one distraction I found so hard to ignore.
I made a commitment. Later in the evening when my guests had taken their leave I would sit down with Roderick and discuss the matter in hand - his troublesome feelings. In the meantime, we would eat, drink and be merry.
It was a fine meal indeed; Cook did us proud and her apple pie- a masterpiece. But I was itching to talk with Roderick and fought the urge to dismiss my guests early, a social mishap in these circles. They lingered after dinner drinks, cigars, talk of politics, the grand opening of the new Royal Court theatre. It was of no surprise that inevitably talk turned to Jack.
“Detective Inspector Reed has his hands full with this investigation and I read in The Times this morning that a new fellow, Donald Swanson, is heading up the investigation. If Scotland Yard fails to solve this case, no one can,” said Cyril, with a look of disdain, never one to give praise to Scotland Yard.
“I’m positive he will be caught, he’s bound to slip up at one point. I hear they’re going house to house questioning residents in the area and there’s even talk of a vigilante group going around the streets at night.” The Captain was clearly in a different frame of mind, although he did possess very moral views that would slip out with alarming regularity. “Of course, we could argue that the streets are better off without women of that nature.”
“I wholeheartedly agree, after all they are a disservice. Women of ill repute bring extra crime to the streets of London.” Mr. Fitzgerald surprised me, as a devout Christian and a missionary, I wrongly assumed he had compassion to those less fortunate than himself.
The discussion continued, as I preferred to stay in the background and remain the gracious host not wanting to offend. But I breathed a sigh of relief when the last carriage appeared outside. With the house now empty, and the staff downstairs, I could get on with planning my agenda. I was, regardless of risk, prepared to take myself into the dark poverty stricken hole that had become Jack’s hunting ground.
There was always a possibility that I would come to harm. I had been, many times. Too many to mention. So far I have rejuvenated, often instantly or within minutes and long may it stay that way.
On the other hand if I was to be so unfortunate as to be cut wide open, there would be no telling if I survived. The last time my innards were attacked was right here in fourteenth century England. Far from pleasant and, a lucky escape. I preferred not to dwell on the experience; counting myself most fortunate not to have met such a grisly end.
The moment we were alone, Roderick thrust another invoice in my hand. “This must be signed also. The other thing Copper will make the dock delivery later tonight.” This was our young lad who delivered opium to the dens in Lime House. In return, I would pay him enough to live better than some. He was skilled at the job, keeping his head low and avoiding the authorities who tended to turn a blind eye. I supplied a small Chinese community who indulged regularly. It brought in a tidy sum, extra I could lock away free from taxes.
By day I sold opium imports to pharmaceutical companies for medicinal purposes, fortunate, there was little or no control on its distribution. I was free to sell it wherever there was a demand.
“I know you don’t approve of some of my practices. But I hope you can see that I do no harm. These people desire opium and I supply a good quality product. They are assured buying from me guarantees them a speedy delivery with minimum risk,” I said.
“Your justification does nothing to sway me from my view of this illegal practice, Manny.”
“I wish you wouldn’t call me that, my name is Emmanuel.”
“You have more name changes than I have hot dinners.”
“What I choose it to be is up to me, my friend. That’s the advantage of being immortal. I can dream up any identity and make as much wealth as I desire. Just as you can and do.”
“Thirty coins were never enough Judas. You have gone through every century desiring more and more. What does it say in the Bible? That the greedy man curses and spurns God. Have you forgotten? Where is your conscience?” he replied with great sarcasm.
“My dear friend, have you not noticed my trials and tribulations as I try to recover the coins? Hopefully in exchange for absolution?”
“When you bother to look. I’ve known you long enough to see you don’t take it seriously. Jesus begorrah!”
Our argument raged on. But he was correct on one point. What on earth was I thinking to be involved in the illegal sale of opium and revel in my obsession for increased wealth? Why had God not yet struck me down for my selfishness and greed? I was weak from the moment I stole the thirty pieces and, to this day, the abnormality clings to my being like a leech.
Eight coins recovered, eight alone. I must find the rest. I admit to having a penchant for fantasy. Imagining I were to stumble upon the remaining coins purely by chance. My lack of enthusiasm needed to change, forthwith
For my indifference to the sale of illegal opium I make no apology, it was too late, the damage already done. But I can exonerate myself a little by stopping Jack and, with good fortune, appease Roderick. I could offer no more to the proud Celtic immortal whose life ended and rejuvenated in a watery bog in Ireland long ago. How we met is another story.
“I expect you to make work of this hunt, Manny, and I’ll give you assistance. But I’m asking you, please do not expect me to wander the dirty streets of Whitechapel. The place is an abomination.”
“I promise not to press you to accompany me. I ask only for your support, nothing more.”
In spite of our occasional differences, I would lay my life down for Roderick, who suffered greatly with his sometimes hideous complexion. Due the length of time the poor chap was under water, he would, on a daily basis, mix any concoction, dirt or ashes from the fire to darken his deathly pale complexion. Upon knowing his true identity, and predicament, Marianne thoughtfully purchased the darkest face powder used by performers. It enabled Roderick to look as natural as possible with relative ease of application. ‘We don’t want to see a clown,’ Marianne remarked, making sure he applied the correct amount. The poor air quality of the east-end could easily affect his breathing, shallow at the best of times. No one, apart from me, was allowed to see Roderick without his darkened glasses. His blue eyes were tainted with specks of gold flickering constantly, giving the appearance of someone quite unnatural and possibly evil. They didn’t know him like I did. A strong and fearless man, the opposite of evil, but first impressions were imperative, hence the glasses.
“I expect Marianne will be calling round on her way from the theatre, she seems to always appear in the dead of night. Is there something you’re not telling me?” His mood lightened and his uncovered Irish eyes sparkled.
Roderick was insecure around her, finding her flighty and too humorous for a woman. Marianne was a new breed and he had little or no time for her outward personality, more used to the well brought up plantation girls of the South who knew their place. I also suspected a tinge of jealousy. “It has been perfectly respectable since the night we, well, I don’t have to divulge the details. Now we’re friends, nothing more.”
“Try to keep it that way. It’s better for you not to invite complications, if you can help it, and I suspect she would be one.”
If he only knew how I had to control my passion for the sleek contours of her perfect body and desire for me. Making love with Marianne was like walking in the garden of Gethsemane, west of Mount Olive, a paradise and place for lovers. I could not help but digress and remember I once walked there with more than one woman.
“I hear a carriage outside, I wager it’s her,” said Roderick, intruding on my memories. The doorbell rang and poor Edward could be heard scurrying up the stairs. It’s considered bad taste to answer my own door in these formal times.
“I expect that’s the lady in question, coming for her nightly sojourn, a glass of champagne and a plate of caviar. I will leave now and one last thing, try to use constraint as I fear you’ll weaken.”
“That will nothappen my friend. Your overreaction is misguided, it is only her company I desire. She’s such a delight to have around, like a breath of fresh summer air.”
As Marianne breezed in Roderick took his leave, both meeting at the door to the drawing room and somewhat uncomfortable in each other’s company. In spite of her assistance in the cosmetic department, he had little tolerance for what he called ‘her outspoken personality.’
“My dearest!” she cried out, barely acknowledging Roderick, “I’ve had a dreadful evening, simply dreadful.”
It did not irk me she appeared on my door almost every evening. Secretly I enjoyed it. “What happened?” I asked.
“That awful Clarence van Helsing was hovering by the stage door again. I have rebuffed him so many times. It appears he will not take no for an answer and makes for such a pitiful sight, standing there with a bouquet of roses and a forlorn look. What must a girl do with a man like that?”
“Tell him in no uncertain terms that your interests lie elsewhere. That should do it.”
“His excuse is he fears for my safety, perpetually informing me I could be at risk from the Ripper fellow. Nightly, I walk directly from the stage door to my carriage. Surely I can come to no harm within a few short steps?”
“Of course not, he is overreacting.”
Clarence van Helsing was a distant family member of the Royal Dutch court. Unfortunately, his reputation in London preceded him. He was, by nature, a procurer of women unable to curb his devotion to Marianne, much to her disdain. It would be an ill suited match had she been smitten. Clarence was effectively banished from his country to save the embarrassment. Having impregnated a young housemaid, the scoundrel was now running loose in London with a generous allowance.
He lived on the fringes of the upper classes, neither fish nor fowl, shunned by most social circles and barely tolerated in others. Rumors hinted his strange, sometimes angry, behavior made him a possible suspect in the Ripper case. Marianne and I thought it laughable on account of the man being simply incapable. His ego and passion for the limelight would have him caught in no time.
“I expect you’d like some champagne.” I rang the bell for Edward to bring a bottle of Krug. He was accustomed to Marianne appearing at such a late hour and was relieved when the champagne was served. It meant his services were no longer required; he could retire for the night.
“Just what I needed my darling. Good company, fine champagne and do you have some of that divine Beluga caviar? I am ever so peckish.” Her mood brightened as we sat together, close to the fire, reveling in each other’s company. Throughout the long laborious centuries, I enjoyed my fair share of beautiful and exotic women, some more passionate than others. Women who enticed and, eventually, repulsed me. Women I loved and lost. Then there was Marianne, who possessed an intense curiosity of my past dalliances, sometimes an irritation.
“Tell me more about Aelia. The last conversation we had was cut short by time. I am intrigued by her and cannot stop myself from wanting to know more.”
Inadvertently, before our night together, I divulged to Marianne a few of my past encounters as she thought it strange I was never seen much in the company of women. I did not want her to think my passions leaned toward members of my own sex. A true scandal if gossip begun in earnest so, to defend myself, I told Marianne the story of Aelia Verina who I met in the year 484.
It was a passionate secret liaison that left me broken and consumed with regret…
“She was fair and beautiful, an Empress of the Byzantine Empire. Sultry, ambitious and dangerous are not words I would use lightly, but they applied. We had a sexual liaison for a while, mostly when her husband Leo the First was away at war. I knew I wasn’t the only one. Her bed was never cold.”
“She must have been a Roman femme fatale. How exciting.”
“In retrospect, she was an opportunist from a family of great wealth. There were three children, one not the son of Leo. She went below her station with someone who was not from a prominent family. To cut the story short, Leo earned the nickname ‘Butcher’ on account of his orders to assassinate anyone who got in his way. Instilling fear, he climbed to the role of Emperor very easily. Personally, I could not stand the man. He ruled with an iron fist and did not give Aelia what she needed, love and passion.”
“So what happened? Do tell!”
“We had delightfully wicked milk baths together while her handmaidens, sworn to secrecy, stayed in the background waiting for us to finish.”
“I did not mean that, Emmanuel. I meant what happened to her and how did it end between you?” she replied, a twinge of jealousy in her tone.
“Oh, I was rejected in favor of another, she simply tired of me. I heard that she’d died mysteriously in the siege of Papyrus. Leo had died years before of dysentery, Aelia quickly remarried, but her turbulent life continued. When the siege was over, they found her body. No one was ever sure how she had met her untimely end.”
“How sad and how fascinating. Her life would make a wonderful play, don’t you think?”
“I’d much prefer to put her out of my mind. The idea of watching her life being acted out on a stage nightly leaves me cold,” said I, shuddering at the thought.
Marianne’s visit did not end as auspiciously as it began. She began to slide closer to me and, in the flickering light of the slowly weakening fire, her eyes filled with wanton desire.
“My dearest friend, I am half inclined to consider that alone as we are, another moment of passion could be shared. But I must say no. I have to take a moral stand and not give in to my weaknesses. I have, by my own admission, enjoyed many pleasures of the flesh and the result has been nothing but emptiness,” I continued, knowing it would offend.
She sighed, her discontentment obvious, “I will go off and marry Robert Pratt, move to Cornwall and have many children!”
She was referring to a self-made businessman, who invested large sums of money in west-end plays. They met at a dinner party where Robert was smitten immediately. A short, dark haired figure of a man, a trite too serious for my liking, and madly in love with Marianne, worshipping the ground she walked on. He offered his hand in marriage on numerous occasions, yet she, up until now, adamantly refused his advances. I sensed he was beginning to wear her down.
“I do not see you settled in Cornwall, baking pies and a large brood of children scurrying around your feet. But you could do far worse than Robert.”
“I could marry you.” Her reply stunned me.
“I am, by my own admission, not in a good place as I am still uncomfortable with the responsibility of marriage. I cannot manage such an undertaking. Forgive me but I have to decline.”
“How many centuries do you need before you see yourself as suitable and prepared?”
“Sweet Marianne, I am unsure. Maybe love will find me in the next century or the one after. Who knows what the future holds and, what if my immortality was to end?”
“Oh, it’s those silly coins again, find the coins and you’ll have salvation.”
Marianne found it too trying when I wanted to discuss the coins. Often exclaiming the notion to be so far-fetched it made her want to laugh.
Occasions when she commented I was the most fascinating storyteller she had ever come across. Other times, she would tell me she believed I was Judas, contradictions I experienced many times with mortals who crossed my path.
“I will resume my search when the moment is right. You, Marianne, are already aware that my interests for the moment lie in business and investments.”
Our conversation became somewhat stilted, due to my rebuttal, which brought about a distinct change of mood.
“I must away. I am very tired and sleep awaits,” said she, her voice muted.
“I do consider you a wonderful friend and confidant,” I replied in earnest.
“I need more than what you offer, good sir!”
There was desperation in her voice, but nothing to be done to appease the situation. Involvement with Marianne would only lead to deep unhappiness for us. Before I embarked on a liaison that would lead to permanence, I needed to focus on my real purpose. To concentrate on my latest business venture, resume my search for coins and, with God’s assistance, catch the infamous Jack the Ripper.




nly on one or two occasions had I ventured through Whitechapel. From the security of my carriage, I had seen it was not a place to visit for leisure unless I desired a prostitute. Ale houses were stacked full of drunken men and women, with deadly diseases rife. The population increased due to a wave of immigrants from around the world and a swell of Jewish refugees fleeing the pogroms. Regrettably, the entire east end was shrouded in abject poverty and hardship, a reminder of past times I witnessed first hand; human beings suffering in great hardship. It would have been easy to walk away and stay in the safe confines of Belgravia, but I had no choice except to see it through. As Roderick stated - to do my moral duty.
With Marianne gone, I retired to my bedchamber where I spared no expense on a wonderful mahogany four poster bed complete with silken sheets and the finest quality blankets. The fire was burning brightly; I stared into the flames thinking about my gift for unintentionally causing unhappiness, perfect moment to berate myself. Day to night was a marked contrast. I could busy myself from morning till late evening but night was another story. Often, alone in my bed, thoughts intruded and memories flooded back. I did not sleep very much, sometimes not at all, and on this particular night it eluded me. Marianne, Roderick and how I was to go about finding Jack weighed heavily on my mind as did my guilt of the past and present.
I was, by my own wayward decisions, already predestined to be damned long before I became immortal. As I walked beside Jesus, I was to be the betrayer, long before I sold his soul for a mere thirty shekels. There would be no taking into account the dire consequences, instead driven by greed, I took the wrong road. By today’s standards those shekels would be a healthy sum, but they were to become my downfall.
Memories taunted me. The Gospel of Barnabas, a medieval document, claimed with certainty it was I, not Jesus, crucified on the cross. The story is a fantastical work of fiction, one I have chosen to ignore, along with countless other theoretical assumptions. I did not take kindly to scholars profiting from my life and that of Jesus, particularly when all they did was surmise. Of course, I am prevented from coming forward to challenge and refute the claims. I would probably be put in chains and locked up in the madhouse, not something I’d relish. These reoccurring thoughts plagued my sleep on a regular basis and at dawn, after less than two hours of slumber, I awoke to the knowledge today would be the day I make my way to Scotland Yard with a good story to credit myself and a plan. Yes, a plan!
Over a hearty breakfast of bacon, poached eggs and black pudding, I was interrupted by Edward with the morning post. There was nothing to pay attention to or divert me from the journey to Whitehall. So far the morning was going well and, as I climbed into the carriage, I thought long and hard on what I would say. That I was a private investigator trained in New York under the wing of one Bernard Flowers, a gentleman with a fine reputation. I was skilled enough to offer my services, I had much free time on my hands and the funds needed to gather information. Bernie did indeed exist. Apart from the fact his true profession, a importer of the finest cigars to the residents of the new wealthy of Manhattan, there was partial truth in my story. If they were to contact him, he would inform them I was indeed who I said I was, being a good sport and a lover of intrigue. I arrived at Scotland Yard full of confidence they were naive enough to believe my concocted story. Being able to convince mortals of my numerous identities had become a finely practiced art, taking great care never to give anything away in my body language. With my head held high, I entered the tall, imposing building in the hope of speaking with Chief Inspector Donald Swanson, now leading the investigation.
A regular policeman greeted me from behind a desk.
“Good morning sir. What can I do for you?” he asked politely.
“I wish for a meeting with Chief Inspector Swanson on an urgent matter.”
“Can you please tell me what the urgency is, sir?”
“I need to discuss the recent Whitechapel murders.”
“Do you have information that may help the case?”
“No, but I can be of great assistance,” I replied, sensing it was not going to be as easy as I anticipated. He may have only been a desk sergeant but he had the power to send me away post haste. He inspected me closely with mistrust and confusion, as if unsure what to do next. I presumed he’d put me in the category of the vigilantes who were running in droves, self-policing the streets of Whitechapel.
“I will see if the Chief Inspector is free. Can I ask who wishes to speak with him?”
“My name is Emmanuel Ortiz,” I replied, noting he had dropped the ‘sir.’
It was as if I could read his mind. My somewhat exotic name was not befitting an English gentleman; the frown he exhibited, typical of many in this Victorian age of snobbery.
After a long wait on a hard wooden bench, a slightly portly man, dark hair severely styled to the side, walked toward me. His curled moustache caught my attention as well as a most serious disposition.
“Good morning, Mister Ortiz. I understand you are seeking information concerning the Whitechapel murders.” He was polite and, as I rose, shook my hand.
“Well, yes, I would like to offer my assistance. Is there somewhere we can discuss this in private?”
“Follow me.” He led me to a private room, its glass door proudly bearing a plaque with his name.
Considering his stature of Chief Inspector, the unpretentious plain wood desk and one cabinet, where I assumed his files were kept, did not do his rank any justice. Scattered on the desk were papers, some of them accidentally marked by ink, a careless hand indeed.
“Explain to me who you are and why you think you can assist in the difficult case of Jack the Ripper,” he demanded.
I dutifully told my story in a calm and reserved manner so as not to arouse suspicion. Having become an expert in the art of convincing, I hoped my confidence was apparent.
“We do not have the funds to pay a private investigator. I’ll wager they are more popular in America where, how shall I put it, people are more prone to gimmicks.”
“I can assure you, good sir, that my services are being offered for free. It is an altruistic act on my part. I am not searching for monetary gain.” I did not care to respond to his view that Americans were prone to gimmicks. It was far from the truth and he had surely been ill informed. But I did need to persuade him I was a competent individual, neither a charlatan nor a misguided, eccentric crackpot.
“Then you are aware of the most recent murders since August. Mary Anne Nichols, Catherine Eddowes, Elizabeth Stride, and Annie Chapman have been killed in the most brutal fashion. We think the previous killings in the area may be linked to the same assailant. This is a perpetrator of evil intent, the heinous nature of his crimes has left some of the younger less experienced constables in shock and unable to work for many days after.”
“I have become accustomed to crime on my travels, particularly in areas where there is abject poverty. I can assure you, Chief Inspector, I am not easily unnerved by the sight of blood or gore.”
He shuffled uneasily in his chair. “So, do you expect to accompany my officers?”
“No, sir, I prefer to work alone.”
“Are you serious? A gentleman of your standing wandering unaccompanied will stand out a mile in Whitechapel. It will make you vulnerable to attack or robbery.”
“I will take my chances and I would appreciate it if you will let me see the reports.”
“Are you quite mad?” he replied in bewilderment.
“No, sir, I am, at the very least, determined.”
“I am unable to let you see the reports, they are highly confidential. But I will ask for a young constable to take you to the crime scenes. There you will see for yourself the precise area where he has roamed and killed. Pardon me for not taking you seriously and I urge you, with respect, not to interfere in any way with our investigation. Doing so will result in consequences.”
“Certainly, and I confess myself to be overly grateful to you Chief Inspector Swanson, overtly.”
It was likely I over complemented the man as he said little more to me, instead directing me to the front desk where I was to wait for a willing constable to take me to Whitechapel. It proved to be a very long wait. I whiled away the time observing the comings and goings that were mostly mundane, as I told myself to be patient. I was being viewed as someone to be humored and, although a trite disappointed our meeting had been so fleeting, it was of no consequence what he thought of me.
“Mr. Ortiz, I’m Constable Fletcher. Please, follow me.” A young constable appeared to take the role of escort, I considered him to be better than nothing.
He walked me in direction of a familiar black police carriage that was to take me forthwith to Whitechapel with consternation. Throughout the journey I quizzed Constable Fletcher, who it appeared was most agreeable to a discussion. “It’s a pickle and a half, this case. He’s a slippery customer alright and he cuts them up good. I reckon he’s enjoying it, the mutilation and all.”
“Do you not think this person has knowledge beyond the layman? His removal of organs, for example?”
“I’d ‘eard that he could be a fancy surgeon or even a royal.”
Our carriage ground to a halt by Duffield’s Yard, a narrow passageway just off Berner Street.
It was here, on the thirtieth of September, that Elizabeth Stride’s body was discovered in the early hours. Due to lack of street cleaning, faint traces of blood remained on the pavement, reminding me just how severe the attack had been.
“He slit the poor woman’s throat, nothing else,” the constable stated.
“Perhaps he was interrupted? Which rendered him incapable of his intention to mutilate the body?”
“Now, the worse is yet to come. I’ll take yer to Twenty Nine Hanbury Street. That’s where they found Annie Chapman on the eighth of September.”
Our carriage took direction to Spitalfields, a borough that had once been home to some of England’s finest weavers. Now its decrepit, crime ridden streets were as dangerous at night as could be imagined. But this was late morning and the area was a bustle with people going about their business. The rag and bone man called out for any used items to sell, the coal man, his face black as soot and his hands worn down, delivered coal to those who could afford it. I observed, through the carriage window, the sights and sounds of the poor trying to make good another day, with no time to think on whether they were to survive or not. Diseases was rife in this area and most were deadly, forcing families to have many children in the hope at least some would survive beyond childhood.
This used to be where Annie Chapman had plied her trade in the dead of night and was brutally slain with no witnesses. Scotland Yard remained unsure all the killings had been carried out by one man, even speculating it was a crazed woman seeking revenge for her husband’s involvement with a prostitute.
As we walked to the backyard of Annie’s former lodgings, there was a grim sense of foreboding. Constable Fletcher guided me to where her body had lain, discovered by a resident of number twenty nine.
“’Er throat was sliced wide open and the poor woman’s abdomen was open wide. ‘e’d cut ‘er so bad that the intestines were out, ‘anging over her shoulders they were as she lay in a pool of blood. There weren’t no sign of the woman’s uterus, neither.”
“Are you a resident of the area, Constable Fletcher?” I enquired politely.
“Nah, not from this neck of the woods. I was born in Mile End, I was. We ain’t ‘ad no victims down there.”
It was as if he possessed a sense of pride the gruesome murders had been contained, that the problem belonged only to the people of Whitechapel and Spitalfields. Yet, a grain of truth lay in his words, for the residents in west London were no more fearful of recent events in east London than they were of a fly intruding into their dining room. There was, I concluded, a true sense of detachment broken only by the experience of standing so close to where he had struck.
Prostitutes, harlots or women of ill repute, I had encountered them along the way. From the high class courtesans of Roman times to the street walkers of Victorian London.
Ladies of the night that pleasured men who might otherwise forced themselves on their wives, men who suffered loneliness and those with perversities too severe to disclose-except to prostitutes. They fulfilled desires and I was certain there was many a wife relieved her husband’s needs were being met elsewhere.
The services these ladies offered may have been judged harshly by puritans and the like, but no matter what, they did not deserve to suffer in such a terrible manner; the killer needed to be stopped.
“Mr. Ortiz, sir. Sir,” Constable Fletcher was calling me, but I had been taken up with my thoughts.
“Mr. Ortiz!”
“Yes, Constable, forgive my rudeness, but I was thinking of something.”
“Penny for yer thoughts?” he asked.
“That Annie knew her killer.”
“We don’t ‘ave any evidence of that, sir. In fact, we’ve got very little.”
“Did you attend any of the crime scenes directly after?”
“Only Annie. It was the worst site of me life I can tell yer, made me proper sick it did.”
I needed to return home and confide in Roderick, whom I was certain would be pleased. I was embarking on what I set out to do, but I was overly concerned of the outcome.
“If you don’t mind my saying, proper mad it is, gentlemen like you in Whitechapel walking on yer tod. The robbers will have yer before you could blink and there ain’t always a copper to call for.”
“I understand your concern, Constable, but I have no fear, they can do me no harm.”
He looked at me in a strange way and I knew he mistook my fearlessness for false bravado. Who could blame him for perceiving me that way? It was the impression I gave.
I, in turn, studied the young man before me. Barely in his twenties, his face yet to be contoured by life and its worries. I doubted he was skilled yet in the art of meanness or prejudice, perhaps he never would and, in turn, become a fine person with good qualities. It was at that precise moment I felt a pang of envy. He was what I wanted to be. Young blood coursing through his veins, about to set out on the journey of life, maturing into adulthood with a wife and children. Becoming a grandfather with wise words for the grandchildren who will sit on his knee. Dying safe and warm, surrounded by cherished loved ones. The dream of a woman to love and comfort me remained a desire that did not diminish. But the end of my life eluded me and I had come to accept that it was to be my penance, to suffer in uncertainty.
“I ‘ave to get back to the station sir, can I drop you somewhere?”
“I would like to go to the Old Bell Tavern in Fleet Street, if that will not be an inconvenience.”
“I’ll ‘ave you there in a jiffy,” he replied jovially and no more was said about Jack as we made our way. I was certain Albert would be there, ensconced in discussion with his fellow newspaper men. The table full of beer mugs as they exchanged information discussed deadlines and quarreled. Jack the Ripper had become a boiling hot potato and every pressman in the country vying for an exclusive front page story. Their days were spent commuting between Whitechapel, Scotland Yard, Fleet Street, a variety of Inns and the office. Each new murder brought more tension as the quest for answers heightened.
“’Ere you are, sir,” said the most agreeable young constable as the carriage drew up to the Inn.
“I wish to express my immense gratitude for the guided tour, Constable Fletcher. I urge you to take care and best of luck for the future.”
“That’s a funny thing to say. Like I’m gonna lose me job or something bad’s gonna ‘appen?”
“Please excuse me, I see in hindsight it was an inappropriate comment to make.”
When he was gone, I thought about my remark and concluded I was, in all intents and purposes, talking about myself. Judas Iscariot wishing himself luck and care in an unknown elongated future. How pitiful I must appear to those who knew the truth. At times I confessed to feeling out of place in such a stiff, repressed society, even though I enjoyed the trappings. The only appropriate thing for me to do to rectify the situation was to drown my sorrows with good ale and, hope Albert would make an appearance by midday. The Inn was not as full as I had expected, making it pleasant to settle in a cozy corner with a half pint of good brew and a plate of freshly caught whitebait. I adored the small tasty fish netted daily in the River Thames, dipped in flour and deep fried. I could get used to this, being a gentleman of leisure who did very little except indulge. In part I had done just that, but my lingering thoughts of not to have a moment’s regret for being here was concluded by my reason for being in the Inn. I had a very important request for Alfred and, after consuming two halves of ale, I prepared to win him over with a hearty lunch, plenty of ale and a cigar of his choice.
As my luck would have it, less than three quarters of an hour later, he arrived looking quite dapper. “Albert, your new hat does you justice,” I casually remarked.
“It cost three days of my wage, but I needed it. Have you eaten?” He was sharp enough to notice my empty plate.
“It was a small entrée, a portion of whitebait. Shall we order some lunch?”
“I thought you would never ask!”
I met Albert through a mutual contact soon after I purchased the house in Belgravia. Having sold a property in Regents Park, I was short a footman and needed to place advertisements in The Times. As a way to make extra money, Albert, for a small percentage paid by the newspaper, was the person who sold print space. Our initial contact five years previously was interesting; I found his immaturity extremely annoying, yet his ambition to be more than a salesman, admirable.
For all intents and purposes he had, without formal training, become a newspaper man. Over the years he developed quite a nasty habit. Pushing me for snippets of information on people I was acquainted with. To appease him, I would feed useless pieces of information leading nowhere, but he never gave up trying to dish the dirt on those of stature. When I mentioned my interested in the Ripper case, he was filled with suspicion. I was certain he saw me as yet another curiosity seeking do gooder and I was at a loss to tell him the truth after such a long period of knowing each other. It took a large ingestion of alcohol to confess my true identity that at first he perceived only as a joke.
Albert was not always in good health. He smoked too much and drank far too regularly, seemingly prone to coughs and colds by each winter. In spite of his idiosyncrasies, he was a gem of information who was about to discover how one good turn deserves another.
“The game pie with mashed potatoes and gravy looks good,” said he.
Determined, I was happy to oblige his every need, “Order what ever takes your fancy, I am feeling generous today. Game pie it shall be!” I continued, “I will take something lighter, a pork sausage and potatoes will suffice.”
My metabolism had improved over the centuries, becoming more resilient with time. If I dared to over indulge, there were consequences, mainly nausea and headaches.
“I need you to obtain copies of the files from Scotland Yard. The Chief Inspector has denied me access,” I said directly.
“You jest! How on earth do you expect me to gain entry into an office and, steal files under the nose of coppers?”
“Because you know many people, not all fine upstanding citizens. A little dubious, perhaps a tad shady in character. A policeman who needs a fine bonus for his family, for example?”
“You mean a bent copper? I have to scout around, it’s a mighty tall order with no guarantee.”
“If the price is agreeable everyone can be bought, Albert. Time is pressing now, so I need to have the copies quickly and there will be a bonus for you. A finder’s fee. Shall we say two hundred pounds?”
His face was alight with anticipation for what I considered a generous sum, enough to pay for his enjoyments and indulgences for quite some time. That included Miss Nancy Leigh from Pimlico. He had taken a shine to her and, according to Albert, she possessed a bosom he wanted to hide in. To court her properly he needed more than a meager reporter’s wage. Two hundred pounds would enable him to get the ball into his romantic court. There was, it seemed no more hesitation, the money spoke volumes.
“Count me in. I will speak with someone at the local police station, a friend. When, exactly, do you need the files?”
“As soon as possible. The end of the week will do nicely.”
It was hard to ignore the trepidation in Albert’s face. I was unsure if he could deliver, perhaps biting off more than he could chew. He was right, it was a tall order, stealing from Scotland Yard. Pure insanity or genius?
“I’ll do my best and a good cigar will set me in the right frame of mind,” he replied.
If Albert was a book, he would be a simple read. Without complaint, I ordered a fine, fat cigar. It was the least I could do for someone who went so eagerly into the fray.
I left full of renewed vigor. Having the files in my possession would mean a better understanding of who I was tracking down. I was sure they were full of information not known to the public, even some strong leads? I would send an urgent telegram to Bernie just in case and summon Roderick to explain one can never have enough material. His approval of my underhandedness was not needed. I already surmised his view of stealing confidential police files would be one of horror and would urge me to return to America with him forthwith, lest I find myself locked up in chains. I would dig my heels in and firmly disagree. Jack and I would meet very soon in a dark street or alley, and he will know that in the face of God, he has met his match, even if I failed.
Upon my return, the house was alive with activity. The housemaid was busy cleaning. Edward took care of a payment for the food delivery and the chimney sweep was cleaning the fireplace in the dining room. All the furniture was carefully covered to protect from the soot. I made my way downstairs, a rare occurrence in a household of this nature, but I often visited Cook and her assistant, a sweet young girl called Peggy, rescued from the workhouse.
“Good afternoon, sir. I hope you had a fruitful morning,” said Cook. I always thought she imagined my world to be true and my intentions honorable and, after spending enough time in employ, she remained none the wiser.
“Busy in the office as always, and, Peggy, how are you, dear girl?”
She was shy to the point of being crippled whenever in my presence. Her life had been blighted by extreme poverty and misery, and it disabled her confidence. Peggy was put in the workhouse, along with her mother, at the age of twelve. Sadly, not long after they arrived, her mother died of the Consumption leaving her alone to fend for herself. She had no choice but to remain until Mr. Fitzgerald, who had contacts through an east-end charity, assisted her to find paid employment with me. Cook possessed a formidable character with a tyrannical hold over her kitchen. She was also guilty of successfully driving away countless assistants through the decades. For reasons unbeknown to the entire household she softened, gently taking Peggy under her wing as she learned the ropes. I was content to give the poor girl a room at the top of the house, with a clean bed and a small wage. The workhouse was no place for her wounded soul; she did not possess the hardness needed to survive. At fifteen years of age, she seemed grateful enough for the work, although she made little eye contact with me and rarely smiled.
“I’m very well, sir,” she replied in the quietest voice, her eyes lowered.
“That’s good to hear, Peggy. Can you please cut me a slice of that delicious pie? I did not have dessert with lunch.”
I couldn’t help but stare at her long wiry fingers, badly damaged by the harsh work she was forced to endure prior to coming here. Her fingernails were in the process of recovering, but her hands were aged and dry. She had been little more than a slave, as in ancient Rome when young girls were held by predators in captivity without mercy.
Peggy reminded me of Linka, a young slave girl I managed to free on a wager in the year 62 AD. She was beautiful and luck shined on her, when in her freedom, she met and married a young man of good standing. They went on to have four children and were deliriously happy until her untimely death at the age of thirty-four. I hoped one day Peggy would find the same security.
“There you are, sir, a piece of pie.” She handed me the plate, a napkin and a fork but alas, still no smile.
I took the pie upstairs to my desk, where I proceeded to prepare a telegram to Bernie. I was expecting Roderick later, as he usually stopped by on his way from the office. Unfortunately, he was impatient to return to Virginia, his discontent showing more with each passing day, something I selfishly chose to ignore. I was to be disappointed, neither Roderick nor Marianne made an appearance, even though it was her night off. I dined alone and continued to read a fascinating new book, The Strange Case of Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson. I had known real characters that were vastly different in behavior from one moment to the next. Sometimes so shocking to see the change, I would prefer to walk or run the other way. I asked myself if this could be Jack, seemingly an upstanding citizen by day, at night becoming a monster.
Edward came into the study, his tall frame slightly stooped and his hair peppered with grey as age slowly caught up with his mortal body. “Sir, will you be requiring anything else, before I retire? It appears Miss Marianne is not coming this night.”
“I am just fine, Edward. I will finish this chapter and retire to bed.”
“I bid you goodnight, sir.” He was the epitome of politeness and respect. But I knew little about him other than he came highly recommended from Cyril, who praised his many years spent with an upper class family in Grosvenor Square. Unfortunately, they fell on hard times and had to dismiss most of their staff. After many years of loyal service, my previous butler, George, went into retirement and moved to Devon to be with his aged sister. I did the honorable thing and purchased them a comfortable cottage to enjoy and see out their remaining years. His sister, Agnes, was a devout Christian and I am certain to this day George remained loyal to my secret.
When Edward into stepped his shoes, he was similar to George in many ways and devoted to the core. Yet, unlike George, it didn’t feel right to confide the truth. I often wondered what would happen to them all if I were to take my leave from England. Perhaps an honorable intention on my part would be to secure them another position in a fine household, rather than leave them in dire straits. It would be a charitable thing to do and it would ease my conscience.
The next morning produced little results. No one came and no letters or telegrams arrived. My impatience was bothersome, as I did not like or enjoy idleness. I remained resolute in my sense of urgency which resulted in calling for the carriage to take me forthwith to Roderick. I was intolerant to isolation; the centuries failing to diminish the yearning for company I would seek by whatever means necessary. This was one of the days I could not stand to be left alone.
My driver, Donald, was a likeable chap. He had a wife and children in Aldgate, but took a live-in position with me, sacrificing family for finances. I had found out from Edward that Donald’s youngest daughter had been poorly. Being in my employ meant he could pay for her treatment and keep a roof over the head of his family, no matter what the sacrifice.
Regardless of what Roderick thought, I was trying to put my house in order so to speak, helping others without reward, concerned for people’s welfare and still praying for redemption.
The further we rode the more irritated I became. I was used to my existence being somewhat filled with adventure and intrigue, this experience becoming somewhat tedious and mundane. I needed excitement, a rush and a thrill. I banged loudly on the carriage, forcing a surprised Donald to a sudden stop.
“Take a detour to Hyde Park, please, Donald.”
It would be good to release some pent up frustrations and Hyde Park was the perfect location to do such a thing in relative safety. I was hoping to catch at least one religious speaker at what was known as Speakers Corner, long ago the site of Tyburn gallows where many executions took place going as far back as 1196. The reason for it now being a place to speak out in public on any subject was due to the condemned man once being allowed his final words before the hangman’s noose.
It was no longer a hanging spot; instead it had turned into a hot bed of heated discussion and debate. It took a mere moment upon arrival in the park to find what I was looking for. A deeply religious man with a bible in his hand and a conviction of what he perceived as the absolute truth. “Jesus cometh, Jesus answered and said unto him except a man be born again he cannot see the kingdom of God. Jesus cometh, he will be reborn,” he shouted.
“Are you absolutely certain of that, good sir?” said I, loudly so all around could hear.
He was standing on a small wooden box so as to be seen by all, surrounded by a small group of six people, myself included. He did not look kindly in my direction.
“Jesus cometh. The end is nigh!” he proclaimed loudly.
“Are you certain my good man? Perhaps Jesus will never return and what, sir, do you make of Judas Iscariot?” He quickly turned the well-thumbed pages of his bible, determined to answer my question.
“That when Judas, his betrayer, saw that Jesus was condemned, he changed his mind and brought back the thirty pieces of silver to the chief priests and elders, saying, ‘I have sinned by betraying innocent blood.’ They answered, ‘What is that to us see to it yourself.’ And throwing down the pieces of silver into the temple, Judas departed, and went and hanged himself. Matthew twenty seven, verse three to five.”
“But what if the bible is wrong and Judas Iscariot did not hang himself, then what?” I replied, determined to release my tension.
“The devil was in the heart of Judas. He forced him to hang, to trap his soul in eternal damnation.”
“But what if he did not die, instead becoming doomed to wander for all eternity?”
The man fell silent as did the group, He was short in stature, with glasses perched on the end of his nose and a slight twitch in his left eye. Highly strung, perhaps?
“Judas Iscariot was a thief and a disciple of the devil, stealing any monies that came his way until he hung himself with great remorse for his hideous crime against Jesus, his closest friend.”
“What if he was standing right in front of you at this given moment? What, kind sir, would you have to say to him?”
“That he would be walking with Satan and shunned by God. A heathen!”
This seemed to be the consensus of opinion wherever I ventured. The majority of people, who followed the Bible and the teachings of Jesus, perceived me as a devil’s disciple: greedy, without compassion, a betrayer, a swindler and a thief to boot. They assumed I was once hanging by my own rope and now burning in the fires of hell, as did this well intentioned man who lived by the teachings of the bible. Who was I to judge what he believed or didn’t believe? It was but a select few who had taken the time to become acquainted with me, foregoing any judgments and accepting I was doing my utmost to change.
It was true I had once been a thief and a scoundrel with no compassion for others. Just like a prisoner behind bars for the rest of his days with plenty of time to think about his misdeeds, I too had time to think of my crime and its devastating consequences. My dear father, Simon Iscariot, taught me duty and honor was the most important attributes in a man, without them he would be lost. So, why did I take the wrong path and lead myself into temptation?
The debate continued, “I am sure Jesus is a pious, forgiving soul who would surely lead Judas into the kingdom of God where all would be forgiven upon atonement.” I decided to make my point as polite as possible.
“Then you are a trite naïve, good sir, and deluded. Judas Iscariot would never be accepted into the kingdom of our Lord God, he would be doomed forever in Satan’s lair!”
I wondered why I was drawn to such a place, far too frequently for my own good. Could it be a form of self flagellation, somewhere deep in my conscious was a driving need to be reminded of what I had done? Only I knew the answer.
It was fine weather indeed, a warm temperature for November. I loved the sunshine, no matter how small the dose. It appeared I was not the only one. Nannies strolled with their small charges; men rode their magnificent horses and Speakers Corner in full swing. I decided to relent on the discussion. There was no point in attempting to reason with the man and his bible. He had his mind set and I did not care to hear I would be doomed forever, even if a grain of truth were to be found in such a prolific statement.
“Douglas, next stop the office.” I climbed into my carriage, a little unnerved by the experience and feeling quite melancholy. But my spirits rose when the carriage entered fashionable Bond Street. This was where I secured a chamber of offices at a good rent. Considering the high prices, it was a find. The street housed some of London’s most sought after shops. Ladies and gentlemen’s clothing of the highest standard, their windows sparkling clean, with the finest quality mannequins, mingled with England’s most exclusive milliners and art galleries. It was a pleasant sight to watch the ladies as they strolled by in the latest fashions, the rich and privileged of the capital showing off for all and sundry. It was a marked contrast to the starving poor who languished just a few miles east of the city.
Upon opening the door to the office, the division between rich and poor suddenly became unnatural and dreadfully unjust, not something I previously paid great attention to. I put it down to the constant newspaper stories of Whitechapel having an influence. Roderick was deeply ensconced in the ledger, meticulously writing in the monthly incomings and outgoings, when I disturbed him.
“I am surprised to see you make an appearance, rare indeed,” said he. “Should I be alarmed at your presence?”
“No, not all. I’m merely passing by and thought I would update you on my progress. How is business? Prospering?”
“It’s going great guns. England is wanting foreign imports more than ever before and the office boy, Malcolm, is working out very well. But, Manny, it saddens me that you pay him such a pitiful wage. The poor lad struggles to feed his family on account of his father passing away.”
“Albert is assisting me to obtain files from Scotland Yard. I am waiting for his response. I knew he could be bought.”
“Did you hear what I just said? Malcolm must be paid more for the work he does.”
Yes, I had heard, but residues of greed forced me to change such a delicate topic as an increase in wages.
“I intend to make progress with this Ripper chap, there will be no more of my lethargy or indifference.”
“Correct me if I am wrong, you have asked that drunken idiot Albert to steal files from Scotland Yard? Have you gone insane? What if the man is caught? Do you not think he will want to save his own skin first and damn yours?”
“What’s the worst that can occur? I will state categorically that I know nothing of the matter and accuse him of slandering my good name for his own means.”
“Why are they so important? You never mentioned a need of them before.”
“The police are not very forthcoming in details to the newspapers. A lot of what you read is contradictory and misleading. I need to see witness and crime scene reports.”
“What is to become of the coin searching now you have transformed yourself into a sleuth? Will you next be hunting wild boars in Borneo? Chasing lustful women in Cuba?”
Roderick’s Irish bluntness stopped me dead in my tracks. He would say precisely what weighed on his mind, even when I did not want to hear and, always at the most inopportune moment for example, like now.
“I have recovered coins and not without personal sacrifice, you know that.”
“A meager amount for so many years of searching.”
“I have, to date, done my best and, besides, they are not easy to recover. Detective work is needed, plus I have been busy in other things,” said I, knowing it sounded a trite too arrogant.
Soon after I betrayed Jesus, I returned my payment to the chief priests, in the hope I would be exonerated in the eyes of God. I vowed, upon finding myself still alive after the hanging, to find every coin that had scattered to the four winds. I believed if I was successful in recovering all thirty pieces of silver, I would finally be able to grow old and die. Whether myth or fact, I was willing to try with little to lose either way. There had been many obstacles I was forced to endure as I traveled to far off lands too numerous to mention. Journeys that became nothing more than a wild goose chase, with nary a coin in sight. The hunt for Jack surely had to be less of a complication, considering his close proximity. “Will you consider changing your mind and accompanying me on my search? After all, two heads are better than one,” I asked.
His effort to reply was painful indeed, “That’s something I would need to think about.”
Roderick had much to bear- his own immortality and my exceedingly embarrassing behavior, irksome for someone who tended to have his feet firmly rooted on the ground.
I enjoyed the short moments I spent in the office. The view from the high Georgian windows onto the bustling street was agreeable, as was the fine oak carved desk made exactly to my taste by a skilled wood maker in Lancashire and delivered in perfect condition. I also acquired a beautiful rug imported from Persia. An impressionable sight for prospective clients, it showed we were doing well in business, an absolute prerequisite to a sound deal.
“I must be on my way, Roderick, but I would like you to come for dinner this evening. I have the pleasure of the company of Captain and Mrs. Braithwaite and I also expect Marianne’s attendance.” I had the misfortune to catch him wince, a sure sign he was reluctant to attend.
“It will be a benefit for the Captain to see our solidarity. He has put a lot of business our way and I would like it to remain that way,” I continued firmly.
Reluctantly, he agreed and, without word, went back to his meticulous, self taught accountancy.
There was little for me to do in such a state of limbo, no more than wait in anticipation for the files whilst I twiddled my thumbs. I would hasten to explain I had infinite patience if I set my mind to it, with the exception of a situation that occurred in the year 1555. I had made the long journey to Salon de Provence in southern France, to search for the author of a much talked about book, Les Prophecies. Word reached me he supposedly could see into the future. Like many I was desperate to have an audience with the infamous Michel de Nostredame. I traveled to him with determination, unsure he would give me an audience, but nonetheless resilient. It was simple, I wanted him to foresee my future. I languished long enough in lodgings in Salon de Provence, my patience torn to the limit, when I was informed by one of his associates he had been summoned with urgency to Catherine de Medici, Queen consort to King Henry II. She wanted him to make birth charts predictions for her children. My patience stretched beyond reason, as he was to be gone far too long for me to wait and I never again found the opportunity as the months passed. I did think to visit him again, but word came he died after predicting his own death the previous evening. I had, since that time, read all of his written prophecies, coming to greatly admire the man Nostredame, often wondering if he could have seen into my future what he would have made of it. It was not to be the first, nor last time, did I seek guidance, on occasions, seeing those who supposedly had the gift of foretelling the future. Many were to tell me only that I would have considerable wealth, marry and have one son. He will be a blessing and a chip off the old block! I am still waiting and, with each new century, I doubted what was told would ever come to pass.




 looked forward to my evening meal of roast quails with apricots, a tasty throwback from olden times. Cook mastered the ancient recipe to perfection. Even though Roderick was not amused at having to daintily cut into the small bird, he always refrained from comment so as not to offend Cook, whom, in spite of her terseness, he held in high regard. This evening was to be no exception. Upon hearing the menu he only smiled.
“I am hopefully expecting Miss Marianne this evening,” I explained to Edward. “Please make sure there are two bottles of Krug on ice.”
Marianne adored champagne, Krug being her favorite and it surprised me how many glasses she could consume, yet keep her faculties in order. My other guests were frequently shocked at the amount, anticipating her drunkenness, but there was none. I once asked if she thought herself sinful at times. She replied, if enjoying one’s life to the fullest was a sin, then hell must be very full and heaven empty. Of course, she arrived after the hour. Late as usual, looking radiant and her cheeks flushed, she greeted my guests with enthusiasm.
“I am to be married!” she exclaimed loudly.
“So who is the lucky man then? Do we know the gentleman in question?” The Captain was a man of some standing and had dined with Royals. In spite of Marianne’s way of life, he expected her not to marry someone beneath her station. That would be too unthinkable.
“Why it’s Mr. Robert Pratt, of course. Surely, Captain, you know of him? He is the toast of the town on account of his large investments in many fine theatre productions.”
“A man of considerable wealth, you can do worse than that my dear. I give a toast to you and congratulations, my dear girl.”
We toasted our glasses, but silence befell me. There was a strange feeling in my stomach, as if I had been hit by an object of some weight.
“Be happy for me, my darling,” said Marianne, quietly in my ear.
“I am truly happy for you. Now you can move to Cornwall and have your many children.”
“Sarcasm is not a form of wit, Emanuel, and it does not suit you one bit!”
“I expect deep down he’d be wondering how long it will last. How long before you give up domesticity and return to the bright lights of London?” said Roderick.
“I am far from amused at your rudeness. You have resented my acquaintance with Emmanuel from the start. For the years we have been acquainted, and the months I have known you, I resent your intrusion into our friendship. But, you can rest assured it will be improper for me to call on him alone as I have been doing. I am soon to be engaged so I must act accordingly.”
“Does that mean the well-meaning friendship is over?” he replied.
“Of course not. It’s just taken a different direction.”
The Captain and his wife looked the other way, causing me to become embarrassed and uncomfortable. Her comments would now, via the Captain, reach the ears of many who will conclude a tawdry, clandestine relationship between Marianne and I had occurred. They would jump to conclusions concerning her late night appearances. If word reached Robert, her engagement would be in jeopardy. I had to act quickly.
“Captain and Mrs. Braithwaite, I can assure you that there was never any impropriety between Marianne and I. We are the closest of friends and her visits to me after hours were simply social. She would relax with a glass of champagne and gentle conversation, having worked so hard on stage.”
“Of course, I understand dear fellow, and Marianne, although it is a trite risqué to call on a gentleman alone after hours, we know you are both of good morals, fine, upstanding and honest citizens.” If only the Captain knew how far from the truth he was, the scandal would be torrid indeed.
Roderick was far from amused showing his discontent by turning away and appearing to take in the view from the garden. It did occur to me the carefully applied cosmetic powder would rub off due to his stress and the Captain and his wife would be mortified by his zombie like appearance. I had already convinced everyone Roderick’s eyes had been severely weakened by light, hence the darkened glasses he must wear constantly and his unnatural tallness due to a growth deformity that ran in the family.
I was saved by the announcement dinner was served and, making my way to the dining room, I observed Roderick and Marianne seemingly called a truce. She slipped her arm in his and he, like a real gentleman, escorted her to dinner. I breathed a sigh of relief.
After a sumptuous meal, Marianne and Mrs. Braithwaite retired to the drawing room, leaving us men to enjoy an after dinner brandy.
“I expect you’re somewhat relieved to see Miss Marianne settled at last. She is something of a wild cat at times, don’t you think?” asked the Captain.
He was of an older generation who, faced with Marianne, a free spirit who refused to be oppressed by rules and morals. The poor old fashioned Captain didn’t know quite how to take her.
“I’m hoping Robert will be the one to settle her down, though I’ll wager he’ll have a job on his hands to do so,” replied Roderick.
“I am most pleased for her, and Robert Platt is an agreeable chap. It’s a good match, they both love the theatre,” said the Captain. “So, Emmanuel, what news of Jack from your acquaintance, Albert?”
“I have no new updates. Nothing other than what you see in the daily newspapers.” I had become expert in covering my tracks, having been forced into situations where dishonesty was required and sometimes a necessary evil.
“Surely your friend has something other than the stagnant articles I’m forced to read. The description of the murderer is vague, misleading and occasionally downright ludicrous. One day he is someone from the butchers market, and then he is an eminent surgeon and possibly a member of the royal family. The last thing I read was that he was a Russian sailor who had absconded from his ship at the East India docks and by all accounts was running amok in Whitechapel.”
“So many rumors and conjectures. Perhaps expected in a case where the murders appear to have been committed by the same hand. Until he is apprehended, the newspapers will continue to speculate. Let us pray they catch the scoundrel soon,” said I.
I wanted to speak out and say I am waiting in the wings to strike. That I hoped the stolen files were on the way, and I would hunt Jack down until the bitter end. But I was bound by silence for my own good.
“Roderick, old chap, you’re looking under the weather. I hope the influenza isn’t striking.
Regretfully, the Captain was unable to ignore his complexion had paled considerably.
“I am overworked, far too many long hours in the office.”
“I hope that is all it is and that you are not coming down with something,” he replied as he stared intensely at Roderick. I had to agree his complexion was dreadful, a distinct lack of face powder revealing all.
To my relief, he excused himself and made haste to my bedchamber. There he could make use of a mirror to reapply enough of the darkest power so he appeared to belong in the land of the living. Meanwhile, the Captain and I joined the ladies, whereupon Mrs. Braithwaite did not waste a moment to comment.
“I do not understand why a charming and handsome man like you is not yet married. Pray tell me Emmanuel, are you intending to become an eternal bachelor?”
The eternal part was correct, that I could do nothing about, but the bachelor status was a bone of contention. I yearned for true love and the one and only woman who would steal my heart. But where would I find such a special woman, who would know she was to wither and grow old while I did not? This was not something I could confide with the formidable Celia Braithwaite, a woman who sat on the high echelon of society and whose name was on everyone’s guest list.
“The right woman has not yet appeared. Besides, I really have to concentrate on my business interests first.”
My response appeased her. I was sure it was talk of marriage with Marianne that encouraged her to ponder on my lack of a suitor. Meanwhile, to my relief, Roderick reappeared looking much healthier and smiling.
“I beg your pardon for my absence. Captain, Mrs. Braithwaite, I feel much better now. It was the quail not agreeing with me,” said he.
“Oh my goodness. I hope the quail was fresh Emmanuel?” replied Mrs. Braithwaite.
“I found it quite delicious and the freshest it could be. Roderick has a very delicate stomach, like a baby’s,” said Marianne finding another avenue of insult.
“My stomach is that of an ox, dear woman. Is minic a bhris beal duine a shron!”
“My dear man, what is it that you are saying? I’m sure you are aware that Gaelic eludes me.”
“In a nutshell, Miss Marianne, your mouth will lead you into a lot of trouble.”
“How dare you insult me with such sarcasm? I am highly offended!”
“Then I have done a good deed for the evening!”
“The hour is late. It is time for us to take our leave, thank you for a wonderful dinner Emmanuel, soon you must dine with us,” said the Captain, ushering Mrs. Braithwaite to her feet with Marianne following suit. Their sudden escape was the perfect solution to end the building tension and a chance for me to discover what was really bothering Roderick. Marianne, once calmed would, as she had done in the past, think on what was said and brush off the comment, taking very little to heart.
“Let us partake of a small brandy and talk,” I suggested, wanting to find exactly what was amiss.
“Not for me… talk or brandy, I want nothing.”
“What is it that’s irking you, my friend?” I asked, concerned.
“That’s a bothersome missy, irritating and very annoying at times. Good God man, can’t you see she is madly in love with the great Judas? Robert Platt is only a pawn she’s using in the vain hope of evoking anger and jealousy within you.”
“I see it, but want can I do? She is well aware that my intentions toward her are not of the romantic kind.”
“Then why did you bed her?”
“A stupid, thoughtless mistake, passion getting in the way of reason. I cannot make my point any stronger than I have done. If she chooses not to listen, then it’s not my concern.”
Our conversation reached a stalemate. Attempting to speak with my closest friend about a woman he found so disagreeable was futile and best forgotten, but not for Roderick.
“I am anxious to see you settled, Manny. I don’t mean you have to marry, just settle and be responsible.”
“I desire to be settled and I was. Well I thought as much. What I mean to say is that I am doing my best to focus on matters of importance. The Ripper case is far too intriguing to ignore and, rightly or wrongly, I intend to follow it through.”
Could it be two immortals drifting through centuries, sometimes together, was a bad mix? The challenges we faced, best left ignored, as we did our utmost to live amongst mortals, forced to be but a caricature of our true selves. Level minded Roderick was a rock in my storm, and while his advice was given in good intentions, severing ties would be inconceivable.
He left on a good note after I informed him, once I had done what I needed to do in Whitechapel, I would, at my earliest convenience, work on expanding the business. With good intentions, attempt to find a suitable manager to take some of the burden. There would be a slight increase in salary for Malcolm, relieving his burden and securing his future. My selfless suggestion went down extremely well. For once I pleased him.
I retired to sleep on a positive note. News of the files would come soon, enabling me to finally begin the hunt and, in spite of her passions for me, dear sweet Marianne had found happiness at last. Too much free time forced me to become very reflective. The past, present and future collided often in muddled thoughts. My behavior, somewhat impetuous and irresponsible, led me into hot water too many times to mention and, in moments of isolation, memories of the past intruded. I feared the wrath of God from the very first moment I wronged him, straight after I awoke from self-strangulation and scurried far away into obscurity. I had no understanding at that point I was still alive, assuming I had become a phantom ghost and denied access to the kingdom of heaven. Doomed to wander, unseen, for all eternity. Alas, I was to be seen by everyone I encountered, a new beginning in purgatory. My God discussions, prayers and pleads became so entwined in my immortality, I could not imagine ever not talking with him or writing down my thoughts, often no more than mere ramblings.
‘God, I harbor a deep desire for you to forgive me my sinful ways. I fully admit to have stolen, fornicated, lied and manipulated before and after my immortality. Yet, the Bible states we are all born with original sin, therefore I am predisposed. But I have confessed, therefore, I do deserve your mercy. What of my dishonest selling of opium? Will that doom me to eternal punishment, or does it matter when I am already in purgatory?’ I asked many times for compassion, forgiveness, understanding and tolerance, often wondering if he had turned his back on me. And… what of Jesus? Was he looking down on me with disdain, or pity and a warm, forgiving heart?
After a restless night, I awoke to the sound of a knock at the door. It was Edward, with a much anticipated telegram from Albert.
‘On my way to you. Stop. Have gift for grandmother. Stop.’
I was, in my sleepy state, not quite sure what he meant, and then the realization came. It was a code, a cover. He had obtained the files!
I hurried my breakfast and perpetually looked out of the window onto the street, eagerly awaiting his arrival with renewed anticipation. One hour later, much to my delight, he was on my doorstep.
“Master Richards has come to call and needs money for the taxi cab, sir,” Edward announced. Rather typical of Albert to presume payment for his travel expenses was on me.
His whole demeanor was one of a nervous man hiding something as he rushed me into the corner of the study, urging me to lock the door to keep Edward out.
“Here, take these,” he whispered, handing me a brown paper parcel. “They are inside, everything you need and I must have three hundred guineas for payment. The scoundrel forced me to pay him fifty guineas in advance before he agreed. He had no trust in me.”
“A tidy sum, but, I surmise, I’m not able to negotiate with such a man. To whom do I write out the bill of exchange?”
“Emmanuel, do you wish for the trail to lead back to you? It must be all in cash. If anything should go amiss, then there is no evidence to point the finger in your direction.”
I had no choice to go to my safe and give Albert money. He was right; a bill of exchange would be too dangerous. What was I thinking?
“I do not suppose you can reveal the identity of who gained access to the files?”
“The least you know the better. Let us say it was an inside job and leave it there. Are you not going to open the package to see that everything is in order before you hand over the money and, please, don’t forget my fifty guineas, also?”
I trusted Albert, but knew nothing of the person who obtained the file. He could have been a conman for all I knew. Carefully, I pulled the string from the brown paper to reveal a buff colored cardboard file. Inside were reams of papers, each one giving great details of each victim, autopsy photographs, names of detectives in charge and a list of possible suspects. I had struck gold!
“Splendid, Albert, and so quickly done.”
“You, of course, never asked me for anything and I hope I can trust you to secrecy. After all, according to your story, betrayal is nothing new to you.
“Do you really think I would do something like that again?”
“There’s no telling what you will do under pressure.”
“Maybe I’m not Judas after all, maybe I jest?”
“Perhaps you do, but I am not prepared to take any risks. Make sure you lock the papers away in a safe place and tell no one!”
“My lips are to be permanently sealed.” I lied of course, Roderick already knew.
Albert was forced to leave urgently for a mundane interview with a lowly politician, his mood somber. Worry about such a serious theft outweighed the handsome sum of two hundred pounds he received. I hoped I had the right information in my possession. All told it cost me a considerable amount for what I considered to be a charitable act. Alone, and with the door locked, I began to study my spoils. Formalities and protocol abounded with papers marked ‘confidential do not show to newspapers.’ Pure nonsense, making use of them brings more attention to the general public. A memory is often jogged if something is written or a photograph seen. There were one or two resignations and dozens of letters, scrawls from pranksters who enjoyed taunting the police whilst gaining attention by claiming to be Jack the Ripper. Albert had seen a fair share of them delivered to his office and the police had even gone so far as to accuse the newspapers of creating the letters themselves to increase popularity and sales.
As I studied the reports, it was clear that no detectives had taken the ‘I am Jack’ letters seriously. Neither did I. Ramblings from the mentally disturbed were little more than a hindrance to my reading. Hastily, I brushed them aside.
Hour after hour, I perused one file after the other, slowly building a picture of possible suspects in greater detail. Most gruesome were the autopsy photographs, graphic close ups of the victims’ bodies and faces. All of the photographs showed extensive bruising, on the face in particular. This was an angry killer, his inflicted wounds told a story and built a picture of someone with a rage so deep not even Hercules could have restrained him. Marked ‘highly confidential’ each photograph reminded me of what I was dealing with; I spent the rest of the day and night in study, determined to leave no stone unturned. The following morning, unexpectedly, Roderick joined me for breakfast. I was full of adrenalin as I informed him I had the files. Unable to contain his curiosity, he asked to see the smoking gun I held in my possession
“These words are the work of mad men!” he said as he poured over the infamous letters. “Wait a minute. Manny, these are original letters, Scotland Yard will know they are missing.”
“Albert explained they were but a handful. There are so many they won’t miss them. It seems that murder brings the unstable out of the shadows. So, what do you think so far?”
“What I am thinking is, someone is missing copies of their files. How long will it be before they notice they are gone and what will be the reaction when they realize they are missing their autopsy photographs?”
“Scotland Yard is in chaos over this case. The more I read, the more I see that this investigation is a disarray of grand proportions. In the midst of their confusion they will simply see a file as mislaid and someone will be reprimanded, even suspended. The coroner would have produced more than one photograph and nothing will lead back to me, or the source. I am in the clear.”
My trait of complacency was an affliction not diminished with time. The view that nothing can happen to me as an invincible immortal put me in the deepest troubles on far too many occasions. Yet I do not learn the lesson and continued to take risks, regardless of consequence. On the other hand, Roderick had a level head on his shoulders, his Irish sense of foreboding sharp and profound. We were at times chalk and cheese.
“Pray to God Almighty that nothing bad happens to you for this. I don’t have a good feeling.”
“You worry too much and you’ll see how, when I hand over Jack, they’ll forget all about the file. In the meantime, I will keep good contact with the police. They will not be at all suspicious of me.”
For hours we labored over a grand stack of papers, meticulously studying every detail. I learned to read and write with perfection over hundreds of years and was surprised to see so many grammatical errors. This was, after all, files from Scotland Yard, supposedly England’s finest police force.
“You are very much a proper English gentleman, the way you speak, your attire. I should imagine a detective not finding you suspicious of anything on account of your surreptitious nature,” Roderick replied with a grin.
“I have been around longer, affording me the finer skills in adjusting to almost all surroundings. Adaptation is the key to blending in with impunity. I am also very adept at becoming an aspiring American gentleman or a European man about town if the need arose.”
Yes, I am a chameleon, able to work on changing my style, speech, language and behavior to suit the century and ever changing with trends and times. What’s an immortal to do, remain stuck a century or two behind? I would surely stick out like a sore thumb.
“Take a look at this,” I said, handing him a document.
It speculated Jack may have been of foreign origin. A female witness to Annie Chapman’s last moments had seen her talking with a man and partially overheard the conversation as she was walking by in the early morning hours. Apparently, they were talking very loudly and she heard the man ask ‘will you?’ Annie had replied, ‘yes.’ The witness, Elizabeth Long, came forward with this information and was taken to the mortuary to identify the woman she had seen in Hanbury Street. Upon seeing the body, she confirmed it was the woman she saw, claiming the man was around forty years of age with a quiet disposition, dressed in a dark overcoat and a brown hat partially covering his face. A man not of great height, no more than five feet four inches.
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked Roderick, hoping he too sensed the familiarity of the description. “A foreign man, extremely short, dressed in a dark overcoat.”
“Oh dear God, tell me it’s not who I think it is,” he replied in alarm.
“What would the chances be? Of all the immortals I encountered, and not that many, I would be so unfortunate to run up against Ratibor.”
Even the sound of his name being said brought shivers down my spine. He was once a devilish eleventh century warrior who terrorized anyone in his path. He was an evil immortal from the Byzantine Empire who gained pleasure from creating hell on earth. Lo betide anyone who dared to stand up against him.
Roderick knew much about my time spent in Constantinople and how I watched Ratibor crush the skull of a young maiden who refused his advances. He was a misogynist, a murderer of great strength and capacity, often torturing his victims before he killed them; begging for mercy would be futile, Ratibor’s destructive rage was unstoppable
It had not been my good fortune to come face to face with his short but muscular frame and blazing black eyes. Upon my confession to another I was immortal and on a quest for coins, word reached him who I was. To prove I was a liar, he attempted to stake me through the heart and missed. Seeing I bled little, and recovered in a second, he challenged me to a duel with swords. We fought, for hours long, until neither won and drew a guarded truce. I despised the man and what he stood for. If he was in London, I was to be assured he continued relentlessly with his killing spree throughout the centuries.
“I expect that we are only surmising it’s him. It could be all manner of suspects and we have no evidence that the man is here in England,” said Roderick.
“’Indeed,” I answered, “but we have no evidence to the contrary either.”
“If it is him, then he’s going to be a challenging adversary. Difficult to stop, I would imagine.”
Roderick was never far from the truth. How will I stop another like myself, yet more powerful?
I was to be stopped in my tracks by the unthinkable; someone knocking on the front door.
“Who can that be? Tradesman always knock downstairs,” said I in panic.
“Are you expecting anyone? Perhaps it’s Marianne?”
“No, she assured everyone it would be improper to call on me now she is engaged.”
We looked at each other in nervous anticipation. I carried the guilt of theft, not a comfortable feeling, by all means. Whoever was calling would be administered a cordial greeting regardless, I could give nothing away. Within moments my worst nightmare unfolded. Edward informed me that a Chief Inspector Donald Swanson wished to see me. “Please ask him to wait.” I kept little variation in my tone, acting as normal as I could under the circumstances, and closed the door. We had but a moment.
“Lock the file away in the safe, Roderick Quickly, man!” I urged.
“Eist moran agus can beagan!”
“What are you saying? You know I have little knowledge of Gaelic.”
“Hear much and say little!” Roderick’s habit of speaking in his Gaelic tongue when in a tight corner only served to increase my anxiety.
“I must away, right now!” he said in great panic.
“Then that would appear mighty suspicious. Wait until the introductions are over then explain calmly you must go to the office, there is urgent business to attend to.”
I rang the bell for Edward to allow the Swanson fellow to enter my study, as the seconds ticked by; I did my best to bring about composure. I needed the encounter to be favorable, a friendly anticipation and healthy curiosity as to his reason for calling. His appearance gave nothing away- I greeted him cordially.
“Good morning, Chief Inspector, and what a fine winter morning it is.”
“Yes, it’s temperate weather for the time of year, and I hope all is well with you, Emmanuel.”
“Very well indeed, and may I introduce Roderick Cooley, my business associate.”
“An Irish name, Cooley. Are you a Dublin man?”
I noticed Swanson perusing Roderick carefully, unsure of his appearance.
“I am now an American residing in Virginia.”
The flat dismissal, bordered on rudeness, did not fare well with me. I needed Roderick to leave, as soon as possible.
“It is a busy working day today, Chief Inspector, and Roderick must away to the office. Will you please excuse him?”
“Of course, my dear man. We all have busy lives to attend to.”
It was a relief to see him go, I hoped, with another century or two under his belt, he will be more confident and adaptable to all predicaments.
“What do I owe this visit Chief Inspector? Would you care for some tea?”
“A cup of tea would do nicely, thank you.”
I rang the bell for Edward to bring a pot of tea whilst I encouraged the Inspector to make himself comfortable. He appeared impressed with my surroundings, admiring some rare antique pieces and enquiring of their history. With the files safely under lock and key, I had nothing to fear.
While we waited there was idle talk of the weather, current politics and the state of English cricket. The longer we discussed trivial matters the more relaxed I felt, unlike Roderick who was more than likely in a high state of anxiety, brought on by not knowing the outcome.
With the tea poured and a cake in his hand, he spoke in earnest.
“I am at a loss with this case. In my entire career I have never had so many false leads, countless witnesses with a different description and too many murders in a short space of time. It has become a chaos at the Yard. Resignations, heated arguments, complications and now to make matters worse, heads will roll on account of missing or stolen files.”
“Missing or stolen files? How can that be, who was in charge of their security? I hope it was not you, good sir.”
“No, they were last in the possession of one of the junior detectives, who had been recently assigned to the case. Not a good start to his promotion, I think.”
“As you say, there is much chaos. I expect they have gone missing rather than stolen, certain to reappear when you are better organized.”
“I trust your confidence in this matter, Mister Ortiz. Any leakages to the newspapers will be very damaging, as our popularity with the people is at its lowest since we are yet to bring forward an arrest.”
“You have my word as a gentleman that our conversations remain between us,” said I, without a flinch. My villainous nature I tried so hard to suppress and change was in play. I would make good eye contact with the Inspector, keep my body language in order, so as not to give any clues away and act with sympathy. He would not suspect me for one second; I would be on his side.
“I received a telegram from your colleague in New York confirming your stature and I was wondering if you had yet been to Whitechapel in your capacity? If so, did you manage to find any new witnesses?”
“I plan to venture back soon. Your constable did take me to the crime scenes and I will return and report any snippet of information I find directly to you.”
Seemingly content with my blatantly dishonest answer, I could not help but notice his extreme concern about the ever growing failure to catch Jack eating away at his very being. If it is Ratibor, then Scotland Yard would be an ill fated match indeed.
“I am asking you to please be careful. Whitechapel is an area that is unfamiliar to you. Thieves and vagabonds abound in those streets and do watch out for the opportunists who are worse for drink, falling out of the Ale houses desperate for a few pennies to buy another gin. They will see a gentleman like you as easy pickings.”
“I will watch out for myself, as I explained to you on our last meeting, I have much experience in the line of confrontation.”
The moment he left, I was wracked with guilt over the young detective put in charge of the files who may lose his promotion or even his job and future. You’re still Judas through and through, look what you have done now!




he early evening brought new thoughts. At what hour would I make my way into Whitechapel and where exactly will I be going? There had been no new murders up to this point, only a trail of mismatched information, conjecture and fake letters that served to throw the police off any of the leads they clung to. It had become a fiasco of grand proportions. I, for one, did not want it to be Ratibor. But the eerie feeling it was stayed with me, forcing me to consider going it alone in Whitechapel. I wanted to leave Roderick out of the picture. Strong as he was, he was no match for such evil. Come to think of it, neither was I.
After a meal of steak pie that lay heavy on my nervous stomach, I sat by the fire reading. I observed the time on my grandfather clock that chimed gently on the hour. Eight o’clock, nine o’clock, ten o’clock, eleven o’clock. It began to get late into the night. My driver, Donald, waited patiently downstairs for me to ring after I informed him in the afternoon I wished to be taken into Whitechapel. He made neither a remark nor looked surprised. That being said, he was not aware I would be asking so late or my true intentions. At the hour of midnight, I summoned him to prepare the carriage. He was bleary eyed. I was full of anticipation and fully awake.
Asking no questions and following my instructions to drop me in the heart of Whitechapel, we made our way east. The night streets were deserted except for a carriage or two as our surroundings changed. From the stillness of Belgravia to the noise of the east end, I arrived as the area was in full swing. Donald stopped the carriage by the London Hospital, unsure whether to proceed further.
“This will do nicely, Donald.” It appeared to be a good spot.
“Sir, are you sure you want me to leave you here? I can wait if you so wish.”
“No need to wait for me. I will summon a cab when needed. Off you go, home to your bed.”
I was content with my attire; Roderick had assisted me in purchasing clothes more befitting a middle class gentleman than upper class. I wore a long dark overcoat in a rather cheap cloth, trousers to go with the ensemble and a hat more suitable for Whitechapel than Belgravia. I did not need to stand out, shock or draw unwanted attention. I watched as Donald disappeared into the distance. Left to my own devices, I was now in unknown territory, eager and willing to complete my quest at any cost.
“Oy mate, you got a copper for a cup of tea?”
“Me baby ain’t got no milk, tuppence is all I’m asking, please, sir.”
The beggars appeared out of the dark shadows, clothing old and torn, faces pale and unwashed.
“’Ere mister, need a guide?” A small boy, who looked to be no more than ten years of age, latched onto me. I felt for my wallet, it was still there. Experience taught me child beggars were rife wherever I roamed. His unwashed stench was something I tried to dismiss, and I did not trust him, fearing he would lead me into a bad situation.
“I need to get to Duffield Street, do you know it?” I asked.
“Yeah I know it. I can take yer somewhere better than that. Rosie’s place. Proper nice it is there, pretty girls an’ all.”
I understood he thought my intentions were to secure a prostitute, but a small price paid if time spent with one of those ladies might yield information. My brain analyzed the outcome.
“Rosie’s will do just fine and I expect you to take me straight there, no deviating.”
“It don’t come cheap and Rosie gets mad if yer don’t pay up. She’s got big Archie working for ‘er, he’ll beat the bloody stuffing out of yer.”
I presumed big Archie was a henchman protector of the brothel, to be expected, since the murders owners became more cautious of their business.
“I have the means to pay, and what exactly is your fee for taking me there?” Although it was difficult to negotiate with a child who should have been tucked up in his bed, I was left with little choice. Better him than an untrustworthy adult who might have attempted to rob me the moment we reached a darkened alley.
“Tuppence is what I want.”
“Then we have a deal. Now, take me to Rosie.”
On the way, he informed me he was known as Nipper. I surmised that wasn’t his real name, and he resided in Whitechapel with an older gentleman. He was taken care of, along with a host of other young lads. I presumed it was one of numerous dens that operated in the area, procuring boys who would surely face a harsh life in an orphanage. Instead, they would be taught the art of pick pocketing in return for food and shelter. Nipper did not reveal the truth. Instead he spun a yarn, that he was eagerly waiting for his father, who promised to take him to Devon where his wealthy grandmother lived, to be released from prison. A sad fantasy indeed.
“It’s down ‘ere and to the right.” He was walking faster than I could catch up and to my horror led me to Dorset Street, one of the roughest and most dangerous places in the area. It was teeming with ale houses and brothels. Drunkards being thrown out by angry innkeepers, landed unceremoniously by my feet as women walked past in search of clients.
“’Allo, fine sir. Are ya looking for fun tonight?”
“Please, I need money for me lodgings. I promise yer a good time.”
“’Ere’s what you want, right ‘ere,” said one, lifting her skirt high enough to reveal the top of her stockings.
Ignoring the suggestive remarks, I followed Nipper, unsure of what I was being led into. I walked by one prostitute after another, each wearing the signature low cut bodice to attract the men, garish red painted lips and overuse of face powder creating an almost clown like appearance. The sound of horse’s hooves came close to reveal a fine carriage pull up to the curb. The door opened for a pretty, fair haired girl who hitched up her skirt and climbed in without a care in the world.
My heart skipped a beat. It was irresponsible of the girl after so many murders. Most of them had begun to work in pairs, too fearful to walk the streets alone, yet unable to give up a profession that meant the difference between living on the streets and having a room. It was a sorrowful sight to see, painful, upsetting and it forced me to think perhaps I was truly deepening in my compassion for others
“’Ere we are, mate. Give us me money and I’ll be on me way.” Nipper had brought me to a small terrace house, the shabby curtains drawn but there was light inside. I handed him the money and he knocked firmly on the door before scuttling off into the night.
“Yeah, who’s there?” a woman’s voice called from within.
“Nipper brought me here, madam. I am looking for entertainment.”
The door opened to a large built woman with a scandalously low cut red dress that did nothing to hide her curvaceous bosom. Her blackened hair, thick and wild, did not flatter and she eyed me with great suspicion.
“Get in and close the bloody door behind yer, quickly!”
I did as she requested, her sense of urgency justified. It would be very shameful for me to be caught by the police in a brothel. In spite of the risk, I followed her into the front parlor, a small and well kept room with red cushions and velvet drapery to match, a sign of erotica. The carpet was well-worn with holes and the damp ridden walls disguised with paintings of a risqué nature. I assumed this was to encourage customers to get ‘in the mood’, so to speak.
“It’s five shillings for the girl and the room. ‘Ow old do ya want? I’ve got ‘em fresh as a daisy or seasoned.”
Doing my best to hide amusement at her comment, I opted for seasoned. A young girl would know less than one out on the streets. I gave up the exorbitant sum of five shillings that she stored in her ample bosom. Archie watched my every move, keeping a distance.
“Wait ‘ere.” Rosie handed me a small glass of rough whisky, leaving me to my own company. Less than a minute later, a young fair haired woman appeared in a long white dress, so transparent her under slip could be seen. Barefoot and beautiful, she smiled sweetly.
“Would yer like to come with Mary? I’ve got something to show yer.”
Taking me by the hand, she led me up narrow stairs to a small room with a single bed, a nightstand and a small oil lamp giving off a rancid smell. Her clothes were scattered everywhere with not a place to sit except for the bed, which I avoided.
“Take off yer coat an’ yer ’at unless yer not stoppin’.”
“I would like it if we can talk first. I am a trite nervous of this strange situation.”
“First time for yer, then?”
“No, I have had women before.”
“I meant first time with a scrubber. You know what I mean, don’t ya?”
“Yes, this would be the first time.”
I expected she had seen many unusual situations in her line of work. I had suspicions the men who needed only to talk were the married ones who experienced sexual difficulties with their wives. I envisioned Mary sitting on the end of the bed watching the clock tick the time away as she took the role of psychiatrist. Happy, I’m sure, to listen to his tale of woe, easy money indeed. Presuming I was one of those men, she sat next to me on the bed, hitched up her skirt and launched into her patter.
“Tell me the problem, dearie. Mary’ll sort yer out.”
She may have been a little rough around the edges, but her shiny blonde hair, porcelain skin and slender, well manicured hands were a joy to see. Mary smiled a sweet smile, astute and skilled in her work.
“Did you know, perchance, any of the poor girls who were murdered in recent weeks?”
“Who are yer? What yer be wanting with me and why’s a gentleman like you asking?”
“I am a detective of a private nature, so you have nothing to fear from me. I am only looking for information on the victims or anything else you can tell me.”
“Information? That’ll cost extra, me brain needs to work ‘arder.”
I passed her another five shillings, a sum I considered more than enough, trusting her to not give false information.
“I’ve been done, yer know. Dog stealing,” said she.
“Why on earth would you steal people’s dogs?”
“Nah, not the four paw variety! It’s called that. Yer go up to some bloke who’s worse for the drink and you rob ‘im. Normal it’s gotta be a stupid fella. I’d nab ’is watch, ’is money or anything else. I’d ‘ave me minder with me, a bloke. If the punter gets shirty then the minder goes up and knocks the punter about like ’e’s my boyfriend, yelling to leave ’is woman alone. It’s mostly the mugs we get and I can make a lot of money that way. Mind you, like I said I got caught once.”
“What happened, did they send you to prison?”
“Nah, I got bound over to keep the peace and fined a shilling. I knew the Judge yer see, one of me regulars!” she replied as she tucked the money down the side of her boot.
Mary was a character, indeed, and I was enthralled with her tale of dog stealing. But I needed to stay on track and gain information.
“Mary, did you know any of the victims?”
“Yeah, yeah. I knew Long Liz.”
“I don’t recall anyone killed of that name?”
“It was her nickname. ’Er real name was Lizzie Stride, short as a midget she was, so I never got why they all called ‘er long Lizzie. She was always on the streets or in the ale ‘ouses. Brothels wouldn’t ‘ave ’er on account of ’er not looking so good, if yer know what I mean.”
“But you knew of her, or knew her well?”
“I’d see ‘er a lot at Spitalfields or around ‘ere walking the streets. She was always asking me for money or a meeting with Rosie. I told ‘er ‘Lizzie you ain’t pretty enough. Rose’s got standards, she don’t take on the ugly ones.’”
“What of her clients? Did you ever see any of them or one in particular, a regular perhaps?”
“Oh my gaud, she’d ‘ad so many. There was this one, a Russian sailor, not a nice bloke. Beat ‘er up good every time they ‘ad sex. He’d need to, she’d tell me and then there was the pleaser, I saw ‘im once. ’E were proper rich, a classy gent an’ all, but with the strangest eyes, almost black they were and bloodshot all the time. He was short like ‘er, Lizzie told me ’e was no trouble.”
“A short man with black eyes. Do you recall if he wore a dark overcoat?” My heart was pumping.
“All the time, she said, even when it was warm. Proper strange ‘e was, overdressed an’ all. She depended on ‘im showing up regular on account she was mostly living on the streets. The money ’e gave ‘er was enough for the boarding ‘ouse for a couple a nights.”
“When was the last time you saw him, Mary?”
“I ain’t seen ‘im since she were found dead. A lot of punters ‘ave disappeared, scared of the police they are. ‘Ere Mister… Time’s up, and tell Rosie I was good, I don’t wanna lose me work ‘ere.”
I could not wait to leave the discomfort I found myself in; it was not a reflection on Mary, whom I pitied. It was more the dread of her description. The man in a dark overcoat who appeared to be short, foreign and dark eyed. It also appeared no matter what the weather he was unable to shed his winter attire.
Ratibor was never seen without a cloak wrapped around his person. Even when the temperature in Constantinople was soaring above thirty degrees, he would be cloaked. Upon knowing he had spent time with Lizzie Stride, I urged Mary to be cautious and, stay within the confines of the brothel. Sadly, she informed me if it was not her turn for the rental of the room, then she would have to return to the streets searching for men to take her to lodgings.
Outside I became chilled and pulled my coat lapels tight to my neck to keep warm as I wandered the dark, lonely streets. Rats ran across my path and the rancid smell of stale ale permeated the air from numerous drinking establishments. As repulsive as it was, the importance of getting to know the area was uppermost. I decided to enter the first alehouse I came across in the hope to find others who would tell me about the man with black eyes and a foreign accent.
Fatigued as I was becoming, having been awake for most of the night, I mustered the strength to enter an arena packed full of the poor creatures of London’s neglected east-end.
“What can I get yer?” the bearded landlord asked. He had a look of menace, a man who would tolerate no violence in his establishment.
“Rum if you please, landlord.” The coldness had seeped into my bones, I needed something to warm myself and rum was a good choice. But this popular import from tropical lands was rough to the taste. The finest and the worst quality brought by ship to England. I was given a glass of the worst rum, barely drinkable. Concerned I might be perceived as arrogant if I complained, I forced myself to drink the hideous liquid.
“What’s a gent like you doing ‘ere, slumming?” A woman, heavily intoxicated, approached. It appeared my attire failed in hiding my true self.
“I am passing through, madam, on my way to the North of England. I am a salesman.”
“You’re proper ‘andsome you are, dark hair and those blue eyes. Buy me a gin and I’ll keep yer company.”
She was typical of the fallen women of Whitechapel, worn out clothes and dirty fingernails. Her hair was unwashed and the darkened shadows that circled her eyes told tales of a poor diet, too much alcohol, and lack of sleep. It was a surety the lifespan of these people, given their surroundings, were of a short length, old age a miracle to behold. In order not to arouse suspicion of being so out of place, I complied with an order of gin. “What a charmer,” said she, “I could go for yer, honest I could.” Before I could politely decline her suggestion, a giant brute of a man with violent emotions approached me, his intentions obvious.
“What do yer want with me woman?” he asked loudly.
“I want nothing with your woman, kind sir,” I replied. “I have only, in good faith, given her a drink.”
I did not have the time to react to the punch that came my way, being a full fist into the direction of my nose. There was a crack and a small tinge of pain that did not force me to put my hands over my face, nor fall to the ground. I remained where I was.
“What the?” he remarked, his clenched fist once more flying in my direction. But I was in readiness and felled his hand, causing him to stop in mid-flight. The woman screamed, her intoxication created an emotional outburst that resulted in hysterical tears and the foulest obscenities.
“I ask you, dear sir, to refrain from hitting me again or I will be forced to retaliate.” We were locked in a frame, his fist held firmly in my one hand, my other holding his arm.
“Do yer believe in God mister?” he growled.
“Yes I do. And you, what do you believe?” said I.
“That yer gonna meet yer bloody maker!”
Breaking free from my grip with great force, he pulled from his pocket what appeared to be a short, rudimentary knife. “Ewan, don’t be a fool, they’ll lock yer up again if yer stick him. Put it away, yer bloody idiot!” said the woman.
His aim was to slash me hard across the face. But he underestimated my quick reaction as I once again stopped him in his tracks, by knocking the knife clean from his hand. It landed at the foot of a table of men in the middle of a game of cards, who glanced briefly at it and said nothing. It remained where it was as if nothing had occurred. One or two men looked on us with idle curiosity, and others turned their backs not wishing to become involved. They had seen it all before. But the landlord was not amused and warned us both to stop or, “We’d be both thrown out by our bloody ears.’
Ignoring the landlord’s demand Ewan lunged at me again, unsuccessfully. He struggled in vain to release his fist from my grip, but could not; I had him in a lock taught to me by a sixth century warrior. “I warn you that if you continue to attack me with such violence, I will have to ask you to come with me outside where we can settle the argument on equal terms.” I was firm.
He was, by the look of him, unsure how to deal with me. I showed no signs of discomfort with my nose broken; already mending. I dismissed the blood which stopped in a flash in front of his eyes yet, staining my coat. I held not an ounce of fear for his knife. Confident, I encouraged him to retrieve it and attempt to stab me once more. He stared straight into my eyes with hatred and disbelief. I was unsure of what he planned to do next, before I released his fist held effortlessly, I warned him.
“I will let this pass on the condition that you do not lash out at me again. That will be your downfall and we will settle the matter outside.”
“I’ll let it go if yer piss off an’ go back to where yer came from. We don’t need toffs like you in ‘ere wantin’ our women.”
I released him back into the arms of his drunken woman and quickly removed myself from the establishment, realizing I made a grave mistake. In attempting to make acquaintances in such a low places, an oversight on my part, no matter how I was dressed, my standing in life was far too revealing. No sooner was I out on the street than I was accosted again.
“That’s a nice ring, mister,” said a lad, who could not have been older than fourteen.
“It’s not for sale or for giving away,” I proclaimed loudly. He spotted my signet ring, a gift I received from a wonderful priest back in the fifteenth century. I had neither mislaid nor broken my precious token. Miraculously, it survived.
“I can take it off yer, just like that!” he replied and to my horror, pulled out a knife.
There was not a soul to be seen, nor a policeman walking the beat I could shout to, nor a good citizen who would stop and ask if I needed assistance. I was alone.
“Try to do your deed, young man. I will not give up my ring to you. Better that you let me pass.”
He was indeed tall for his age and his skin was already withered, which gave him an appearance of being older. Even though he pulled his cap down to obscure his face, I saw his mouth was covered in sores, a sure sign of malnourishment.
“On your way, laddie. It would be a very bad idea to attempt to attack me with your knife, that I can assure you,” I continued.
My appeasing was to no avail and, once again, I had no choice but to fend off another attack in less than ten minutes. He did, unfortunately, manage to stab me lightly in the shoulder area as he desperately tried to pry the ring from my finger. As we scuffled, I managed to knock the knife from his hand with such force it flew to the other side of the street.
“Be on your way!” I commanded.
“How come you ain’t feeling nuthin’? I just stabbed yer.”
“I am not like you, I’m immortal and you may stab me a hundred times. I will bleed a little and recover. I dare you to retrieve your knife and stab me as many times as you care to,” I said, opening my coat wide as I move closer to him. “Go on you stupid, misguided child, pick up the knife, stab me right here.” Angry and irrational, I pointed to the area of my heart.
“What are yer? Some kind of nutcase?”
“I am of sound mind and body, my name is Judas Iscariot. Go ahead stab me, I am waiting… you will not have my ring!”
The name meant nothing to the lad. I suspected could not read or write, let alone pick up a bible. But it did have the desired effect; he turned fast on his heels, dropping the knife in panic. Using my wits, I kicked it into the gutter where I prayed it would lay unseen amongst the filthy sewage.
I concluded it was time to make my way home, enough was enough for one evening, but walking home would be out of the question and searching for a carriage at dawn would prove to be challenging. Still, I walked through narrow empty streets until I could hardly believe it to be true. Standing on a corner, shivering with cold and hoping for opportunity was Mary.
“We meet again. What are you doing here, alone in such dangerous times?”
“Oh, I need extra for the rent on me lodgings, Rosie ain’t got room for me till next week, so I ‘ave to make do best I can. You know ‘owe it is.”
I felt pity for the girl and concerned, with empty streets, her life could be in danger. Perhaps Jack was in the vicinity, lurking somewhere in the shadows, waiting to strike.
“If I were to pay you, Mary, in exchange, I want you to direct me to a cab. You are welcome to join me. I will take you in the direction of your lodgings.”
“They don’t take low class whores like me in cabs! But I’ll walk yer to where they stop an’ I don’t need yer to pay me.”
I wanted to take the poor, sweet girl back to Belgravia, where she would have a bath, a warm bed and a hot meal. But I dared not; everyone in the house would be horrified and hastily lock up their belongings. Edward would search for a new position forthwith and, Cook would berate me constantly. My social circle would shrivel to nothing. If word reached my customers, business would suffer and there would be no telling of Roderick’s reaction.
It was a self-centered, snobbish decision to leave her to her own devices and hope she would be safe. Having escorted me to the edge of Spitalfields, where I procured a carriage, Mary turned in the direction of the meat market. It had come to life in the early morning hours and I suspected she was out to find a butcher or two willing to pay for her services. With my harrowing night in Whitechapel over, what a welcome relief it was to be home! Although Edward was surprised to see me arrive at such an ungodly hour, he made no comment. Even the sight of my broken nose and unusual attire was dismissed. Discretion was at the root of every upper class household; it could mean the loss of a secure position and a good reference if the comings and goings of employers were gossiped and rumored around town. I depended greatly on their confidentiality.
“Would you care for some breakfast, sir?” he enquired softly.
“A light one would be in order, Edward. Some scrambled eggs will do nicely.”
I needed to retire to bed for a short while; lack of sleep had left me somewhat disorientated. I could feel the swelling of my nose, it was slight and I had no interest in looking at it in the mirror. The stabbing was no concern, I had learned long ago the art of concealment. My biggest worry? How to explain the dried blood and cuts in the overcoat, plainly visible to all and sundry; I needed to dispose of it, posthaste, without anyone in the house knowing.
I decided on a plan. Later, when I awoke, I would pack it well and take it to the office, there I would engage Roderick’s assistance in finding a suitable location for concealment. In the meantime, I took it upstairs to my room out of Edward’s sight and waited in bed for breakfast. My heart raced with the adrenalin of the night, enlightening to say the least and I could not wait to return, in spite of the pitfalls.
After a small, much needed breakfast, with firmly given instructions not to be disturbed, slumber came quickly in spite of my nose feeling uncomfortably blocked. I slept without interruption, awaking just before noon to a deathly quiet. I was worried. Cook needed to speak to me to plan out the evening meal before the afternoon. Life had to appear as normal. I could ill afford the arousal of any suspicions concerning my late night foray that was certain to be repeated. It was to be a hurried wash, a quick dress and a visit downstairs, to the kitchen.
“There you are, Master Ortiz. I was getting mighty concerned about you, and you know me, a creature of habits. I like to get the dinner menu arranged by one the latest.”
“I had a late night with friends; a card game which extended far beyond my expectations.”
“You spend too much time at home. It’s good to get yourself out once in a while.” Cook was at times an annoying, mothering hen. Yet secretly I enjoyed her fussing, which she did with gusto. Originally from Lancashire, her strong dialect was often confusing.
“I will not be wanting any lunch as I am away to the office. I would like fish for dinner. Please, keep it simple Cook, I will be dining alone this evening.”
“I will arrange for a nice bit of haddock to be brought by the fishmonger and I’ll bake it the way you like it, with lots of onions and milk. If you happen to find your way back by afternoon tea there’s delicious angel cake. I made it special.”
The English afternoon tea, an institution since 1650, when it was first imported. For Cook, it would be a platform. A chance to show off her delightful cakes, crestless sandwiches and hot buttered scones to guests. Edward always served tea, meticulously pouring from the warmed pot through the strainer; he was an expert and a perfectionist. “I will be here Cook, you have my word.” I loved the indulgence.




pon my arrival, Roderick was to leave for Marble Arch with urgent paperwork for one of our distributors. My appearance caught him off guard and he showed his displeasure.
“What on earth is wrong with your nose? It looks like an overgrown tulip bulb.”
“There was a slight conflict with a door,” said I. The pain vanished within seconds of it happening, but it seemed the swelling was taking a little longer, although slight.
“I don’t believe you. I know you were in Whitechapel last evening. So tell me, what happened?”
“A drunken brute in an ale house took me by surprise. It is of no consequence.”
“I think it is, a broken nose can’t be sniffed at!”
Roderick was at times, very humorous, a natural gift of the Irish. Blessed with a wit that was somewhat dry, but entertaining nevertheless.
“I had very little luck. Although I did come across a delightful young lady called Mary.”
“Please don’t tell me you did the dastardly deed with her.”
“The consequence of such an act would not sit well. To take advantage of a young woman’s desperation would provoke sadness within me and using her body for payment would give me no pleasure. Unfortunately, there are men in this world who desire such a service. I was merely attempting to gain information, nothing more,” I replied in defense.
“Well, did you gain the information you were seeking? Was it worth the broken nose?”
“Yes, Mary saw a man talking to Elizabeth Stride on the night of her murder. He was short in stature and wearing a dark overcoat.”
“An overcoat is popular attire for this time of year, Manny. How can you assume it to be Ratibor by such a small, inconsequential detail as a coat?”
“She described his black eyes and that she noted even in the summer, when it was a very warm night, he was still wearing it.”
There was no reason on earth I was correct in my assumption. Roderick was right, Ratibor would not be the only short man in London with darkened eyes, cold blood and an overcoat. The only way to find out was to make work of my time spent in Whitechapel.
“Maybe I should be with you. The idea of you wandering the streets of Whitechapel alone does not sit well with me, especially now.”
I was not a child needing the guiding hand of a well intentioned father. Sometimes I am convinced Roderick behaves as a parental figure. He chastises me for my indiscretion with Marianne, my occasional irresponsibility when I turn my attention away from business, and now, my reckless venture into the east-end at the dead of night. I challenged him.
“Do you see me as an adolescent boy in need of a severe restriction?” said I.
“No, indeed, I only look to your welfare as a good friend and equal; stupid of you to see it the wrong way. Now I must go to Marble Arch for business. Go home and seek medical attention for your nose. It’s advisable to have it straightened or it will turn into the twisted nose of a boxing man.”
I did not care for doctors or hospitals. My body parts healed themselves with lightening speed, unlike Roderick, who had serious health issues with his immortality. I was convinced I could fix my nose myself without medical aid.
“I will summon the doctor,” I replied in good faith to appease his concern. In the meantime, I requested he help me to dispose of the coat in the surest way possible.
Later that night, I would once again return to Whitechapel with thoughts of Ratibor, a bad seed that had turned to murder and the dark side. How easy it can be for a human to veer from the light onto the road of evil, turning back and finding salvation not always possible. I harbored a secret grudge against Ratibor for centuries, wondering what I would do if I were to come face to face with him again. I hoped and prayed Jack the Ripper was someone else-a mere mortal.
By early evening there was a wonderful surprise to lift my spirits. Marianne, who vowed her discretion now she was entwined with another, appeared, and she was alone.
“I’ve come to call because I dare not turn my back on a friend. Goodness, what is that little bump on your nose?”
I carefully explained while she listened intently, her expression being one of great concern.
“Really, Emmanuel, you must take care. I understand your desire to help, but great harm could come to you if you don’t pay attention. The east-end is a hideous place, simply frightful.”
With tenderness she touched my lips.
“I worry about you,” she surmised. “And pray you will come to no harm?”
“Please, Marianne, do not worry your pretty little head over me. Now what of you?”
“Oh, I’m not so happy my darling. Robert adores and worships me, but my passionate advances have been rejected. He believes me to be virginal and wishes to wait until our wedding night. I fear telling him the truth in case he thinks me a fallen woman and rejects me. What is a girl to do? Honestly!”
“Do you seriously think you can fool him on your wedding night? A man can tell if a woman is no longer innocent. Well, I assume most men would know, but if he dares to challenge you, what will you do then?”
“I will simply tell him that as a young girl I rode horses. I believe that will do the trick!”
There were moments with Marianne when I forced myself not to see her as a fallen or lost woman, nor sexually immoral as others would believe. I preferred to think of her as broad minded, a little risqué and in my eyes, truly fascinating.
“Then I am confident all will be well with your marriage. It is, after all, a woman’s prerogative to have secrets, is it not?”
“Ha! I must ask you, Emmanuel… when you look at me, do you see a Jezebel or a good girl?”
“You are the perfect combination; a bit of both,” said I.
Jezebel… there was a woman whose reputation until this day remains tainted and tarred. I was never to know her other than from reading scriptures. By all accounts, the wickedest woman in the bible, a fallen queen and an enemy of all, including God. I found it hard to believe one could treat a woman so harshly, a woman whose only crime was to refuse to bow to the conversion of the ways of the Israelites. From my personal experiences with the fairer sex, there had been one, or two, females who I had the misfortune to entwine with that made Jezebel appear angelic.
“I do not see you as a Jezebel, Marianne, you are beautiful and funny. I adore you as a friend who is requesting the pleasure of your company for dinner,” I continued.
She had a night off from the theatre and, after a glass or two of champagne, I unashamedly urged her to stay for the evening meal. It was sometimes difficult eating in the expanse of the dining room alone. I needed the company.
“Scandalous, Emmanuel. Can you imagine Robert walking through the door and spying us together? My dear, I cannot dine with you alone. Surely you know that to be true?”
I had forgotten my social graces in the grand scheme of things, but how I yearned and ached for her body. The temptation was more than I could bear.
“Dear Marianne, it is best you leave now,” I pleaded. “I cannot be responsible for my actions if you linger and are indeed right. It will be an impropriety for us to dine alone.”
There was never to be another stolen night with my sweet, passionate Marianne, now promised to another. I watched from the window as she climbed into her carriage. Neither the first nor the last, yet Marianne had most strongly left her mark, a mark I would carry for the longest time. “I have evening business to attend to in Marylebone. Tell Cook I wish to dine as early as possible,” I instructed Edward.
My mind wavered back to Ratibor and what I would do if I confronted the man. Was it feasible he had found his way to England? I was certain, if he was indeed here, he would leave many victims in his wake. Wicked and depraved, he was a vile excuse for an immortal, capable of inflicting a slow, lingering death through torture, all the while savoring every moment. Pure evil.
After a hurried dinner, I could not wait for the late hour to come. Douglas was beginning to know the drill; take me straight to Whitechapel. He asked no questions and I offered no explanation. Once more, at the hour of midnight, I climbed into the carriage, tension rising within me the closer we came upon my destination.
I was to be dropped outside the London Hospital, this time Douglas offered up a snippet of information.
“Sir, did you know they have the Elephant Man up there?” he said, pointing to an annex window high on the top floor. I confessed to knowing nothing of the man.’
“Haven’t you read it in the newspapers?” he enquired.
“I have been occupied with other things, so tell me, who is this Elephant Man?”
“His name is Joseph Merrick and he’s been up there a couple of years now. His deformed face is a sight of horror. When he’s out on the streets he puts a sack over his head so not to scare people. I’d read that when his mother was with child she was stamped on by an elephant. The newborn came out all disfigured, that’s why they call him ‘Elephant Man.”
“Do they say why he is kept so confined in the hospital?” I asked, finding the elephant stampede a far-fetched and unlikely story.
“He’s under the wing of a surgeon called Edward Treeves, who examines him closely like he’s some sort of experiment. There are rumors Princess Alexandria has paid the elephant man a visit as well as other prominent members of society, apparently they take tea with him.”
I appreciated the insightful story of Joseph Merrick, but my interests lay elsewhere. I exited the carriage and made my way into now familiar streets and alleyways wanting to see Mary, hoping she was safe. Unsure of what might lay ahead, I ventured my way through foul smelling alleyways, arriving in Berner Street.
Notorious as a location for thieves and vagabonds to gather and await their unsuspecting prey, I found myself in the thick of it. Half obscured men stood in dark corners, glancing as I walked past, cigarettes glowing red in the dark, the smell of pipe smoke… occasional murmurings. Roderick warned me to beware of this street. That policeman never walked alone fearful of attacks. I could see and feel the lawlessness in a street run by gangs of unscrupulous vigilantes offering protection to those they convinced needed it.
Unfortunately, this also meant extorting money from shopkeepers to remain crime free. I imagined there were dire consequences if they failed to pay up.
Two men approached, their cloth caps partially concealing their faces and something to say.
“It ain’t safe for a gent like you down ‘ere. Why don’t you move on?”
“I am just going about my business, I can assure you that I take good care at all times.”
“We’re telling yer again, this ain’t a good spot for strangers. Best you bugger off.”
Their concern was touching, but I met so called vigilantes in the past. They did little to help mostly hindering, their motives dubious. I took their advice and moved on, pounding the dirt-ridden rat infested streets hour after hour to no avail. At one point I was sure I was going round in circles, arriving back in the street I left. There was no-one to ask for directions, not a soul within sight as an eerie silence descended. Was everyone staying behind locked doors for fear he may strike again? A sheer stroke of luck came my way when I stumbled upon Rosie’s house.
I immediately knocked on the door, hoping for sight of Mary. Rosie was far from amused when I asked only for her.
“I ain’t got no place for that bloody mare right now, she’s taking extra from the punters behind me back… I’ve got Lily and Ethel, clean and fresh, they’re available.”
I declined, of course, and as I continued through the maze of alleys, I began to feel my nose nicely back in place and the pain from the stab wound little more than history. It was my feet that were starting to pain from the incessant walking on rough uneven cobbles. Reluctantly after yet another fruitless night, I headed in the direction of the cabs in the vain hope one would be available to take me home. I was out of luck. There were none to be seen, leaving me with no choice but to wait patiently in the cold and dark, pondering and analyzing my precarious situation.
As time passed, realization dawned. I was to set about informing everyone, apart from Roderick and Albert that I was journeying to York to stay with a friend. My return not yet confirmed as my friend was to be in poor health. I would take temporary lodgings in Whitechapel, where I would proceed to immerse myself in the comings and goings. Detective work required dedication and an immersion into the case. It was the only recourse left if I was to hunt down whoever committed these crimes and stop him, impossible to do from the comfort of Belgravia.
With my decision made, it was more than one hour past before I was fortunate to secure a carriage home, for which I was very grateful.
Tired and cold I slipped into my bed-chamber unseen, the house deathly quiet with everyone sound asleep. After another fitful few hours I awoke early and instructed Edward to pack some clothes. I enjoyed a light breakfast of scrambled eggs and eagerly wrote letters to those who needed to know. ‘I will be away from London for a short while. I wrote. My dear friend Elijah Rutherford the Third is in ill health. This news has compelled me to travel to York to be by his side. Rest assured I will return in due course. Yours faithfully, E. Ortiz.’
In order to cover my tracks, I planned to have Douglas first take me to the office and leave me there. I would then secure a cab to Whitechapel. My household had to be kept in the dark; a clandestine operation required attention to every detail.
“I will return when I see fit, Edward,” I said in a calm tone of voice. “Please be sure the house stays in order.”
“Of course, sir. You can depend on me that everything remains ship shape. I wish your friend a speedy recovery.”
I made sure to remember the precious files from the safe. They were to come with me and transfer to the safety of the office; under lock and key.
At first sight of the luggage, Roderick winced. He knew I was journeying somewhere, but where?
“I am off to Whitechapel, to take lodgings and find Jack.”
“Irresponsible and beyond belief, my dear man. How will you manage your way in the lions den of the east-end? Good God Judas, are you bloody mad?”
I did not expect his Irish temper to flare in the face of my decision. Although genuinely concerned for my well being, I thought he had become too overprotective of my welfare.
“I know you believe you have your feet firmly set in England, after so long being here, but never have you lived in such a place. How, pray, will you manage more than one night? I must come with you, Manny, I don’t want you to be alone.”
I told him I was to leave immediately if he wished to join me. I needed to make haste as I had become full of reliance and confidence, trusting in God’s protection.
“Then we must leave now, but what of the business? Malcolm is too young to hold such responsibility?” said I.
“I will return to the office tomorrow and every day for a few hours so as not to arouse suspicion. Firstly, I must gather clothes and then we can make our way to Whitechapel in search of lodgings. What of Albert, will you let him know your plans?”
“I will find him at the Inn later and I am assured he will keep the confidence. There is already a deep secret between us. The files.”
My lack of sleep was beginning to tell as we made our way to Roderick’s wonderful suite of rooms in London’s fashionable Mayfair. His needs were fairly simple. In spite of the regal plantation in rural Virginia, his impression upon seeing his new luxury rented home secured by me was one of money wasting and frivolity. I could never be sure if he was truly settled, as he did his utmost to suppress the desire to leave.
Once inside, there was frantic hurrying to pack.
“Roderick, we are not being hunted. Can you please take your time?” I remarked. It was pleasant to be seated in a comfortable chair where I closed my eyes for a minute or two.
“Wake up, I’m ready to leave.” His voice awoke me with a startle. In a shortness of time, I had fallen into a deep slumber unaware it had been of a moment during which Roderick packed what he needed.
“From now on until it is over, I promise you that there will be no regrets, no matter the outcome,” said I, ardently.
“Now where have I heard that before? It seems we keep on having the same conversations, including the perpetual conclusion that my Gaelic eludes you. There is never a reason for you to not understand what I say. So, with good faith I am telling you now, when all is done, so am I.”
“Can you expand on what you mean when you say all is done?”
“That this Jack the Ripper folly will be out of your system, there are coins to be found, a far more urgent matter, as well as your business interests.”
I did not share his view, the coins could wait. I was fixated, for I had veered to another challenge, and it was thrilling. 
My excitement heightened as we hailed a carriage to take us to Whitechapel. The driver was indeed surprised when told of our destination, two gentleman leaving Mayfair to travel eastward was, I suppose, a strange request. I asked that we be dropped at Whitechapel High Street.
“I wish for us to secure decent lodgings close to the hospital. It will be the best location I can think of.”
“I am not expecting anything short of very basic or, at worst, filthy,” replied Roderick.
We were dropped close to the Hospital and preceded along Whitechapel Road until we found a suitable place. Within fifteen minutes we had the good fortune to come across what appeared to be fair lodgings. In place of the common rags that adorned most windows were prim and proper curtains. I was the one to knock on the door with Roderick holding back, and suspicious of the middle-aged woman who opened it.
“Yeah, what can I do for yer?” she shouted.
“We would like two rooms please, madam, if they are available,” I asked with extreme courtesy.
“Are you two gent’s doctors from the ‘ospital? I get a lot of ‘em staying ‘ere an’ I prefer it. Respectful lodgings these are, not for market boys, immigrants or drunkards.”
“We are men of business and we have the means to pay for our rooms in advance.”
The door opened wider and she ushered us into her parlor where she proceeded to find fault with Roderick’s appearance. In typical east-end fashion, her bluntness had no boundaries, “Why is ‘e wearing those blackened glasses? Makes me nervous it does, proper nervous and while I’m on the subject, ‘es lanky ‘as ‘ell with a limp an all.”
“I have a condition that precludes me to wear the darkest glasses; the lankiness, which I’m assuming to be my height, is down to a family trait. I need a cane to help heal my broken bones.” Replied Roderick, secretly grinning. His intention was to give the right information to appease her over-enquiring mind.
“Yer never said ‘e was a Mick. I don’t normally let ‘em stays in me ‘ouse on account of ‘em drinking too much beer and swearing like troopers. I might be cockney but I got standards” she said, referring her slandering ‘Irish’ comment to me.
“I am neither a drunkard nor do I use bad language, madam,” replied Roderick in stern defense.
“Alright, but I run a tight ship ‘ere. No bringing ladies back or getting drunk, an’ its three shillings a night each. If you wanna stay out after I lock up then it’s extra for the key.”
“We will be requiring a key.” Whether she was overcharging was of no consequence. The lodgings were respectable, and although our sleeping rooms were sparse, they were clean. I could not wait to go back onto the streets of Whitechapel, fighting the tiredness threatening to overwhelm me with each passing moment.




hich direction do we take? I need to eat, my stomach is rumbling hard.” Roderick was restless, but I assured him we would find a suitable place before any other business. I had to agree, hunger was becoming an issue. I tended to ignore the reactions when strangers encountered Roderick. Mostly he did the same, but occasionally he would respond, much to my frustration.
“Gabh mo leiscéal!” he remarked to a man who stopped to stare.
“There is an eating establishment next to the hospital,” I said, hoping to remove him from a possible confrontation. He followed me, but not before stepping in front of the man to whisper something in his ear.
“What did you say to him?”
“I said excuse me.”
I refrained from asking why on earth he had excused himself-maybe sarcasm or Irish humor. His manners were particularly civil, for which I credited him, but there were occasions when he was caustic. This was to be one of them.
We found what appeared to be a decent eatery further along the high street with an impressive interior. I felt at home surrounded by pristine white tablecloths and good quality cutlery neatly laid, along with smartly dressed waiters in white jackets. It was a paradox, not what I expected in the middle of a deprived area. The customers were made up mostly of medical staff from the hospital, who, I noted immediately, were struck with Roderick’s height.
The menu, however, was far from impressive. If I was expecting tournedos with wild mushrooms and orange crepes for dessert, I would be disappointed. The choice of Whitechapel steak pie with mash potatoes, stewed eels, Irish lamb stew or whitebait made up the entire menu. Tentatively, we ordered two plates of the pie and mash, which arrived, covered with a strange, thin green sauce.
“Parsley,” said Roderick having watched my confusion.
“What of parsley?”
“They use it to make the sauce green. I should have ordered the Irish stew.”
I had tasted better than this local dish, not known outside the confines of the east-end. It was decidedly stodgy; neither of us enjoying a sauce that had been slopped all over the pie, a mushy meal indeed. With our stomachs heavy, I was pleased to settle the bill and leave, vowing never to be taken in by first impressions again. There was no time for hesitation as we made our way to the narrow streets and alleys that in daylight afforded much more scrutiny. I needed to know my whereabouts and find The Three Crowns public house in Goulston Street. I was searching for a chap named Reginald Belvers, a former friend of Elizabeth Stride, who claimed in the witness reports to have stumbled across her lifeless corpse in Berner Street.
It was a long shot he would be in the public house and I was depending on someone who may have known him or his residence. Belvers also spoke in his statement of seeing a shadowy figure of a man just before he discovered Elizabeth.
The Three Crowns was a popular Whitechapel drinking establishment with a respectable landlord. Altogether a typical east-end gathering spot. The day hours meant little change in behavior. Rowdy entertainment was in progress, aided by a drunken piano player who ignored a young woman, worse for drink, who proceeded to sing ‘Home Sweet Home’ very badly. Swaying her skirt up to reveal her ankles, and more, the men cheered and encouraged her.
Three men sat in a corner table full of empty glasses, their eyes glazed. An older woman, her lipstick smeared and her hat in disarray, sat close to the counter with tears in her eyes as she shared the story of a lost love; a sailor who went out to sea and did not return for many a year. When he did, his love for her had gone, for he found another in a far off land. She told this to a companion, a man whose drunkenness was so severe he had fallen asleep on the counter, his head tucked under his arms whilst he remained precariously on a stool.
I could not help but have a tinge of sadness for the woman with a gin in her hand; doomed to repeat her tale of woe to anyone she encountered, drunk or sober. I met many like her, one of life’s lost souls. Were she and I so different? Perhaps we even shared the same fate, destined to never find our true path as unhappiness stopped us at every turn. Did I fare any better than an impoverished woman who spent endless days and nights drowning her sorrows in cheap alcohol while she wished for a fairy tale? No, she and I were equal. Except, unlike her story of unrequited love, I betrayed the person I loved and admired, thus changing the course of history.
“A penny for your thoughts, Manny?” Roderick asked while he slowly sipped ale.
“I was just in thought of… of… well, I was thinking what would Jesus have done?”
“Do you mean what he would have done about Jack? I don’t know. You know the answer better than I, you knew him inside out. What would he have done then?”
“He would have said to show mercy, to forgive those who did not know what they were doing. But what if it is that heathen Ratibor? He is evil to the core and cannot be redeemed because I know he walks with Satan. Am I to be forced to walk by with forgiveness in my heart for the acts of the devil?”
“No, of course not. These poor girls have been slain for no reason other than they happened in the wrong place. If it is Ratibor, and you don’t stop him, he will continue to kill.”
A man of an epic proportion, a sadistic brute with superhuman strength and a passion for inflicting pain. I was no match. He survived many centuries, giving him the fortuity to improve his art. I was in no doubt he had traveled through them causing mayhem and murder.
“Landlord, can you please tell me if a Reginald Belvers is here?” I asked.
“In the corner over there, the one with the moustache.”
He pointed to a heavy set man with a cloth cap and ale in his hand. He sat alone and appeared to acknowledge no one.
“I beg your pardon, sir, are you Reginald Belvers?” I asked politely.
“Who’s asking?” he replied, with a strong northern accent.
“My name is Emmanuel Ortiz, and this is my associate Roderick Cooley. We are privately investigating the murder of Elizabeth Stride. I understand you were acquainted.”
“What do you mean by private? I’ve never ‘eard of such a thing. Bloody coppers, that’s what yous are.”
“No, certainly not, we are, how shall I put it, detectives of a private nature.”
“I’ve nowt to say to yer and if you’re from the newspaper, you can piss off!”
I spent the next five minutes convincing Reginald that in America there were private detectives. In England it was relatively new, barely heard of, but growing slowly.
“What’s wrong with yer friend, dark as night ’e is,” he replied, referring to Roderick’s complexion. “If the man is sick I don’t wanna catch nowt. I’ve never seen glasses so black before. What’s ‘e hiding?”
“Unfortunately, Roderick is inflicted with a blood condition, hence the skin color. The glasses are necessary because of his sensitivity to the light. There is nothing for you to fear, it isn’t catching.”
“Is ‘e a mute as well? He says nowt!”
“I’m not a mute, I speak very well to those I have interest in speaking to. I thank you to be careful not to insult me.”
“Oh, no, a bloody Irishman. God ’elp us if ’e can’t find ’is Guinness.”
Roderick did not react; he knew how important it was to gather information. With strength of character, he retained his composure against the rudeness and slander, allowing me to continue. Reginald Beavers did not realize how fortunate he had been not to receive a black eye or two. Very fortunate.
“What can you tell me of Elizabeth?” I enquired.
“She were cut up good she was, throat slashed from ear to ear, nearly severed ‘er ‘ead, the bastard. ’Left ‘er there to die slowly with all the blood drained out of ‘er body. I’d seen Liz earlier in the night. She’d ‘ad trouble with ’er man, ’e knocked ’er about good, you know.”
“Did she ever speak with you about her gentlemen friends?”
“The punters you mean. Yeah there was one, or two I told the coppers about. The butcher who wanted to turn ‘er into a decent woman, ‘e was well smitten. Then there was the foreign bloke, always giving her extra, a few coppers more ‘ere and there. I saw ‘im with ‘er once, a short man dressed poncy.”
The northern dialect was somewhat difficult to comprehend. Roderick seemed to have a better understanding, but said nothing, preferring to stay detached from what he rightly saw as an arrogant excuse for a mortal.
“When you say poncy, you mean he didn’t look like he belonged round here?” I asked.
“Oh, aye, there were nothing east-end about the man, ‘e were a better class of person, a gent like you. Liz told me ‘e’d given ‘er a gift, a necklace but she’d sold it for rent.”
“Do you recall what he wore?” I replied, careful not to put words into his mouth.
“A dark overcoat and an ‘at that covered his face, a trilby ‘at it were. The day I saw ‘im was warm but there ‘e were all covered up like ’e was frozen an’ I’ve seen ‘im since I ’ave. All over the place. She were a good lassie, was Elizabeth, aye… a good lassie.”
“Can you please tell me where you have seen him?” My curiosity heightened.
“That’ll cost yer.”
I could not believe I was being asked for payment in return for information that may help to catch the killer of a woman he was acquainted with, supposedly a friend. I disliked the man intensely, he was obnoxious. But, the ball was in his court-if I refused I would gain no further knowledge. “How much?” I asked.
“Five bob and I’ll take yer to ‘is stomping grounds.”
“There you are.” Reluctantly, I handed him the exorbitant sum of five shillings. “Please do not assume to take me only to one street and walk away. I wish to become well acquainted with his route.”
We followed Reginald to Berner Street, where he proceeded to guide us through a maze of smaller streets leading to alleyways, tracing the route of our possible suspect.
“The last time I saw the fella were two nights ago, down past the workhouse. There’s a lassie in there called Mary Anne Monk, right stuck up ‘er nose she is with airs graces she don’t ‘ave. But she knows the fella with the overcoat. I’ve seen ‘em together walking down the street arm in arm.”
“How do we speak with Mary Anne? We can’t just walk into a workhouse without reason.” Roderick remarked, but he forgot one vital thing. That I, being an employer of domestic staff, could enter the workhouse on the premise of seeking out a simple housemaid. It was not uncommon within these places for some employers to search for an inmate who wished to gain domestic employment. They would not find me at all strange, instead, seeing me as a member of the new breed of more liberal, less snobbish employers. The workhouse was a large, drab, depressingly grey building, its windows small and grimy. One door, the only door, manned by a porter, for inmates and visitors alike, was foreboding.
“I am looking for a housemaid for my residence in Belgravia,” I said with confidence. “I had been given a recommendation for a Mary Anne Monk that I believe to be residing here.”
The porter was a thin, wiry looking man, his demeanor that of someone who disliked his position intensely. He proceeded to look us over cautiously, checking to see if we were genuine callers. Eyeing all of us with great suspicion.
“Does it take three of yer to speak to some woman?” he replied in a voice of clear displeasure.
“This gentleman, Reginald Belvers, is our guide in Whitechapel and Roderick Cooley is my business partner.”
“I’ll let yer all in, but it seems a bit suspicious to me. I ‘ope you’re not up to no good!”
“Of course not, my dear man. I am genuinely in need of a good housemaid. That is the sole purpose of my visit,” I replied with good intentions as I slipped three shillings in his hand. There was no resistance to the bribe, we passed freely into the courtyard, with instructions of which direction to take inside the building. The odious smell overpowered my nostrils at once, a mixture of foul cooking and borax, a strong cleaning fluid. The impact on Roderick was worrisome. His eyes underneath his glasses began to water, and his skin paled and blotched.
“Roderick, are you feeling alright?” I asked, concerned with the toxic fumes.
“It’s best if I wait for you outside,” he replied in a hushed voice. “I am having a reaction to the chemicals and I don’t want to alert Reginald, or anyone else here, that something’s not quite right with me.”
I explained Roderick had taken his leave due to stomach pains from lunch. He accepted my lie without question and it appeared, somewhat relieved. I was aware he didn’t feel comfortable in Roderick’s presence, like so many others. Within moments of asking a woman where we could find Mary, she pointed to a tall, thin woman in a dirty white apron, her hair tangled and full with grease. Reginald beckoned her over, but she approached with caution and a look of mistrust.
“I’m Mary. What do yer want with me?”
“My name is Emmanuel Ortiz and I understand you are acquainted with a short gentleman who frequents the area. He is commonly seen in a long dark overcoat, perhaps foreign?”
“Who’s asking and I don’t see what business is it of yours. It’s private, that is.”
“Please, Mary, it is of the utmost importance. I fear this gentlemen is not who he seems and could be dangerous,” I pleaded with great urgency.
“I ain’t ’ad no problem with ‘im, ’e pays well. The last time ’e gave me a shilling. Most of ‘em only gives me a copper or two. Right generous ’e is, a lovely chap ‘an I’m saving, you see, so I can get out of ‘ere and find me own lodgings.”
“How much do I have to give you for more information?” I asked tentatively.
“Now we’re talking mate, two bob, that’ll do.”’
I passed her money that she took with much delight, hiding it away on her person. In some ways it was a beneficial payment. I would be contributing to a fund that hopefully would bring change and guide her away from the streets into morally suitable employment. In spite of my past, I did still retain a conscience.
“’Ee calls ’imself the Duke. Of course, ’e ain’t any royalty, ‘an he speaks with a foreign accent. ’Ee’s got money and wears a fancy ring, real big stone in it. It makes me laugh that ‘e’s always covered up with that long coat. Strange as well, we always ‘ave to do it in an alley, no going to a room or nuthin’. Even if it’s chucking down with bloody rain.”
“When are you meeting him again?”
“I dunno, ‘e don’t plan nuthin’, if I’m out there and ‘e’s there, then we do it.”
“I fear you are in grave danger, Mary.”
She laughed loudly, as if my suggestion was nothing more than a mere trifle of words. I estimated Mary felt herself to be invincible and the recent murders had somehow disconnected in her mind. She informed me how, for a sexual favor here and there with the porters, she avoided work house rules and curfews. Unconcerned with confidentiality, she bragged openly about leaving late at night and returning at dawn, without recrimination, on a regular basis.
“I’m meeting with Bert later, ‘e’s from the docks, one of me regulars. After that I’ll be in and around Bucks Row from ten o’clock.”
Could that have been a signal for me to make my way to the area in the hope of catching site of the so called Duke? I thanked Reginald, leaving him to converse with Mary in private and made my way out passing by the porter. I could not help but look at him in a wiry way; he was, after all, being favored and no better than the ‘procurers and controllers’ of prostitutes. What a great relief to be away from such a place and although I had seen very little, it left nothing to the imagination. A workhouse would be a last desperate stop, the choice between life and death. I felt blessed. There but for the grace of God…
Roderick had waited with patience outside the door, but the cold air was not improving his condition. His skin was blotched and his mood irritable.
“We shall make our way to the warmth of the Tavern, where I hope Albert is waiting,” I reassured him. He followed, both of us chilled to the bone as I searched for a carriage. Fortunately, it was not too long a wait for a cab. Once inside it’s cover, I attempted to lighten the situation.
“Hold on, dear man. We are nearly at Fleet Street. An ale or brandy will warm you.”
“I am in no mood for ale, but a brandy would do nicely!” he replied with a shiver.
I took off my overcoat and wrapped it around his shaking shoulders. Guilt raged that I had put my proud Celtic warrior friend in such a disposition, a cold dirty place where neither he nor I belonged. In spite of my unyielding quest, the welfare of a good friend was also paramount.
“Sometimes, Manny, you’re not so bad,” he jested. “I’ll even go so far as to say, even having have a heart.”
For my own part, I was trying to put everything right, even when I appeared to be making mistakes. So many countless years were spent living and suffering. I was, at times, simply exhausted and endured moments when I wished to lie down and quietly leave the earth. But my immortality prevented me from doing so, it persisted no matter how many injuries I sustained and close calls I endured. Even when I was fortunate enough three centuries ago not to perish in a fire where an unseen force must have intervened, there was to be no other explanation for my miraculous escape from a burning building. For eons of time others fell and died before me, I remained the same, neither aged nor weary, and fortunate I never suffered the afflictions that had befallen Roderick. I am exactly as I was, whilst Jesus and others I loved turned to dust.
“Manny… can you hear me? We’ve arrived at the Inn,” said he.
“How many times must I ask you not to call me by that shortened travesty? Either it is Judas or Emmanuelle.” My thoughts had been interrupted, causing me to be rather terse.
“Do you really expect me to call you Judas in public? People will think us both eccentric, it may lead to fights and God knows what.”
“Then refer to me as Emmanuel.”
It had become an endless discussion that always went around in circles with no new outcome. Roderick continued to call me Manny and I continued to chastise him for it.
The Inn was packed full as I searched for Albert, hoping he had received the telegram urging him to meet us this day.
“There’s a sight for sore eyes.” It was he who patted me strongly on the back, “Ripper hunting are we, or given up in the face of adversity and languishing back in Belgravia?”
“No, my friend, I have only just started.”
He gave a mildly polite smile in Roderick’s direction, his distaste clearly visible.
“Where’s the file?” asked Albert.
“Safe and sound, locked away in the office. Roderick and I are the only ones with a key.”
“I dearly hope so; my nerves are frayed. What if something happens and it leads back to me? This is not something that you or I can buy our way out of.”
I consoled him with more ale, not fearing any consequence. Meanwhile, Roderick was grateful to be warming himself on a brandy, avoiding eye contact with Albert as much as possible. “I see you are very strange in the face today and I always wonder what’s behind those distasteful glasses you never take off,” said Albert bluntly.
“Perhaps your comments are not necessary,” I remarked in the vain hope he would listen. Unfortunately he did not-the ale getting the better of him.
“By the sight of his ghoulish color, the mick looks in need of some lamb’s wool.”
“Albert, you seem to delight in chastising me. I am not in need of lamb’s wool and you are taking God’s name in vain. Be damned with you!”
It was a deep insult to Roderick. Lamb’s wool, an Irish drink concocted from apples, spices and milk, must only be served on holy days.
“I don’t bother much with God myself. If I abided with the Ten Commandments I’d be a sinner every day. Cheers, chaps!” said Albert, tipping his glass in a toast.
I was taken by surprise when Roderick aimed a swift punch to the side of Albert’s mouth and had him down to the floor in a split second. He had gone from unobtrusive to aflame with anger in seconds. I had to take control of the situation quickly, before he attacked again.
“Why on earth did you do such a thing? I am shocked at your response,” said I, incensed with the sudden fit of violence. He had also evoked anger in the landlord.
“I won’t have that kind of shenanigans going on in here, take your fight outside or I will summon a bobby forthwith,” he commanded.
“I sincerely apologize, landlord,” I replied in earnest. “My good friend is feeling unwell and not himself today.”
“No bloody excuse, matey, this is a respectable drinking establishment. You’re welcome to go and make trouble in the slum riddled ale houses of the east-end, not in my Inn!”
“There is no need to call for a constable. I will buy everyone a drink on the house, if that will suffice?”
His demeanor changed with the opportunity to fill his coffers. He rang the bell more than once to announce drinks for everyone from a generous customer. Albert had already been picked up off the floor and dusted off by a man standing close and perched unceremoniously onto a chair. He looked decidedly peaky and most upset.
“A strong brandy for my friend, Albert,” I requested, but, it seemed the fight was far over.
“Your unkindness must make it very difficult for you to find friendships elsewhere… you stupid cripple,” said Albert.
“So you think I’m stupid and a cripple to boot. What are you? An arrogant man and a sorry excuse for a human being who, I might add, spends most of the day drunk. How you manage to write one word is beyond a miracle!” replied Roderick, pulling no punches.
“Enough, gentleman,” said I, “if you persist with this confrontation, we will all be put out and never allowed to return.”
I had often been witness to the almighty clash of the Irishman and the Englishman, a phenomenon, sadly, history had failed to negate. Tensions between them remained. Albert’s use of the word ‘mick’, a malicious terminology, only served to deepen the divide. An uneasy silence prevailed as Albert drank his brandy and Roderick remained mute. I was left in the middle, the mediator, the one watching them carefully- determined to keep the peace.
“How are things, Albert?” I asked in all sincerity, my displeasure at Roderick apparent.
“Apart from being attacked by a mad Irishman, I am okay. Do you have any leads?”
I explained everything that had happened so far and I was proposing to go later in the night in search of the man in the overcoat. Albert excused himself and made his way to a colleague who sat the other end of the Inn. His departure gave me the opportunity to question.
“Why did you commit such an irresponsible act of violence?” I asked Roderick.
“Because the man irritates me beyond belief, his arrogance is intolerable and I won’t change my view nor feel any sympathy for my actions. I am settling this dispute with the greatest of composure. That’s all I have to say on the matter.”
I had known Roderick long enough to accept his stubbornness and anger. The tensions had indeed been building up between them and it was only a matter of time before it reached boiling point. But, for now, the atmosphere appeared to be back to normal. It cost me dear to buy a round of drinks for all but I had managed to redeem the conflict. There was to be no barring from the Inn, an acute embarrassment indeed. My displeasure with Roderick remained as I was forced to watch his amusement and satisfaction as he observed Albert’s rapidly swelling face. Fortunately, Albert ignored the taunting; there were other things on his mind when he returned to speak with me.
“I wish you good luck with your hunt tonight. If anyone can catch him it’s you, the immortal. I am feeling quite hungry, the smell of sausages frying is enticing. Have you eaten?”
I had been waiting for Albert’s usual ploy to gain a free meal. He did not disappoint.
“Order what you want, it’s my pleasure,” was my reply.
What began as a quick meeting to discuss current events evolved into a costly expense far greater than anticipated, for which I blamed Roderick wholeheartedly. It was not that I was unable to pay, there were funds enough. But, from the moment I stepped into playing the role of detective, I had not stopped paying out monies in all directions. I was hopeful the bill for everyone’s drinks, even those who did not take the trouble to say thank you, was not too exorbitant, resulting in a trip to the bank.
“I will pay for all the drinks, Manny. Don’t get yourself in a mire over it. But, I’m telling you now, I refuse to pay for that idiot’s sausages!” Roderick’s offer was noble, I knew deep down he’d regretted his actions, more for himself and I than for Albert.
I was respectful enough to go and sit with the man, relieved he had not heard Roderick, who, as expected, declined to join us. He remained at the bar, drinking brandy, head held high with cane in hand.
“Roderick’s character is far from that of decency,” commented Albert. “He is mean spirited and loud at times. His demeanor toward me has always been that of sullenness and provocation. I have little sympathy for his demise in a watery bog centuries ago. What a shame he didn’t stay there, it would have been better for humanity if he had.”
“We are no angels, Albert, which includes you. Sometimes your arrogance is of little difference to Roderick’s or mine; I see it as we all are cut from the same cloth. Alike in nature, three bulls in the ring… on occasion, unable to tolerate each other.”
“As I said, his character does not give one act of kindness!”
I refrained from comment. Albert had his own selfish ways, unlike Roderick. There was not one act he would perform without reward. If there were to be no financial or opportunistic gain, Albert would walk the other way. The opposite of Roderick; a person he despised with great intensity.
“I think it best we leave now. I’m sure you must return to the newspaper and my being on the case has its insecurities. Please, Albert, I urge you put this unfortunate incident behind you. I appreciate your friendship. Even though, at times, a little one-sided.”
Once outside, I’d assumed Roderick had calmed. I was wrong; he was filled with agitation.
“Perhaps now would be a good moment to put this incident behind you and speak.”
I waited in silence for a response.
“I have little to say… gan tracht ar!”
“For goodness sake, Roderick, I am in no mood for Gaelic.”
“I’m telling you to let me be, Manny. I’m not interested in forming a conversation about what occurred in there or explain myself to you. Nor do I wish to put it behind me as you so wish.”
“Are you certain you desire to be with me here in Whitechapel? If it pains you too much then you can take your leave back to Hyde Park and resume work. I have no issue with you changing your mind. Please, my good friend, I can be alone without fear.”
“What if Jack is Ratibor? He will make an attempt to carve you into small pieces, then what? When your head is off your immortality is over?”
“I will take the risk. Remember, I am a keen adversary, strong with many fighting skills.”
“Then I will take my leave, reluctantly, for now. The bad air and night fog here is damaging to my skin and health. But if you need me then you must contact me immediately.”
I had made a mistake encouraging Roderick to where he didn’t belong. The filth and disease would only further his condition to deteriorate and his mood to darken even further. In fact, one more sight of Albert could be catastrophic.
“It will be for the best. Besides, someone must hold the fort while I am away. Let me obtain a carriage. It would be the least I can do.”
I walked with Roderick hoping he would sleep this night free from anger and fear of something untoward happening. I needed him to forget thoughts of my possible demise.
‘If Jesus has forgiven you then he must be protecting you from harm,” said he.
“I would like to think so, if he has forgiven my sin that is. I do not have the answer. I can only live in hope and pray for God’s guidance and compassion.”
“I know you’re man enough to keep your wits about you and there’s strength in your being. God and Jesus will protect you against this demon, I’m as sure as the day is long.”
Having helped Roderick to the safety of a carriage, I was certain he would recover quickly in the cleaner air of Mayfair. He would undoubtedly stroll in Hyde Park to clear his lungs, before returning to the office to perform his duties. In those matters he was a perfectionist, even when it came to the regular opium deliveries, something he abhorred, he was a master.




lone and with confidence, I returned to my lodgings. The landlady was none too pleased to have such short notice of cancellation for Roderick’s room. As if by prophecy, I found myself once more in a position whereby money became an issue. I did not expect a refund for the night in question. In spite of the fact that she re-let the room with haste, there was strong determination that I was not a penny owed. I had no choice but to relent to her tirade.
“I don’t take kindly to being messed about. If yer don’t like it then find yerself another lodging, there’s plenty chaps wantin’ decent beds fer the night. I ain’t short of punters by any means.” She had the harshness of a typical east-end woman, not one I would wish to take on under any circumstances. I would rather have preferred to face Attila the Hun than evoke the wrath of this fishwife.
“What’s a gent like you doing ‘ere anyways, what’s ‘yer real reason for being in Whitechapel?”
In order to alleviate her suspicions, I concocted a story about setting up a clothing factory in the near vicinity and thought it better to stay a short while in order to immerse myself in business plans. But there appeared to be one small obstacle to my fable.
“I don’t see ‘yer as a factory man, and you ain’t Jewish? All them who make clothes, tailors and the sort are Jews round ‘ere, and you ain’t one of ‘em.”
“I am off the Jewish faith, madam, of that I can assure you.”
“You’re kidding me, matey!”
“I can assure you I am not… I am Jewish by birth.”
“Well, the dark ‘air, could be I suppose, but those blue eyes, I dunno. Me name’s Florence but everyone calls me Flo.”
She proceeded to look me up and down. I had hoped to convince her of what she needed to hear, in spite of her discriminatory remark. I also found myself to be at the receiving end of her unwanted attentions, not pleasurable by any means. I was unable to stop her as she followed me upstairs to my room.
“I ‘ave to say you’re a good looking fella, if I were only twenty years younger!” Her raucous laughter bellowed out, exposing her nearly toothless mouth and bad breath. I was at loss of what to do. Enter my room and close the door in her face, which could risk offending her, or stand my ground and hope it was only to be wishful thinking on her part. She smoothed her apron and informed me she was to return to baking. I was saved! Hastily locking the door to my room, I hoped she was not having second thoughts that may result in a knock on the door with the desire for something else.
There had been many uncompromising situations concerning unsuitable older women. The most taxing was Vibia Sabina, the grand niece of Emperor Trajan. That was a particularly bad year, 136 AD. I had the misfortune to come across one scoundrel after another, each with their own wicked agenda. My search for coins yielded little more than a hint here and there coupled with insurmountable frustration. It seemed that things could not get any worse until Vibia entered my life.
Her loveless marriage had been fraught with problems. Being unable to conceive caused her to seek relations outside of her vows in the hope of a child. There had been many, so I was told. Age did not whither her quest and I was to be unfortunate when, she crossed my path in a weak moment. Twenty years my senior, I carelessly embarked on a liaison that cost me dearly. Her possessive demands not only wore me down, but resulted in my being expelled from Parthia by the Roman court. The reason? On account of a rival suitor who bedded her, and, consumed with jealousy upon hearing of my existence, fabricated a multitude of mistruths.
To succeed in my removal, he accused me of stealing a coin commissioned by Vibia. There had been only twenty coins fashioned in bronze showing her strong but plain features, and I had not laid a hand on one of them. I was put on trial, sadly, he convinced the court of my guilt, but due to Vibia’s intervention and pleas for mercy, my punishment was reduced from penalty of death to exile. I was given but four hours to remove myself, two of those were spent in her bed. What I was thinking at the time still eludes me to this day. Sexual insanity…
I could no longer think of my checkered past as I negotiated the hard mattress. I was accustomed to my light, feather down pillows. What I now had to lay my head on was filled with rice grains that would surely make a noise every time I dared to move. This is what I have to look forward to when I return later tonight, I told myself.
I left, with the key for the door, all monies paid to the landlady and hunger creeping in. The streets took on another persona at night. By early evening there were countless more drunken men on the streets, beggars in rags and small boys, their cloth caps at a tilt, making me cautious to check my pockets each time they passed. “Got a penny, mister?” Was the usual request from their cheeky, unwashed mouths.
I was pleased to find The Bull Inn. Its lounge bar offered a menu, but, as expected, it was basic. There was little on offer to entice me, so I reluctantly went for the stew and devoured it with gusto due to a mixture of nerves and excitement. I told myself that no matter what, I had to stay on the streets for as long as needed in hope of finding important clues. Even one would be a step forward, as I had become more and more convinced Ratibor and Jack the Ripper were one and the same. I had gone from believing it to be nothing more than a notion on my part to his dangerous reappearance being a realistic fact. My heart beat faster at the thought of coming face to face with a murdering demon. Was I capable of such a challenge, or was it utter foolishness on my part to take it into consideration?
I hoped to seek out sweet Mary Kelly, with her blonde curls and cheery smile. Something told me she needed protecting, an instinct. But what was I doing? In an instant, I transformed from exhilaration to a panic stricken state of uncertainty. I had orchestrated a theft at Scotland Yard. If I were caught, Albert would be implicated who, like me, would certainly go to prison. Ultimately, he could end up in the workhouse as he would be unemployable upon release. I had duped everyone, from my household staff to all my friends and acquaintances, with an outlandish lie I had made my way to York. What of Roderick? Had I not implicated him as well? 
If they were to discover the files in the office, clearly under his supervision, I doubted he would survive prison, anymore than Albert. Would the deception be worth the outcome? If I were to fail and, horror of horrors, there were many more victims, an unspeakable thought and not one I wished to entertain, it would have all been in vain. Be positive and do not panic, I told myself.
Being strong of mind meant there was no room for melancholy or dark thoughts. I walked the streets praying to God to give me strength and asked to guide me to Jack and Mary. Maybe God and I did not always see eye to eye but, one topic we agreed. ‘Thou shall not kill.’
I passed the sewage filled gutters holding my nose in disgust, the dark alleyways home to desperate women and young girls knowing no other life. They plied their trade with sexual innuendos or begging. One poor soul, a girl of around sixteen years, touted her body for almost nothing.
“Special tonight. Just fer an ‘andsome gent like you, a penny,” she called to me.
“Ere, you’re a proper nice and ‘andsome… I’ll do it fer free!” said another.
“Tuppence an’ yer got me all night”
Within moments I was besieged with prostitutes who appeared to come from nowhere. No matter that I declined each one, they pushed and pushed in the hope I weakened. It was a matter of walking by with firm intentions of ignoring them. To say even one word would be foolish, they would take it as a sign of encouragement.
Each countless and decrepit house or tenement told a story. One had a rag on the window for privacy, another, an old torn blanket or two. I spotted a man standing outside the open door of his house, slouched against the wall, smoking heavily on a pipe. A child came out onto the step, a little girl with a dirty face, who was to feel the sharp slap of her father’s drunken hand. The force knocked her down, but with little effect. She was up and back inside before he had the opportunity to strike her again. “Stay indoors, yer stupid little mare!” he called out as he struggled to stand straight. My displeasure at what I saw could not become anything other than a thought. It would have been foolhardy to get involved. Family dysfunctions were rife in this part of London, drink and poverty being the main contributing factors. A child suffered beyond what was acceptable in my eyes, but what could I do? Charitable people were doing their best to take care of families like this. I was not one of them, and not on this night.
As luck would have it through the dark uneasy shadows I stumbled by chance on Rosie’s brothel. The light was on, and I hoped against hope Mary was there. I had to see her.
“Yeah?” The door opened by less than a crack as two large, dark eyes peered through.
“Good evening, Rosie. I am seeking Mary.”
“Ah, you were the gent that was ‘ere the other night, weren’t ya?”
“Yes, can I please enter?” I was decidedly uncomfortable, being outside an obvious den of iniquity. The door opened and there in front of me, standing on the last stair is Mary, in her familiar white dress.
“’Allo, me old mate, ‘Ow are yer?” she asked with a beaming smile.
“I’m in good health, Mary, and you?”
Rosie was not interested in idle chit-chat. She was in the business of making money and time was exactly that to her. Wasted minutes meant less coffers to push in-between her oversized breasts that preened out from her bodice.
“Are yer aving’ ‘er or what?” she asked bluntly.
Without further delay I handed over the same amount as the previous visit in hope it was agreeable and she would not attempt to push for more.
“That’ll do just fine, Mister. Off yer go then.”
As I dutifully followed Mary up to her room, I noticed she smelled of lavender. It was a refreshing change to know someone in the area took time to wash and apply a fragrance. I complimented her on the delightful smell and she laughed. “It’s the cheapest Lavender I could afford, naff it is!”
“I will pay you extra so that you can buy a better fragrance, something special that you deserve,” I replied, but she became wary of my motives.
“What’s yer game, Mister? I suppose it’s all talk again and now yer wanna give me extra? Don’t get me wrong, I’m always interested in money, that’s why I bloody do this, but what do yer really want?”
“Mary, I am concerned about your well being and want to help. I fear you may come to harm, that is why I do not want you to spend too much time out on the cold dark streets.”
She looked at me with her sweet smile and I noticed the worry lines had already formed around her eyes giving the appearance of an older age.
“Extra money always comes in ‘andy. I ain’t got much choice but to keep working. Yer see I’m… I’m gonna ‘ave a baby.”
I was speechless. How on earth would she manage her life with a child in tow? I tried not to imagine what would happen when it came to feeding and clothing the poor mite. The mortality rate for expectant Mothers was high; Mary could die giving birth. My mind was racing with possible scenarios, each dramatic in ending.
“Please let me help you,” I pleaded. “I can arrange for you to go somewhere out of London, a place for women who are carrying a child out of wedlock. I will pay all expenses and after the child is born I will find you suitable accommodation, if you wish to keep it, that is.”
“What a decent gent you are. No one’s ever ‘elped me before. I’ve been alone a long time see, me mum and dad’s far away. I got no other family to speak of. I’ll think on yer kind offer.”
“Please do and I will tell Rosie you were most delightful. I have lodgings in Whitechapel for the moment Mary. I’m going to give you the address. If you need me I will be at your disposal.”
“What an angel. I must thank yer properly.” She leaned toward me and planted a kiss ever so lightly on my cheek. I knew from that instant, Mary had a heart that had not become cold and shriveled by her painful life. She still retained the ability to feel and I prayed for her to find herself on a better path in life. It is hard to see it happening when I am surrounded by vermin and misery, streets covered in slime and women who are pallid and expressionless. On gas lit corners stand men whose rages fuelled by alcohol spoil for a nightly fight. In the midst of rotting houses and degradation I find Mary Jane Kelly. I, Judas Iscariot, accomplished liar, fighting warrior, selfish and guilt ridden, has been humbled and astonished. She had unknowingly touched my heart; there were so few who ever accomplished that.
I left her to sit on a worn out bed, waiting for the next man to come up the stairs, whilst I kept up the charade with Rosie, who was not aware she was done out of an extra three shillings. ‘What the eye don’t see the ‘eart don’t grieve,’ Mary had said tucking the money safely away in her boot.
Upon my exit, an older gentleman of some standing came through the door. Our eyes met, knowing we both harbored a wish to avoid each other. Embarrassment had taken over on my part as I knew why he was there and certain he thought the same of me. Rosie called at the top of her voice for Mary to come down and my heart sunk. I did not want to think too much about what she did, I could not close the door behind me quickly enough.
It had begun to rain. Dampness did not concern me, not even the thick fog that enveloped this part of the city. If I had something to do outside, the elements were to be of no concern and this night was to be no exception.
From behind came the sound of footsteps. I turned a corner proceeding with no real alarm to begin with, but as they seemed to come closer, I stiffened in readiness. Upon reaching the end of the street I turned to confront the follower and was stopped with an arm firmly placed on my shoulder. “Where are you off to tonight, sir?” I had come face to face with a tall, uniformed constable.
“Good evening constable, I was just taking a night stroll to become acquainted with the area, having taken temporary lodgings nearby. As I am setting up a business locally, I thought it a good idea to become familiarized with the geographical layout,” said I, knowing it sounded like a weak excuse.
“Are you sure that’s the true nature of your business? I believe, sir, you’re walking these streets looking for extra pleasures.” He was suspicious. I had to convince him otherwise.
“I am telling the truth, constable. I can walk with you to show you my lodgings and I am more than willing to put you in contact with my office manager, if you so wish. I have no desire to search for other pleasures.”
“Perhaps you are slumming? We don’t tolerate that on these streets.”
I did not want to be grouped with the bored upper class who deliberately dressed down to visit the worst stricken areas of London. ‘Seeing how the other half lived’ had become such a popular sport, even I had been forced to listen to their misguided adventures at dinner parties.
“I would never disrespect an area in that way, constable. I can assure you my intentions are sincere.”
It seemed to abate him and, with a nod or two, he allowed me to go on my way after a warning to be careful of robbers. He hoped any money on my person was tucked safely away as he gave me information on the finer rules of pick pocketing.
“You’re walking through some of the most crime ridden streets in London, sir, at a very late hour. Also, we still have the Jack the Ripper fella at large. I urge you to proceed with caution.”
It must have appeared irresponsible that I would be foolish enough to walk alone through Whitechapel in the middle of the night, to a constable or anyone. Every now and again a figure would emerge, out of the shadows of a doorway or alley. Male or female, they would follow me with their black rimmed eyes, suspicious of a stranger not dressed in familiar rags or cheap clothing. I could not help but be alerted by every sight or sound, my senses heightened wondering if Jack could be lurking somewhere in the deep dark shadows.
“I will find you, if it takes a hundred nights. I do not care how smart you think you are, and if it is you, Ratibor, I have no fear,” I said aloud.
There was no one to hear my words. If they had, perhaps they would think me quite insane talking to myself. What I said had serious meaning; he would not get away from me without a fight.
But why was I so concerned with catching Jack? I did not have the complete answer other than a wish to stop a madman killing innocent women and getting clean away each time. I also had a secret passion for detection. Not that I wished to be a policeman, although something to do with that type of work was an enticing thought indeed. My thoughts were interrupted when in the distance the sound of a police whistle blew repeatedly. Could it be the Ripper had struck again? I raced in direction of where I thought it might be. It did not take long to find others running in the same direction- as curious as I.
“Keep clear!” A constable stood a short distance from the lifeless form of a young man. Blood was seeping into the gutter from the pavement, a terrible head wound had been inflicted, and so ferocious part of the brain matter was hanging out.
“Stand back,” the constable ordered as people attempted to move closer. His whistle blowing summoned further officers and within minutes it had become pandemonium.
“That’s a young lad, what a sodding shame,” a man next to me remarked, shaking his head.
There was a massive amount of blood spreading rapidly across the pavement. It must have been a heavy weapon to inflict such an injury. I also observed he had been stabbed several times in the chest. It looked like the work of someone with great strength, enough to shatter a skull, and a savage anger. A classic case of overkill. The victim lay on his back, arms outstretched with his eyes wide open in terror. No more than twenty years of age, his clothes worn and his shoes tied with string. The once quiet streets had come alive as more and more people raced to the scene of a crime that appeared to have only just happened. Sadly, there did not seem to be one witness to such a violent and frenzied attack.
“I hope you don’t mind my enquiry, constable, but do you think this could have been the work of Jack the Ripper?” I asked.
“I have no idea. It may have been a dispute or a drunken fight. It’s now a case for Scotland Yard.”
I moved on before the police carriage arrived; whoever committed such a crime could not be far away with the body still warm. I stopped by a streetlamp to think. It was a habit of Ratibor to slice head’s open, a trademark. But I dismissed it as too much a coincidence he and I were in London at the same moment. It was pure imagination Jack was immortal.
Positive thoughts of it being a distinct possibility were dwindling and replaced with doubts. I always went on my trusted instincts. This time, I was, quite frankly, at a loss.
There was never a moment of fear or concern when I walked out for a stroll in the late night hours in Belgravia. Whitechapel was a different world, one where I needed to have my wits about me at all times. What if the young man had been unlucky? A random victim robbed and beaten to death for a few coppers? Was the perpetrator still out there or had he slipped back in the shadows? The further I walked away from the grisly scene the more secure I felt until I was accosted by a woman with a young child hanging onto her apron.
“’Ere Master, I need food for me kids. They’re starving and me little one’s got the scurvy. I ain’t got money for the doctor, ‘elp me, please. ”
I didn’t quite know what to do under the circumstances. The woman and child were in dire straits, it was painfully obvious to see. But, I could not help be a trite suspicious as I peered into the darkness for a male accomplice to appear, primed for attack. No-one came, and I allowed the woman to continue to beg by not moving on. I was not and never would be a missionary or an east end charity worker. That was more Jesus’ style. I was better suited to be the warrior and the hunter.
“I will give you five shillings. It is more than enough to pay for the doctor and purchase food for the children and yourself.”
She took the money eagerly, thanking me profusely and almost bowing in my presence. It was a good feeling to be charitable with a total stranger, even if I did not care to admit it. Perhaps I would hear another tale of woe at the next corner as I searched my pockets for small change in readiness. The streets yielded nothing, no beggars or prostitutes roamed and the deathly quiet made even more sinister by the rain. It came down heavy- my calling card to return to my lodgings before I was soaked to the skin. I pulled out my pocket watch and was most surprised to see it was after midnight. I had walked for hours, covering most of Jack’s route, to find nothing. Suddenly, as if my prayers had been answered, I noticed a male figure walking ahead. In the dim gas light I could make out he was short and wearing a long dark overcoat. Could it be?
“Hey, you there!” I called, in the vain hope he had nothing to hide and would stop. “I said you there. Stop! I must speak with you.”
He stepped up his pace as did I, both of us walking faster by the second. It was important catch up with him, his actions far too suspicious for my liking. The rain began to come down hard, yet it did not stop me from gathering speed. Before I knew it, he broke into a run. Who was he and why would he wish to run away from me? He did not turn around when I called out, perhaps I had been trying to get another’s attention? This man had a guilty conscience.
“Whoa, stop right there. Why are you running?” I could not believe my misfortune, standing in front was the same constable from earlier who stopped and questioned me.
“I am in haste to return to my lodgings, constable. The bad weather has made my walk unpleasant,” I replied, considering my explanation highly feasible.
“Then it’s been a very long walk as it was quite a few hours ago that I asked you to state your business. I think it’s best you accompany me to the station.”
“But why, what do you suspect me of? I have done nothing wrong.”
“Just come with me, there’s a good chap, or I will have no choice but to handcuff you and take you by force. We can’t be careless about strangers in Whitechapel, especially the likes of you”
I realized at that point he was insinuating a suspicion. I could be Jack the Ripper.
The real suspect, who I was convinced was Ratibor, had gotten clean away without a scratch. I, on the other hand was to be marched unceremoniously down to the station for questioning, like a classic fool.




hitechapel Police Station was a sight for sore eyes. I did not expect to grace its doors in such a situation. The building had become the hub of the Ripper enquiry with Scotland Yard’s top detective’s working day and night to solve the case.
The constable was polite but firm, “Follow me, sir, to the sergeant’s desk.”
I did as I was told. There was nothing to hide and any sign of arrogance would not serve me in good faith. The sergeant was a burly man who half listened as the constable explained why he brought me in. I heard the words ‘loitering’ and ‘acting suspiciously.’ The most alarming, ‘suspicion of attempt to procure a prostitute’, caused me to wonder if I needed to secure legal help as soon as possible.
“Name?” the sergeant asked in a very sharp tone of voice.
“Emmanuel Ortiz.”
“That’s an odd name, are you a foreigner?”
“I reside in London, my family are of Spanish descent.”
“Then you’re a bloody foreigner.”
“If you wish to think so, Sergeant, then so be it.”
“Don’t be arrogant with me, you’ll be sorry.”
“A misunderstanding, Sergeant, I apologize.”
After that it was my date of birth, something I always paid attention to. Not seeming to ever look older than in my early thirties, I made sure my birth date appeared feasible. Then it was my address which raised an eyebrow. Belgravia happened to be one of the wealthiest areas of London.
I was made to wait in a small interview room with a duty constable watching over me as I sat in a chair, quiet as a mouse, praying it was all a terrible mistake.
“Cigarette?” asked the constable, offering the packet.
“No, thank you,” said I, becoming impatient.
It was a full hour or more before a young detective came into the room holding what appeared to be papers, never a good sign.
“Emmanuel Ortiz, my name is Detective Edwards and I am arresting you on suspicion of the theft of confidential police files, loitering with intent to secure a prostitute for payment and the illegal sale of opium. You do not have to say anything, but anything you do say will be written down and may be used in evidence against you.”
I had nothing to say as I was truly speechless. How on earth did they link the missing file to me? Who had made a blunder concerning the opium? Prostitutes never, unless, of course, I had been spotted entering Rosie’s establishment. Thoughts raced.
“We have been looking for you these past few days, having first been to your place of residence. The butler, one Edward Brown informed us that you were away to York to visit a sick friend. Why, then, are you here in Whitechapel at the same moment?”
“I will come clean,” I replied, knowing it was the right moment to tell the partial truth. “I am doing my own investigation into the Jack the Ripper murders, having had previous experience in these kinds of operations, though not in London. If you would be so kind to contact Chief Inspector Swanson at Scotland Yard, he will fully explain my intentions. As for prostitution, that is a big misunderstanding on your part. The opium? My company imports and supplies opium legally. We have contracts with pharmaceutical companies who use it in the manufacturing of Laudanum. I have all the papers in my office to prove where it goes. There is nothing illegal about my transactions.”
“From what we have gleaned so far you have considerable wealth, assumed to be gained legally?”
“Of course legally, this business is not managed by me alone. There is a partner.”
“Ah, yes, Mr. Roderick Cooley. He is also helping us with our enquiries.”
I could only groan. My fears I would implicate Roderick had become reality. What had I got us both into?
“Chief Inspector Swanson is not here, nor will he be this night. Do you require legal counsel? It is your right?”
“I need someone to contact Mr. Neville Palmer of Baker Street as soon as is possible. He is my solicitor.”
There was a moment of silence, I watched him meticulously fill his quill with ink and write the name down.
“Cup of tea?” said he, without looking up from his writing.
“I beg your pardon?” I enquired, unsure whether it was me he was addressing or the constable standing by the door.
“I asked you if you would like a cup of tea.”
“Yes, please,” I replied.
I had never been able to get used to the strangest phenomenon amongst the British. No matter what the occasion, happy or sad, frightening or truly wonderful, tea was always served to a grateful population.
Waiting for it to arrive, my concern grew. I did not know where they had taken Roderick and whether he was okay under the circumstances. I took slow deep breaths in order not to panic and, with manners, asked of his location.
“May I enquire on the whereabouts of my associate?” I asked tentatively.
“You may enquire but that does not mean I will give you an answer.”
Detective Edwards was far from agreeable, politeness sadly lacking as he ushered the constable to see why the tea was taking so long to arrive. I also noticed he unconsciously bit his lip with alarming regularity.
“It is a very late hour. We have no choice but to hold you in custody at the station until your solicitor arrives in the morning.”
A holding cell was what he intended for me, although he skittered around the inevitable it was obvious. He planned to lock me up. The tea arrived and I did my best to drink it slowly.
“Come along, Ortiz, how long does it take for one to drink a small cup of tea?”
“I have a stomach that is delicate, therefore, I have to take care with ingesting hot liquids.”
His English politeness prevented him for chastising my ‘disorder’, tea was decidedly sacred. Every moment I lingered in the interview room was a moment less spent locked up. Unfortunately, time had run out and, with the final slow sip of tea, I lost my bargaining power as I was unceremoniously marched to a dreaded cell. With the door firmly bolted behind me, I was left to wait anxiously for my solicitor to arrive. Hour after hour I could do little else but stare at the door willing Neville to appear. I had lost the notion of time, all of my belongings taken way leaving me powerless. I surmised it was soon to be light as I peered out of a small barred window.
I was entombed in a room no bigger than a coffin. Damp walls made of concrete, a perilously low ceiling and a small burning candle- my punishment. “God, please forgive me. I will never sell illegal opium again, nor steal documents if you help me to get out of here unscathed. While on the subject, please protect Roderick, he is not always as strong as I.” I prayed hard as I chastised myself and tried without success to ignore the stench.
After what seemed an eternity, the door opened. “Emmanuel Ortiz, your solicitor is here.”
I had never been more delighted to see Neville, an old Etonian with a snobbish attitude who fastidiously set up the business. He had not a clue of my real identity, but asked on more than one occasion why Roderick’s appearance was so strange. I assured him of fictitious aliments in the hope to appease and now, in the early morning light, he arrived, looking most perplexed.
“What have you done, Emmanuel, to find yourself in such a predicament? These are serious accusations. They are also suspicious of your reason to be in Whitechapel. Damn irresponsible old chap, particularly when you know they are trying to catch a killer.”
“They have me all wrong, I never hid my intention. It is imperative you seek out Chief Inspector Donald Swanson. He will verify that we had a meeting concerning my desire to assist in their enquiries. I know nothing of stolen files and my opium sales are legitimate.”
“The files have yet to be recovered, so they are only going on hearsay. Unless you make a confession, they cannot charge you for theft.”
“What of the trumped up charge of opium dealing?”
“They caught a young man who had opium on his person. He spoke of you being the main source of supply. Again, it’s his word against yours.”
“So if we can summon the Chief Inspector then they will know I am not lurking in the streets of Whitechapel hoping to murder a prostitute, I am assisting them.”
“I will do my best to contact this Swanson fellow, but it may be difficult. Do you think you can solidly confirm your whereabouts for all of the dates of each murder? We must eliminate you from the line of enquiry.”
Neville was an extremely costly, and much sought after solicitor, amongst London’s high society. Marianne, amongst others, was convinced the man was a genius in law. Up until this moment, I never expected to test his criminal expertise. “Where is Roderick? Do you know, have you spoken with him?” I voiced my concern.
“He is being held at Charing Cross Police Station. I will go next to him, but first I must work to have you released without charge.”
My brain matter began to tick; who was the culprit that had spoken out and named me in the process? What of Albert? Had the fool gotten into a drunken state and spoken carelessly to the wrong person? They must have searched my home and the office and found nothing. So where on earth did Roderick hide the files? It had to have been Copper who was arrested. Perhaps he too had spoken out of turn to the wrong people? Clearly, I was in trouble and the only person who would be able to get me out of it was Neville. Without his expert help I would be sunk.
They brought me some breakfast of tea, a bowl of watery porridge and a piece of thin dry bread. I only managed to drink the cold tea while I anticipated a final interview to tie up loose ends. Neville was right, they had nothing substantial. I was confident that soon I would be on my way back to the lodgings via the telegraph office to make contact with Roderick.
Detective Edwards was waiting for me in the interview room and Neville managed to supply good news. Chief Inspector Swanson had sent word to confirm I had indeed expressed an interest in ‘playing private detective’, a comment I chose to ignore, and he accepted my credentials from America. Leaving me to my own devices in hope I would supply leads and further evidence. Neville encouraged me to supply names of employees and friends that had seen, or been with me, on the nights the murders took place. But that still left the burning issue of the opium, one I needed to battle out as I prayed Roderick did not bow under pressure and confess all. Not knowing what he said, or not said, left my nerves frayed and my head banging.
“Interview conducted at 9.55 am, Tuesday, November the seventh, 1888,” Edwards announced as he wrote down the particulars word by word. I had to once more confirm my details whilst Neville sat next to me, carefully perusing the police reports.
“Let’s talk about your opium business. I understand it has grown into quite a large import and export opportunity for you. According to our evidence, not all of your opium has been sold direct to the pharmaceutical companies in your ledgers,” said Edwards.
“I have never knowingly supplied opium to private sellers. As I stated, I have receipts to prove where my imports have gone. If someone in the shipping warehouse stole an amount away from the prying eyes of the foreman then it would not, and could not, be my responsibility.”
“How could you not notice opium that was missing? Claiming to have receipts to prove every transaction does not mean some of the opium, can, how shall I put it, go in another direction?”
I had hardly slept nor eaten, exhaustion began to creep slowly over my mind and body, but I knew it was imperative I kept my wits about me. The conversation of missing opium went back and forth with Neville prompting me a few times to not say anything in response to a particular question by remarking ‘no comment.’
My earlier optimism slowly diminished as particulars were repeated over and over. It was as if he did not believe my story no matter how many times I told it. The very circumstance I
now found myself in was nothing unfamiliar. I had talked my way out of many unpleasant and even dangerous situations that could have alluded to my being sent to prison for an interminable period of time. The idea of a term of prison in Victorian England was not an option. I had to fight my way out with determination, pure common sense and Neville’s costly assistance.
“Mister Ortiz, in regard to your meeting with the Chief Inspector. Although he has confirmed your intentions, he also states that you expressly asked for copies of confidential files regarding the ongoing investigation into Jack the Ripper.”
“The fact that my client had requested a copy of a file does not preclude to a theft. There are newspaper men who would go to any means possible to get their hands on these files. Why has my client been accused when you have not a shred of evidence that he did it?” asked Neville in utmost seriousness.
“It was an inside job. The detective in question has been suspended pending further investigation. It appears that a large sum of cash money had been supplied in return for the files and by coincidence the trail stops at your client’s feet.”
“But all you have is hearsay, a dishonest detective that possibly knew of my client’s meeting with the Chief Inspector, and his request to see the files. This, he then used as a cover to protect the real perpetrator, who he may fear would bring reprisals. There are newspaper men from America in London right as we speak, hard men who would lose an arm for information of this nature. Let’s face it detective, this is the most heated case that Scotland Yard has ever had to deal with and, while it remains unsolved, the need for answers increases, at any cost.”
There was an uncomfortable silence as Detective Edwards digested a viable point, it was not only me who would want to get their hands on the precious file. Neville was correct. Ripper fever gripped the nation and its shores beyond. There was no hard evidence against me, no reliable witnesses and, with good fortune, Roderick had held his ground and denied everything concerning the opium. Could it be God heard my prayer? I was to be exonerated and set free even though I’d knowingly sinned?
“If you are not intending to charge my client, is he now free to go about his business?”
“Please wait here. I will return forthwith,” said Edwards as he left the room in a hurry.
“They have nothing concrete, Emmanuel, and cannot hold you for much longer, therefore, they will have no choice but to let you go. My advice to you is to watch your opium distribution and be careful where you decide to stroll late at night. Any man wandering alone in Whitechapel in the darkness may become a suspect. Be aware that there are also vigilante groups roaming the streets and setting on innocent people. Rumors that Jack is a man of professional standing, a gentleman, also puts you under suspicion.”
“I will proceed with caution if and when I am free to do so, Neville. But my fears are still with Roderick. Will you be going straight to Charing Cross when you are done here?”
“Of course, but I suggest that you return to Belgravia and go about your business. Leave the detective work to the professionals. Your involvement has not served you well!”
It was an unpleasant feeling to be rebuffed for my attempt at a ‘good deed’ I genuinely thought would gain admiration and support. Made even more admirable if I succeeded in catching the slippery eel.
“From the moment I am released, I will attend to Roderick to be sure he is okay, and then I am to return to Whitechapel to pursue my quest.”
My stoic answer did not go down well. Neville did not, and would not, comprehend my motives, nor would I dare reveal the truth of my identity. I doubted he would believe me anyway and, like others, he would think I live in a world of fantasy, my mind unbalanced.
Reluctantly, Edwards was left with no choice but to release me without charge, although he did leave me with a strong word of warning.
“I will be watching you. If you choose to stay in Whitechapel or not is of no consequence unless, of course, you act in a suspicious manner. I can assure you though that if you are picked up again it will not be so easy for you.”
Taking his threat with a pinch of salt, I walked out of the police station free of charges. Relief! A sense of urgency swept over me, what of Roderick?
Neville was firm and commanding, “I am on my way to Charing Cross. I suggest you go about your business as I expressed earlier. Roderick will be okay. That is, if he has not been implicated by evidence in any way. Off you go now.”
Left to my own devices, starved, tired and anxious, I first sent an urgent telegram to Roderick I would be on my way to the office as soon as possible. Then, finding solace in a hot breakfast, I deliberated what to do next. Go back to my lodgings and a bed I had not slept in, or make my way to the office to await Roderick’s return? I feared his reprisal and I could hear his damning words before he had even spoken. That I was the most irresponsible, idiotic, deceitful, opinionated human being he had ever had the misfortune to know. I would in turn permit him to chastise me, while I bowed my head in shame, because I deserved it. I could, on the other hand, be churlish and avoid his Irish temper altogether in the hope he would calm with time or, I could face him as a man and take my punishment. With a heavy heart, I made my way to Bond Street to cautiously await his return. I had a lot to be sorry for and I hoped he would understand that.
Common sense had been sadly lacking on my part. Without consideration I naively imagined I was doing a fine deed for humanity coupled with a selfish need. To partially exonerate myself in the eyes of Jesus-if he were watching me.
“I don’t think I will forget this idiotic behavior for at least another two centuries, if the world still exists by then!” Roderick returned two hours later to find me sitting quietly in a chair staring listlessly out of the window. As I predicted, he was extremely agitated.
“They searched the entire office, having easily obtained a warrant from the judge. Lucky for you, I had hidden the files after you left for Whitechapel.”
“Where did you hide them? Surely they searched your home?”
“They searched my home alright, but they found nothing. I had already buried the files.”’
“Buried? In God’s name, where?”
“A cemetery in east London.”
“I fear you jest with your Irish wit. Who in their right mind thinks to bury police files in a cemetery?”
“Me. I think like the Irishman I am. It would be the least obvious place to look. They are in a box buried not too far down, close to the grave of one of the victims. If, by chance, they’re discovered I’ll wager the police will link the theft to Jack himself, not us.”
“If there is a method in your madness, I have yet to understand it! I am presuming it will be common sense to leave the files where they are; we can’t go digging them up. Maybe they will lay undiscovered a hundred years from now. Can you imagine the fuss if, they were to be found in the future?” I replied, shocked but impressed.
“That all depends on whether he was caught or not and we’ll still be around to know it.”’
I was full of admiration for Roderick’s sharp thinking. It was something he had done to protect us, without a word of disclosure. Perhaps he thought I would panic and dig them up.
“Neville told to me that Copper was been formally charged with the illegal selling of opium. He had been caught with it on his person and implicated you. I expect he’ll face prison and that means, Manny, no more dealings with the likes of him or anyone other dubious character who crosses your path with temptations. From this moment on, all supplies must be legitimate. We have managed to walk free by the skin of our teeth. Luck may not be with us next time.”
I assumed him to be much more angered than he was. Roderick had a way of harboring resentment until a later date when it would ignite and, lo and behold, anyone who happened to be in the crossfire would feel his force. His tired, watery eyes only gazed at me with annoyance, for now.
That I put him out of his routine, forced him to lie and cover for me was not a pleasant thing to do to a friend. There would come a time in the future, one day out of the blue, that he will remind me in no uncertain terms, what I put him through. Now, both of us needed to rest. Rather than return to the comfort of home where I did not wish to face the embarrassment of having the house searched, I made haste to my simple lodgings in Whitechapel, more determined than ever to see my hunt through to the bitter end. Roderick stayed on in the office, claiming there was much work to be done. It was his way of regaining a sense of normality, vital to his equilibrium, and, I expected, sanity. It was late morning when I arrived at the boarding house. Florence was far from welcoming, my absence a bone of contention.
“Where yer been all night? I knocked this morning to change the sheets and the bed ain’t been slept in. I warned yer before, this is a respectable ‘ouse!”
I apologized, giving the excuse I used on my staff. A late night card game in Marylebone turned into breakfast, and then a quick stop in the office meant an empty bed. She calmed upon hearing my tale, mothering me to the extent of demanding I get ‘some shut eye.’
I took her advice and fell into the small uncomfortable bed not caring if it was day or night. Ignoring the hard mattress, noisy pillows and paper thin sheets I counted my blessings.
I had escaped prison and all was well.
Sleep came quickly with a dream like no other. What could only be described as a vision where past and present collided in a myriad of powerful messages and colors. I found myself in a desert and knew immediately I stood in the wilderness of Judea.
“Judas Iscariot, come closer, I have something to whisper to you.” I heard the voice but saw no one. I stood alone in a vast expanse of desert… it was heavenly.
I looked up, the cloudless sky a deep blue, “What a wondrous and beautiful place.”
“It is nature in harmony with your thoughts, my dear one. Come to me now.” The female voice was gentle but still unseen.
“Who are you and where can I find you?” I asked.
“Right here, as close as can be. Come, Judas.”
I walked further and further through endless hot sand until I reached what appeared to be a large rock. On the other side, sitting in the sand, was a young maiden from a time long ago. I remembered.
“Oh, dear God, it is you!” I was face to face with my first love Leah, no more than a young man barely out of puberty I was sure she was the one. Leah was the daughter of a local carpenter, a prosperous family who had no objection to an Iscariot being smitten on their daughter. Her golden hair reached her tiny waist and her smile had captivated my young heart. By the time I arrived at the age of sixteen, it was decided we were a good match until a snake bite took her life. Now she was here, in my dream, looking as angelic as ever.
“You are long dead, Leah, so this must be a dream.”
“No, it is not a dream. It is but a vision for you alone. There is someone else here who wishes to speak with you, a good and wise friend.”
The rock was as tall as it was wide and out from behind walked someone who I did not want to look at nor speak with; shame prevented me from doing so. I was, in the presence of Jesus.
“I will fall at your feet in disgrace of myself!” I exclaimed loudly as I did just that.
“No, no. Do not belittle yourself, Judas. Get up now, I command you.”
I rose somewhat reluctantly. It was not the first dream encounter I experienced with Jesus. There had been others, but none as clear as this.
“Have you come into my dreams to admonish me for my wrongdoings? I know the procuring of files that did not belong with me and the selling of opium to line my pockets was a heinous act. I have broken the commandment again. I stole.”
“I will not judge you, Judas. Only you can judge yourself.”
“For shame, shame on me, shame for everything I have done wrong. For betraying and leaving you to a terrible fate. For my selfish acts that have caused repercussions for many. I am a sorry excuse for a man, a pitiful waste.”
“The time must come for you to stop berating yourself. Mistakes have been made and you will atone for them. Man is not a perfect creature, he is flawed.”
“I don’t want to be so flawed, Jesus, and I never wanted your death. Deep down having despised my act of betrayal and I still do to this day.”
“I have eternal life, my friend, where I walk with God in paradise, the kingdom of heaven. Let us walk together, there are some things I need to tell you.’
He beckoned me to follow, but I could no longer find Leah, she had disappeared.
“Judas, there will be a time in the future when your life becomes easier. You will find some sense of peace and experience the true love you so desire. The desire for a child will come to fruition and you will be a better person working for the good of humanity.” He placed his hand on my forehead, gently, and smiled.
“My friend, you have not been forsaken. But until you accept I have forgiven you then you will not rest. Your self inflicted punishment to walk the earth as an immortal will continue, for as long as you search for the remaining pieces of silver you believe will bring you redemption.”
“What if I was to recover every coin, will I then be able to join you?”
“God be with you, Judas. One day your trials will be over as told to you in many dreams previously.” I watched his white cloaked figure, with arms outstretched toward me, fade into the distance until I could see him no more.
“You never answered my question, Jesus… the coins?”
It was too late, he was gone. Franticly, I called for Leah but she was nowhere to be seen. They had abandoned me to walk alone in the desert with the sun beating down. Strangely I felt an intense thirst and began to panic. I want to be out of this dream, I don’t like being alone here!
“Mr. Ortiz, are yer in there?”
A heavy knocking on the door awoke me with such a violent start I jumped out of my skin with fright.
“Mr. Ortiz, will yer be wanting the room till next week?”
I called to Florence I would pay for an extra week, although unsure of my schedule, prepared to say anything so as to be left alone in peace. With my conscience altered, I thought long and hard about the dream. If Jesus was really there, why did he not guide me in the right direction? If I am mistaken in my spasmodic hunt for the Ripper, then why not inform me?
Was I seriously deluded to harbor a wish somewhere in future I would meet the love of my life who would give me a child, thus turning me into a better person? From sinner to saint would be hardly likely where I am concerned. I held little hope.
Having made myself presentable after a deep sleep, I left the claustrophobic room grateful to step out and welcome the fresh winter air. I was in two minds whether to find Albert, uncertain if I were able to trust him after what had happened? How innocent was he in all this and, was it going to be worth the risk to find out?




 sought a light breakfast in a tea room close to the hospital. My digestive system had been shaken by recent events, so I proceeded with caution. Overeating when under stress often resulted in the severest of stomach cramps, unpleasant and annoying. Not eating regular meals caused me to lose my bearings and, in extremes, temporary memory loss. I chose to have a simple boiled egg with bread and jam, taking no chances. But, what of Albert? I made the decision to confront him and journeyed to Fleet Street as quick as I could. But he was nowhere to be found, not in the inn he always favored or any other. I journeyed to the newspaper office in the hope of finding him, only to be told he was sick in his bed and unable to work. Against my better judgment, I took the short walk to his lodgings, a modest but spacious room in a large residence close to his work.
The owner of the house, a Mrs. Bridges, let me in and informed me her husband had sent for the doctor only hours before. He had been and gone. Albert was suffering a bout of influenza and confined to bed rest.
“His temperature has broken, so we can be much relieved,”’ I was told, “Perhaps a visit from a friend will brighten his mood.”
Albert appeared none too perky, although he was sitting upright in bed with blankets around him. He had a slight shiver and as I expected, not pleased to see me.
“You. What do you want?”
“I thought I’d pay you a visit after I received the news that you were unwell.”
“Liar, you are only here to see if I saved my skin by accusing you. I see you saved yours, as you’re a free man. Let me guess, you have a costly solicitor, who could even get you off a murder charge.”
“I see Albert you still have your own bed and are not sleeping on a straw mattress in a concrete cell. That makes us both equal in the great dodge from prison.”
He was angry in spite of his condition that weakened him; so angry he was spitting fire.
“I have almost lost my job because of the accusations. My editor has told me that I am hanging by a thin thread and when I return to work I must have an exemplary record. Damn you and damn Jack!”
“I never heard you damning me when I lined your pockets with enough money to keep you in ale and cigars for a year or more. What exactly happened that has made you so angered with me?” I retorted.
“I paid a rookie detective at the Yard who I had met a while back. He was worried about debts from gambling, a weak and perfect choice to steal the files. I didn’t expect the fool to be caught when, quite drunk in an inn near Chelsea, he opened his mouth to the brother of a copper.”
What were the odds of such a coincidence? Of all the people the detective could have confided in, he chose a policeman’s brother.
“Admit to me, Emmanuel, that you thought it was me who had opened my mouth whilst under the influence?”
He was right, but I refrained from the truth to spare his feelings, not a pleasant act, to kick a man when he is down and demanding honesty.
“Of course not, my good chap. Why would I think such a thing?”
“Because you would be an utter fool not to think it!”
“So this is your anger: that I would immediately jump to the wrong conclusion?”
“No, it is, in spite of the perks of knowing you, I seriously regret this liaison ever happened. It will be best for us to part company and, I will not miss the bog infested vagabond!”
I was devastated. Albert’s thoughts of me had turned sour. I underestimated his loyalty, assuming my money kept him contented and prepared to take a risk-obviously not.
His attitude and upset did nothing to reduce my stubborn determination to hunt down Jack at any cost regardless of it being an arduous problem-ridden process.
Patience? I had plenty, for my time was not running out. If he was the immortal Ratibor I could be hunting him well into the next century, and beyond.
With a heavy heart, I decided to respect Albert’s wishes and leave. But not before he made a last damning comment through his coughs and sniffs.
“I’ve always doubted your immortality, often supposing you spun me a yarn. If you really are Judas, then God would have struck you down long ago!” said he. I slammed the door on my way out.
The depressive streets of Whitechapel did little to lighten my somber mood as I wandered, alone and aimless. So what if a foolish, drunken newspaper man did not believe my true identity? Was it that important to me that he did? I tried hard to dismiss the whole episode; instead I focused on a good intention, to call on Mary. It would take my mind off recent events and give me a distraction, if I could locate her lodgings. The streets were filled with people attending to the day’s duties with little brightness in their expressions. The cold wind no match for those with inadequate clothing. Barrow boys who worked the many east-end markets, not a day older than thirteen, were practically barefoot, such was the condition of their footwear. In spite of the freezing temperature they wore no coats over thin, worn out clothing and their faces were covered in dirt. “Watcha back, mister!” they shouted, pushing large wheeled barrows stocked with vegetables or other goods through badly maintained cobbled streets. Child labor; ignored and dismissed from the conscience of those who had the power and abilities for reform.
It was afternoon when I finally found Mary’s residence, little more than a rundown ground floor room of a house, a structure that needed to be demolished, such was the severity of decay. Holding my nose to protect myself from the vile smell of rotting rubbish, I knocked two times loudly on the door. “Mary, it is Emmanuel. Are you in there?” I called.
The door opened and there she stood, “Yer woke me up, get in.”
I was shuffled unceremoniously into a space barely the size of Cook’s storeroom, her clothes strewn everywhere. It smelt of mildew and the yellowing strip of net curtain on the window gave no protection from the elements or privacy. Mary could not ignore my expression of surprise.
“This is the best I can do under such bloody awful circumstances. Try not to judge me to ‘arshly”
“Never would I judge you. I know you are a victim of circumstances.”
Her long hair was loose and unkempt and she did little to cover her under slip. “I’ve only just got up. It was an ‘ard night last night, but I made good money. Enough to pay me overdue rent. The bleeding landlord’s been knocking on me door all week for it. Why are you ‘ere, Emmanuel, I weren’t expecting yer?”
“To see if you are well, that is my only intention.”
“Ahh, you’re so sweet you are, but why you wanna worry about me? I do alright, find a way to survive. Oh yeah, I saw that bloke last night, the one yer looking for. I saw ‘im walking past The Ten Bells, in a real ‘urry he was, didn’t stop for nuthin.”
This was what I wanted so desperately to hear, that he had not gone into hiding since he caught sight of me, his presence still in Whitechapel. Was he taking his time as he stalked his next prey? There had yet to be another victim, a good sign, but then could I allow complacency believing he had gone to ground, never to resurface again?
“Please, Mary, stay off the streets. With the killer yet to be apprehended, it makes your situation perilous.”
“Yer know what they say, me old mate, if yer time’s up, it’s up. I can’t sit around on me backside. I ‘ave to work to bring in the coffers, I ain’t going to the workhouse for no one!”
I was tempted to hand over money in order to stop her working the streets. Knowing the moment I departed she would dress and, make her way to the nearest ale house did not deter me in the least. I lived in hope she would do the sensible thing.
“Mary. I am giving you three pounds to help you with your rent and I implore you, please, do not drink it away.”
“As if I would…” She replied coyly. I capitulated to her appealing blue eyes, so hard to ignore.
“I can return the favor if yer want?” she continued, coming closer, “it’ll be something you’ll enjoy cause I’m right good at it!”
I gently moved her back, creating a safe distance. She took no offence, preferring to smile, blow me a kiss and throw me a compliment. “You’re my little darling yer are, honest.”
Having given me her utmost reassurance she would be cautious, I left not knowing how to spend the remaining day. To return to my depressing lodgings did not appeal, nor was sitting in a rough, unpleasant ale house. I was at a loss until dark and feeling low-spirited as I bade Mary a fond farewell
To distract myself, I made my way to Mile End, a short distance away where I would enjoy the benefit of the Queens Hall for some hours. I could read in the library, swim in the pool or stroll in the lovely winter gardens. Anything to break up the monotony of waiting for night to fall. It was my first sight of the opulence of Queen Victoria’s palace for the people, standing regal in the midst of such extreme poverty. I amused myself for hours reading Hard Times by Charles Dickens. Most befitting when I considered where I was, in a time period of the industrial revolution evoking much change. By my own admission I often ignored newspaper reports of social and economic pressures being felt up and down the country. Mr. Dickens had written a work of fiction, but it was plain to see he had gathered inspiration from fact.
The early evening sky was closing in as I left the tranquility of the library. It was time to dine somewhere decent, good food to line my empty stomach while I planned my route for the night. On my way out of the library, a calendar reminded me it was the eighth of November. Soon it would be Christmas. For most it was a joyous day of goodwill and celebration, for me it was a time I preferred to forget.
Alone and somber, I came across a suitable eatery on the Mile End Road where I struggled to finish a mutton stew with dumplings. From the first mouthful I knew I had made a mistake. The meat was tough and dry, the dumplings heavy. Dissatisfied, I paid leaving the meal half eaten.
“Oy mister, do yer ‘ave a penny for me?” a young boy begged, obstructing my way forward.
“No, go away!” I replied.
I was in no mood for beggars as I made my way back to Whitechapel in hope of coming face to face with Jack. I told myself I had immense patience, but truth be known, it was slowly wearing thin. I missed the comforts of home and the security of my surroundings. Thoughts turned to Marianne and to whether her engagement to the Platt fellow was still on the cards. I would find out soon enough…
The narrow streets begun to fill with prostitutes and men more interested in filling themselves full of ale than a sexual encounter. Ragamuffin children, mostly boys, were priming themselves for a good night’s pick pocketing and the odd constable was beginning his nightly beat. It was cold and clear with no hint of rain but, the fog and the stench of sewage could not be stifled. Obnoxious and rancid, it seemed the locals had become accustomed to the slops. An east-end slang word for human excrement thrown from housewives buckets into the gutters. I had not become accustomed to the invasion on my nostrils and on this night I needed to fight the nausea threatening to overwhelm me. Regretfully, adding to my misery the stodgy stew was regurgitating. I breathed slowly with each and every step; being sick in public not an idea to relish.
I looked for Mary in her usual places, but she was nowhere to be seen. I went to the brothel house to be told she was not working there that evening. I scoured the faces of men who appeared to be loitering, hoping for a sign of recognition, a long overcoat, trilby hat and short stature. The search proved fruitless and did nothing to improve my ever increasing sour mood. I have made a serious mistake, I do not belong here, I chastised myself, convinced I should pack up and go home. Then, out of the blue, I caught sight of her embroiled in a heated disagreement outside an ale house. Consumed with gin, she was loud and full of bravado.
“I’ll ‘ave yer for this I swear I will, yer barstard!” She screamed at a chap who could barely stand.
“Mary, what is going on here, are you all right?” asked I, hoping my intervention would not be taken as a threat.
“Nah, I’m far from all right, ’e owes me money, the lowlife!”
The man was large in stature, his cap slung low over his red rimmed eyes. He grinned menacingly at Mary, unafraid to provoke a confrontation with me at the same time.
“Why don’t you mind yer own bloody business, mate. This ‘ere is between Mary and me. I dunno who this toff is, Mary, yer gonna tell me why ‘es ‘ere?”
“Emmanuel’s a good mate an’ a better bloke than you’ll ever be,” she replied. This was a boyfriend of Mary’s, not a client. Someone she had been living with who, according to her sorry tale, drunk all her money away and put her behind with the rent.
“I consider Mary to be my business and if you are an honorable man, you will pay what you owe and walk away,” I demanded.
The fracas attracted a small crowd eager for an escalation. A woman claiming to be a mutual friend pushed her way forward in Mary’s defense. “Give ‘er what’s owed. I know yer beat ‘er up good, thrown ale in ‘er face… blacked ‘er eye, I saw ‘yer doing it barstard!”
“Yeah, Daisy saw yer whack me, she did an’ all,” said a tearful Mary.
The moment I heard he had harmed her, the rage began to build inside, exploding when I grabbed him tight around the neck. Paying no attention to his larger size I pushed him hard against the wall.
“A real man never lays a hand on a woman. You are nothing but a lowly coward, a sorry excuse for a human being!” said I.
I could hear him choking as he desperately tried to free my hands, but I had locked on and was unable to let go. My anger had taken control and I was at an advantage. He had been weakened by alcohol. Meanwhile Mary became hysterical.
“Emmanuel, for God’s sake, let go of ‘im, ’e ain’t worth the bloody gallows!” she begged.
I could not let go as past images flashed before me of men I witnessed beating women to the point of death, then celebrating with friends for a job well done. Men who enjoyed choking the life out of women who dared to go against their control and paid with their lives. I was far from exoneration and confess to my behavior being shady and imperfect, but a woman beater I was not.
“How much does he owe you, Mary?” I asked, maintaining my controlled grip.
“It’s nine bob, gives or takes a penny or two.”
“Then this debt must be paid, in full” I replied.
Much to Mary’s relief I freed him, whereupon he fell to the ground, coughing and struggling to breath. The small group of onlookers did nothing but stare with curiosity at the crumpled heap.
“Empty your pockets,” I demanded.
Frantically, he scrambled in his jacket to pull out what monies he possessed. I stood over him ordering him repeatedly to pass to me what he had on his person. With great reluctance he handed over three shillings and tuppence and I gave my final warning.
“There will be no drinking for you this night. Make your way home now and remember that your debt is still not fully paid. If you decide to lay one more hand on Mary, you will feel my wrath.”
Being the gentleman that I was, I handed him the cap that had fallen off in the struggle. He said nothing in response, and full of righteous indignation, walked away. I gallantly handed the money to Mary, who was taking solace with Daisy, her eyes tearful.
“You’re a good ‘un all right, ‘owe do I ever repay ‘yer fer this?” Mary asked.
“By staying off the streets; you know it’s not safe. There is money on your person now, so what need is there for you to be out?”
“We ‘ave to keep working, sir. There’s never enough to survive, you wouldn’t know that being a gentleman an’ all. I expect you’ve got a nice ‘ouse and a lot of coffers. We ‘ain’t got nuthin ‘ere, nuthin’.”
Daisy told it in no uncertain terms, conditions were abominable and every penny counted. These girls existed moment by moment and I had failed to understand. Their life as prostitutes was the only life they knew, no choice but to live with one foot out of the workhouse the only way they knew how, by selling their bodies. There was nothing I could do to save their lost souls except ask for divine intervention and forgiveness. In spite of public opinion I did not and never will see their sexual immorality a reason for condemnation from God.
“Will he honor his debt?” I asked Mary, “he doesn’t seem the reliable sort.”
“Nah, Joe won’t give me the rest owes me. His dock wages will all be gone in the ale ‘ouse. I know ‘im, ‘e can’t stay out.”
“Ere, ‘ow come such an ‘andsome, strong, well bred gentleman like you is with the likes of us? I ‘ope yer not a copper or that Ripper bloke!” Daisy remarked laughing loudly. Her almond eyes and dusky complexion not of English origin.
“My dear girl, I can assure you I am not Jack the Ripper! I work alone in a private capacity, searching for the very man you suspect me of being.”
“I ‘ope yer find him, even though I don’t ‘ave a clue what ‘yer going on about, private an’ all that. Good luck, fine sir, I’m on me way, gotta work tonight.”
With a swish of her long black skirt and a hug for Mary, she was gone, back into the dark deadly shadows.
“Where yer off to, Emmanuel? Somewhere posh, a fancy restaurant?” Mary asked, either she had sobered up from the confrontation or was less inebriated than I thought.
“My only aim is to continue to walk the streets in the hope of finding him, he must be out there. Mary, I think he is planning to kill again.”
“Maybe you’ve assumed wrong and ‘e’s ‘ad enough. Stopped, I mean.”
“We shall see. Now, would it be an imposition to ask if I can have the pleasure to walk you home, fine lady?”
“Oh, yes, good sir. You can ‘ave the pleasure!”
Mary put her arm through mine as we walked towards the direction of her home. We talked of mundane things, her need to buy new shoes and my east-end food experiences. It was a most enjoyable walk as we laughed about dumplings that turned to concrete in my stomach. It surprised me to discover she had a good level of intelligence. She knew how to read and could pen a short letter. To make an impression, she spelt out a long word and in return, I gave her a compliment for the correct spelling. She proceeded to laugh and giggle like a young child. But our discussion deepened as we took a detour and walked toward Mile End. I had forgotten my purpose just for a time and enjoying the company of an entertaining young lady who had become very excited at a display in a shop window. It was a milliner shop selling fine hats for ladies. “Look at that red bonnet,” she exclaimed. “I’ve always wanted a red one, can’t afford one though.”
“Tomorrow when it opens I will call for you and we will return. I will buy you the bonnet, as a gift for being such good company.”
Mary jumped up and down with excitement, like a child at Christmas.
“What a gentlemen you are!” said she.
Our journey took us further than the Mile End Road, where I became unsure. Fearing I lost my bearings, I asked her to take me back. Mary knew the way well enough. She guided me to a small park and a bench to sit and talk.
It was cold and dark indeed, without forethought I put my arms around Mary’s shivering body to protect her from the biting wind. She listened intently as I told of my time in America and other exotic places. Her face lit up with wonder when I told her of the mountains of North Constantinople and vast expanse of deserts in Egypt. She was entranced as I told of steamship journeys I had taken and foreign spices I had imported. We came from two different worlds, each arriving in different places. I want to believe I resided in God’s good grace, and, in spite of my curse saved from a life far more painful than I endure now. Mary told me when she left her life in Wales a long time ago, she found herself in the fashionable area of London’s Knightsbridge. She lived with a woman who procured her for what she called ‘a better class of customer,’ even taking Mary to Paris, where her prostitution began in earnest. After a falling out with the woman, she came to Whitechapel, where rents were cheap and customers plentiful. I attempted to ask about her family but she became irritated and half in jest ordered me to ‘shut my face.’ I sensed family ties were broken and beyond repair.
“’Ow come a bloke like you isn’t married off? I’d expect all those fancy ladies would be ‘anging around like bees to ‘oney!”
I gave an excuse, I was fussy and particular. A woman who managed to steal my heart was to be very special, yet to be found.
“I bet yer she’s out there somewhere, you’ll see me old mate!”
I wished I had Mary’s optimism for my future, that I would have what I yearn for. I sunk into solace for a few moments.
“Do yer think I’d do all right in America? I’ve been ’earing that there’s these ships leaving all the time filled with people wantin’ a new life. I could clean ‘ouses over there and raise me baby proper.”
“Maybe a new life will be the answer. But you will need funds. Not only for your passage but for your arrival, you cannot be penniless.”
A look of disappointment came upon her, in a moment of dreams and wishes she forgot the practicalities. Money was needed, I could help. I had enough friends and acquaintances in America to secure legitimate employment for Mary, but first I needed to think, so I refrained from speaking out. If I were to change my mind she would be most let down and I would be the good for nothing scoundrel.
“It’s gettin’ late an’ I need me beauty sleep if I’m to get up tomorrow morning an’ go with you to get me bonnet.”
Mary was right; a quick glance at my watch told me it was well past midnight. We walked back to Whitechapel, arm in arm and joked most of the way. Arriving at her door, I felt a sense of achievement. I had kept her off the streets for a time- a moment less of danger. “Be sure to lock yourself in,” said I.
“Don’t fuss. I’m a big girl an’ I can take care of meself. I’ll see yer tomorra.”
“Sleep well, Mary Jane, and lock that door!” I hoped she would heed my warning.
Being with Mary had taken me off track, instead of doing what I set out to do I socialized. I spent the remaining night hours wandering streets becoming ever so more familiar with the passage of time. There was a deathly silence broken only by the occasional cough from a passerby, or the faint click of a woman’s heels in the distance. I feared I might be unfortunate to once more bump into a constable who would ask me prying questions. I was alone and frustrated. Where was he?
By dawn, I was exasperated, time to call it a day and proceed to my lodgings. I had made a pledge to Mary and could not let her down, a few hours of sleep would do the trick. I turned my exorbitantly priced key quietly in the door and tiptoed up the stairs so as not to disturb anyone. It was of little consequence the mattress was lumpy, sleep became heavy and dreamless… until, to my surprise, it was past ten am when I awoke. I assumed that in all likelihood Mary would still be sleeping. So I took my time, enjoying a leisurely breakfast, a fine haircut in one of the numerous barber shops and stopping by the telegraph office to see if there had been any communications. By the time I reached Thirteen Miller’s Court, it was a hive of activity. Crowds of people by the entrance, vying to see what happened were being pushed roughly back by the constables. I moved slowly forwards. “Mr. Ortiz, what are you doing here?” It was Inspector Drew, whom I met briefly the evening of my arrest
“I was passing and wondered about the commotion. What on earth has happened?”
He beckoned for the constable to let me pass and took me directly to Mary’s door. “In you go,” he said, which surprised me. Why was he letting a civilian enter what I imagined would be a crime scene?
What awaited me was something I could never have thought up in my deepest, darkest nightmares. It was a scene of utter carnage. A naked body lay lifeless on the bed, drenched in blood, the face hacked to pieces, unrecognizable with the stomach cut open. Its contents emptied out and both breasts cut off, one ghoulishly placed under the head. What appeared to be large pieces of skin were left on the table and I saw the other breast lying by the right foot. The entire body had been stabbed, and the throat severely cut. Blood was everywhere, on the floor, the walls and dripping from the table. “Mary…” I whispered. “Is this Mary Jane Kelly?”
“Yes, it is her,” said Inspector Drew, “we are searching for the man who lived with her, a Mr. Joseph Barnett. They were seen arguing last night outside The Bell.”
“I saw them and I intervened. I understood they were no longer together and Mary was angry about monies owed,” I replied.
Shaken by the horror of the most vicious and hellish act of murder I had ever witnessed. Sweet Mary, no more than twenty five years of age, dreaming of better times, butchered beyond recognition.
“Are you alright, sir? You seem very pale.” The Inspector could not mistake my shock.
“I was with Mary until midnight last evening. I was going to take her to Mile End to purchase a bonnet today. We had become friends, you see. I was attempting to help her, she wanted to leave England and go to America.”
“Where did you go after you left her?”
“I walked the streets for a long time after I dropped her at home. I urged her to lock the door and then I made my way back to my lodgings at dawn. I heard or saw nothing unusual in that time.”
“Mary left her lodgings around two am. She was back out on the streets.”
Foolish, foolish girl! I had warned her to stay at home and secure herself inside. Obviously the temptation to earn, or beg, extra money far outweighed any risks she may have had to endure. I pondered on the night before. Were we watched by the killer as we walked back through Whitechapel? Conceivably hiding in a darkened corner waiting for the opportunity to strike once I was out of the way? When Mary make the fateful decision to leave her dwelling the possibility he followed her was highly feasible. Then… the other side of the coin. Perhaps Mary found herself in the wrong place at the right time for Jack, who, by chance spotted her and seized the moment. There had been no signs of a forced entry. I could only conclude the careless girl had invited him in.
“This is the worst one yet,” I was informed, “I’ve never seen anything like this before.”
Questions raged furiously in my mind, anger at boiling point and determination to catch the monster who committed such an evil crime increased ten fold. I became concerned I had gotten myself in hot water again. The police may consider bringing me in for more questioning on my whereabouts, after I honestly owned up to being with Mary on her last evening.
“We may need a statement from you, Mr. Ortiz, as you are indeed a witness. Are you still residing in Whitechapel?”
I assured the Inspector by giving the address of the boarding house, he urged me to be very careful with my investigation. However, he was unable to stop himself from indulging in sarcasm.
“This Ripper fellow is extremely dangerous, just looking at this scene tells you what he is capable of. I do not understand exactly what it is you do, but playing cops and robbers as a child may do, does not make a detective, sir.”
Outside Mary’s lodgings the crowd had increased and there stood Daisy, her eyes streaming with tears. “Why ‘er? She was a good soul an’ she ‘elped me when I and’t a penny to me name. Mary took me in she did, fed me and everything.” I did my best to console her, but it was to no avail. She became hysterical with shock.
“The evil bastard, I’ll kill ‘im meself if I get me ‘ands on ’im, I swear to God I will!”
People stood quietly watching, nodding their heads. Most of them were in the same state of shock and any complacency that had come about with a lull in the murders was gone now. He had struck again,-this time with a vengeance.
There would be no walking to Mile End to buy the red bonnet with her arm through mine. She was gone and he was still out there. I had to stop him!
I thought about her family, she had refused to speak of them, and I knew so little of her life before she had become a prostitute, only what little she chose to tell me. What of the unborn child she was carrying? Was the child’s life better stopped in the womb than be subjected to a life of extreme poverty and prostitution? Only God knew the answer. I was desolate and without answers.
“We will be in touch, Mr. Ortiz. Thank you for your cooperation,” said the Inspector.
My thoughts centered on Chief Inspector Swanson, the man would now have an increased weight on his shoulders. I imagined what was going through his troubled mind, that he and Scotland Yard were failing in their responsibility to catch the Ripper. The world’s press would make a meal of this one, its front pages asking once more the pertinent question,
“Why is he still at large?”
Without hesitation, I took a carriage to Bond Street. The urge to remove myself from what I had seen loomed uppermost in my mind. I needed to be somewhere clean and bright, where I could block out the sight of so much blood and gore. I needed Roderick.
He was alone in the office, unaware of what had happened as it was far too recent to go to print.
He was please and relieved to see me and listened as I poured out anger and frustration, bluntly describing the horrible state of Mary’s body.
“That’s a sad fate for the poor girl, and what an insane act of murder. Did the police not suspect you, seeing as you confessed to being alone with her the evening before?”
“For reasons unbeknown, they saw me as a witness, not a possible suspect.”
“I don’t think they know what they are doing, Manny. They’re at a loss. Jack has them in the palm of his hand and he’s playing them for fools.”
“I am making my way back to Whitechapel. There is not a chance I will relent on this hunt. More so now he has killed Mary.”
“I think, though I know you will deny it, you had a sweet spot for the girl?”
He was wrong, my intentions were honorable, and I only wanted to help her escape a bad life. To go to America, where, like others in the New World, she would have had a good direction, a chance. My notion or fantasy of putting Mary on a boat was not perceived as a gesture of goodwill by Roderick. It was, in his eyes, nothing more than my male ego wanting to take on the role of a knight in shining armor. Charging in on a white horse to accomplish a successful rescue and proclaim myself the hero of the hour. He would be wrong; my intentions had been genuine all along. I pleaded my case.
“Then you must be changing, Manny my boy, having a soft spot for a fallen woman and wanting to help without any advantage to yourself is a sign I’ve never seen in you before.”
“Then it will be a new chapter in my immortality. I will shed my old skin for new!” I replied with good intention.
It was good to be involved in business for a time, it served as a distraction from my sorrow. We talked about a new import contract, looked at the finances then closed the office and went for an early supper. It was a relief to be able to eat digestible food once more, but Roderick was determined to remind me of my social impropriety.
“Can you imagine the scandal if one of your acquaintances heard you walked out with a common street girl? You’d be shamed and cut off from society. Even Marianne would be shocked and forced to reject you to save even her questionable character. “
“Then I would live with the consequences and, let us face facts here, God almighty did not intervene and save either Mary or the others. Do you know, sometimes I am so angry when I speak his name I want to scream. I care not for his judgments on me, nor others. They can say what they want. ‘Let he who is without sin cast the first stone,’ as Jesus once said in the Mount of Olives, when they brought the adulterous woman to kneel by his feet!”’
“Manny, I have read the bible, I’m not an idiot. Tell me, what you were thinking when you offered to help her start a new life in America? Did you seriously consider that you could parade her on the streets of Manhattan and pass her off as a lady?”
I was not thinking. I only wanted to do what I thought was right, a just cause. Now I had to run the gauntlet of Roderick’s sharp summary of the situation. Dare I argue with the feisty Irishman, no!
“It was a silly notion after all and, sadly, never to come to fruition. Perhaps with hindsight I would have given up the idea, in fact I’m sure I would have done just that,” I relented, leaving Roderick to have the upper hand. Well deserved after what I put him through.
We parted company in better spirits than our previous encounter, and I walked alone in Bond Street resigned to Mary’s fate. There would be an enquiry into her death and a funeral I had to detach myself from. It was imperative I kept an unobtrusive distance so as not to arouse any more suspicion, but Scotland Yard could decide I was indeed a suspect. I had appeared again on the streets of Whitechapel the same night of the murder. A truthful confession, I spent the evening with Mary, may be viewed as a strange coincidence, and pressure was still building for the case to be solved.
Time could become my enemy for as long as Jack was at large and I remained in my lodgings doing nothing. I did not wish to dwell on my morbid thoughts of possible arrest and prison, instead preferring to feel the full force of my determination to seek out the monster who, in all probability, was basking in his glory of being free to continue his murderous acts. My mind was taken away from serious thoughts by the sight of a young woman walking toward me. With her svelte figure adorned in a red velvet coat, she walked elegantly through Bond Street, leaving me captured and enchanted by her beauty. A woman for any man’s dreams, including mine. The sight of such beauty prompted me to think of Marianne and what might have been in another time and place. With strong concern, I asked myself what was wrong with me. Swept away so easily by the sight of a beautiful woman, while someone I had known was lying cold on a mortuary slab. Where was my conscience?
Whitechapel was just as I left it, a hive of activity. Constables were going from door to door making enquiries, detectives milling on every street corner close to Millers Court and a larger police presence as constables were brought in from outside the area. People were standing around in groups talking, each with their own conclusion as to who killed Mary. My heart was ill at ease when I heard her name being spoken and thought it best to return to the lodgings for some tranquility. The landlady sent her son to light the fire in my room, no more than a slip of a boy, tall and thin. He paid attention to making sure it was well lit and chatted with me in the meantime.
“Terrible goings on there was this morning. Did you ‘ear about that woman murdered? Another one.”
“Yes, I heard the news. A dreadful crime; it had to be the work of Jack the Ripper.”
“I’ve ‘eard that it’s a toff, someone from ‘igh society, loaded with money.”
“Don’t believe everything you hear. There are many rumors about Jack and who it might be, I’m inclined to take most of them very lightly.”
“I reckon it’s one of them doctors from the ‘ospital, the way the bodies were cut up.”
Everyone had a theory of who it could be, from the man in the street, the newspapers and Scotland Yard. It was becoming the biggest unsolved case England had ever seen.




he night brought fresh terrors as fog enveloped the entire area, thick as pea soup. So thick, I was forced to cover my mouth with a handkerchief.
I could barely see in front of my face and struggled to find my direction, certain Mary’s murder brought me a disadvantage concerning a larger police presence. I was more likely to be stopped and asked to explain my reason for what was perceived as loitering than previously. I would need to have just cause for my presence. It was imperative to remain vigilant and avoid ‘the coppers’ at all costs. There were fewer prostitutes to be seen, fear driving them to hide for their own safety. But the noisy ale houses were full and, after recent events, I expected full of talk. Jack had struck their streets once again. Temptation to enter and listen was thwarted by my past violent encounter. I continued to walk on. A brawl with the police in such close proximity would be out of the question. Around eleven pm, I heard a scream from an alley to my left and I immediately went in the direction of where I thought it could be. On the ground, against a wall, was a girl, her clothes torn from her body and her face covered in bruises. Barely out of her teens and judging by her style of clothes, was it plain to see she walked the streets, as a prostitute.
“Can I be of assistance? What happened to you?” I asked urgently.
“It was a bloke it was, ’e came from behind an’ I fought ‘im off. ’Ee tore me clothes and punched me a few times,” she sobbed.
“Please, can you tell me what he looked like?” I assisted her to stand, and as a true gentleman, ignored the sight of her exposed breasts.
“A short fella, wearing a trilby ’at and a long overcoat. ’E ’ad black eyes ’e did. I ‘eard ’im say something, it sounded like… what was it… oh yeah… ’e said it were time to die.”
I had at long last found him, and my assumption was right. Ratibor! That was his signature announcement to anyone luckless enough to be at the end of his wrath, time to die!
I aided the poor girl to her lodgings close by and, just as I warned Mary, I insisted she was to firmly lock her door. She told me her name was Gwyneth, she was orphaned at twelve and had been selling her body ever since. I was perturbed to be standing in the face of child prostitution-sadly a common practice. Fortunately, she had survived, but the reason why she had been spared when he killed so many others eluded me. It was a mystery soon to be horribly revealed as I experienced a sense of foreboding that something else was about the happen.
“Thank you, kind sir,” said the girl, her face stained with tears as she hurried safely inside.
I moved on, determined to find Ratibor. If he had been disturbed in the attack, and scuttled off, he was not far away. More than likely searching for another victim with his lust for murder unquenched. Knowing him as I did, I was certain he was boiling, pushed into an ever deeper rage. The fog had driven most people off the streets with visibility almost non existent. I took direction to Berner Street when, passing through an alleyway, a voice came from behind.
“Judas. We meet again.”
I turned around to face Ratibor standing but two feet away. He grinned and bowed to me, a sickly comical move as he waved a small leather bag I assumed was carrying his tools of the trade.
“I knew it was you all along. What do you think now, Ratibor? That I will let you walk away without a fight?”
“So, the Jesus betrayer is convinced he can stop me. Why are you not off searching for your pathetic coins instead? I warn you, be gone! You are out of your depth. On your way now, you stupid, misguided man. Crawl back to your greed and your fancy women. This is my business and I am unstoppable!”
“I can’t let you do that,” I proclaimed, “I will stop you one way or another!”
He let his bag down slowly and raised both his hands into the air, exaggerating his movements with flamboyant gestures. Nothing had changed in the man except underneath the show he appeared to be very frustrated with my presence.
“That girl, the blonde one, Mary, was a worthless excuse for a human being. She did not deserve to live, none of them did. No one will miss them either. Why? Because they were nothing more than common concubines… whores of Babylon!”
Something snapped inside and, with every ounce of strength I could muster, I knocked him down with a massive kick. We had come across each other in a narrow alley, the chance of someone stumbling onto our confrontation was low, but still a possibility. The last thing I wanted was a well-meaning citizen, upon seeing the confrontation, to summon the police. I wanted to be left alone to deal with the monster! Ratibor jumped back on his feet with relative ease as if nothing happened, our strength unequalled. He was stronger and more powerful than I, but I was fuelled with anger, “For the death of Mary, and so many others through the centuries, I am taking my revenge!”
“For that little whore? She was no Mary Magdalene and was eager to do whatever I asked. For a few coppers, her legs spread open with ease.”
As if by a sixth sense, we both went for the unattended leather hold all, each wanting to retrieve a weapon to inflict the maximum injury. Its contents spilled out, various deadly knives, a meat cleaver, a saw and some rope. The tools of a murderer. Ratibor was indeed Jack the Ripper, the evidence scattered on the ground as we desperately fought each other to gain the upper hand. I managed to procure one of the knives, but was unable to get to the meat cleaver. Ratibor had gotten to it first.
“Now try to take me with a lowly knife, I beseech you.” He proclaimed as he held the cleaver in position to strike. I attempted to hold him at bay with one hand, but, it was to no avail. He had, with one fail swoop, cut deep into my shoulder.
“Where are God and Jesus now?” he mocked.
The pain was felt and the blood seen but it did nothing to distract me. Healed in an instant, I was determined to fight. Ignoring his sick laughter, I lunged and dug the knife into his stomach. Now we had both been cut! The blood from our wounds had dripped to the ground, gathering in small pools around our feet. Even through the hindrance of fog, I could see his wound was deeper by the blood loss, but I knew he would heal just as rapidly, able to fight with renewed velocity.
Ratibor was insane enough to end to my immortality by chopping my head off with the cleaver, if I were to slip in my defense. I needed to pay sharp attention to his every move whilst searching madly for a solution in my mind. How to stop an immortal who found his way to England to carry on with his torturous crimes? If I were not able to stop him, he would surely continue. Where would he go next? I had to think but there was so little time to do so. If we had swords I could challenge him to a duel, which was my expertise. An inferior weapon would be no defense against an insane killer with rage beyond belief and a sharp cleaver. My only other weapons? Bare hands and faith.
“Judas, did you really believe that you could stop me? Others have tried and failed,” said he with a grin.
“I could render you unconscious Iscariot and, chop you into small pieces if I wanted. That would be the end. You can’t sew yourself back together!”
“My sentiments exactly!” I replied with certitude.
I circled him, the knife held firmly in my hand as I dismissed his threat. The thick fog did nothing to shroud my vision as my senses heightened.
“First, you must catch me to kill me, Ratibor,” I continued, “I’d like to see you try.”
An onlooker would have thought us to be two wild animals, each at a distance, ready to pounce when the opportunity felt right. My heart pounded as every muscle in my body tensed in readiness. With only a knife and my wits, I experienced a sudden flashback. Constantinople. A beautiful young maiden with a sweet nature named Diona. Her father, Thessalos, a trusted friend, was a merchant of some means with marriage plans for his daughter, who had the fortune to be marrying the man of her wishes. Alas, it was not meant to be. One week before the wedding, her skull was shattered from repeated blows. Ratibor had unleashed his fury when she rebuffed him. Her grief stricken father set a healthy ransom for his capture, but Ratibor had slipped away. Fate caught up eventually, yet he did not die. His immortality resulted from being hung soon after the escape. His crime? Stealing from a nobleman after brutally raping and killing his wife… I had despised him then, but even more so now, knowing from the thirteenth century onwards the viperous devil continued to kill.
The fight was far from over when, like a crazed lunatic, he growled and lunged wildly at me. I managed to hold him at bay for a brief moment, but his strength was overpowering as he grabbed me by the throat and lifted me off the ground. “I know it will be impossible to choke you to death, you’ll just come alive again but I will enjoy the attempt,” he whispered with the utmost venom.
I struggled and fought to break free with all of my might, but he had the strength of ten men in one hand. To have my throat squeezed tight and caught in his vice like grip was maddening. I could not break free. The knife I held tightly slipped out of my hand and was on the ground out of reach. With both hands, I attempted to free myself… in vain. I was defenseless.
Ratibor had the ultimate power and control, as I did everything I could to stay conscious. Struggling to stay alert, I thought I could see Mary, from the far corner of my eye as I choked and fought like a wild cat. Through my imagination, oxygen deprivation or a vision, she stood before me. Bathed in light, a white dress flowing around her feet, long blonde hair shining, she smiled at me, a comforting smile. “Judas, don’t you worry now, everything will be okay.” I heard her say. I was sure she was but a dream and I had already slipped into a state of unconsciousness. Yet, I was mesmerized, in awe. I felt the cleaver slice into my arm, once, twice, three times. Mary!
She did not reply nor did she move, yet her loving presence give me a sense of peace, that nothing bad was happening and it was all a dream. I closed my eyes and drifted far away…
My return to consciousness was a surprise. I thought I had died, but the solid vision of Ratibor standing over me soon brought me to my senses. The monster dragged me into what appeared to be a coal shed where I was discarded on a large pile of coal with my hands and feet bound tightly.
“Let me make this clear: you cannot or will not be able to stop me,” he said. “I am indestructible and invisible. Immortal like you, I live a comfortable life here in London amongst the well placed of society. I have a good reputation, but now because of your stupid meddling I am forced to move on to pastures new. I may try my luck in Paris; there are plenty of fallen women walking the dirt ridden streets there to satisfy my needs.”
“Are you planning on exterminating every woman who crosses your path, Ratibor? Why are you doing this? What do you get from such evil acts? “
“Pleasure, my dear boy. The act of taking a life is pure pleasure. I have lost count through the centuries, you see, I am on this earth to do the devil’s work.”
“I have not forgotten what you did to Diona, and the grief you brought on her dear Father.”
“The name eludes me,” said he as he leaned closer. “There have been so many. Are you expecting me to remember them all?”
“It was in the thirteenth century. Diona was a beautiful young girl that you killed because she had refused your bad intentions. You crushed her skull!”
“Oh, that one… I had simply forgotten all about her; she was of no consequence. I find it rather pathetic, Iscariot. Why are still harboring a grudge for something that happened so long ago?”
“I will never forget, rest assured. Do you not think you have done enough in Whitechapel? What purpose does it serve for you to stay here? Haven’t so many victims satisfied your blood lust?” I was hoping against hope to talk him out of killing again.
It was most uncomfortable lying on a stack of coal, pinned down by the edge of his cleaver placed perilously over my neck. I felt sick to my stomach. He had me caught in his trap where, not only was he holding me captive, he was given the opportunity to stand over me and gloat, centuries later.
“Your friend, Thessalos, was that his name? His stupid daughter did not think me good enough, that I was of a lower caste. I showed her what I thought of her and her rich father - no matter how much the ransom, no one could find me. I heard he died from a broken heart. Stupid fool!”
“Thessalos was a good and pious man. His world was broken when you killed his daughter. How can you laugh at your crimes, at people’s heartbreak and uncontrollable grief? How?”
“Because this whole existence, whether mortal or immortal, is not to be taken seriously. Life is cheap and meaningless. It holds no value. You are misguided if you think otherwise.”
I tried to think of a way to break free from my bonds, but unless Ratibor untied me or left, I would be a fool to attempt anything whilst he held the razor sharp cleaver so close to my neck
“Do you plan on keeping me here indefinitely or are you waiting for the right moment to cut me into pieces?”
Ratibor seemed to be enjoying every moment, torture of the mind and body as delectable as a ten course banquet. He relished the thought of my suffering and fed from my fears; his black eyes glistened in the semi darkness. They spoke of evil.
“I am tired of the filth ridden streets of Whitechapel and the dirty women who walk them. I should, and must, make my way to Paris, and pastures new. I will leave Scotland Yard with an unsolved case to ponder on, as for you… who knows what I will do?.”
“What if you free me and I inform them, then what? I have a good description and the girl you attacked earlier will come forward. They will hunt you down and find you.”
He leaned down and brushed the tip of the cleaver lightly across my cheek. I did not flinch, preferring to show him I had no fear. Yet, the sight of its hideous blade made me think of Mary and the devastation it caused. He did not answer my question.
“Was it over quickly for Mary?” I asked.
“I would say about as long as it took Jesus to die on the cross!” he replied, laughing.
Why did I punish myself by asking such a stupid question? I had no more to say. Defeated, I waited for whatever would come, be it death or freedom; I was in the palm of his hand…
“Judas, what would you tell them if I were to set you free? Detective Inspector Swanson, I knew this man many centuries before? They will think you quite mad!” With a swift hand he cut me loose from bondage, but I did not move, unsure of his motive.
“What are you waiting for? Get up on your feet, weakling!”
Erring on the side of caution, I thought it to be a trick. Without consideration of the consequences of ignoring him, I remained where I was.
“This is the great and powerful Judas, lying before me in a filthy heap of coal. How the mighty have fallen. I said, get up!” he commanded.
“Damn you, Ratibor, do not command me… you are not my keeper!”
Not amused by my stubborn refusal to move he pushed the tip of the cleaver into my neck, close to the jugular vein.
“Who do you think you are to tell me what to do? You are nothing but a Jesus killer and that is what you will always be known for. The man who killed Christ!
With the greatest of force, he pulled me up. I took the opportunity to punch him hard in the stomach, aiming for the very same spot he was wounded. Not entirely out of danger, I no longer cared for his reaction and watched as he screamed out in pain. A moment of weakness gave me the chance to punch him again in the same place, just for good measure. The sound of gurgling came from deep within as his eyes rolled and he clutched hard on his stomach for a second…
“I can and will chop off your head and end it for you right now, here in this stinking coal shed!” he screamed.
The anger in his face told me what I knew with certainty, I would not win this battle. For me, it was over. No matter how many wounds I attempted to deliver, I did not have the weapons, nor the power, to end his mortality.
“I am leaving, Ratibor. My work here is done. But, I warn you with great seriousness, if there is another victim in Whitechapel, I shall return and hunt you down again. I will be watching and I will hinder you in any way possible, risking my own immortality if necessary.”
The door of the coal shed flung open. Worried our screams of anger alerted the owner of the house, I held my breath. It was not him. Standing in the darkness, his eyes shooting gold flecks stood Roderick, waving his cane.
“What do we have here? Looks like a blind giant. Could this be a friend of yours, Judas?”
Roderick had returned to wander the streets searching for me. Unfamiliar with his surroundings, he must have had the fortune to pass by just as our voices were raised. Was this a chance encounter or something deeper-divine intervention?
“Is this the great and all powerful Ratibor, or a circus clown?” He said with bluntness.
“If you wish to take me on, Irishman, go ahead. I am ready!”
“Na nocht d’fhiacla go bhfeadair angreim do bhreith…”
“What did he say to me?” Ratibor asked.
I remained on the uneven coal, waiting to see what Roderick planned. It seemed his Gaelic was one way to unnerve him.
“I will translate it for you; do not bare your teeth unless you can bite!” Replied Roderick.
I suspected his sheer height intimidated Ratibor, who paled in size. Unarmed and with no fear for his safety, Roderick Cooley had come to my aid. I hoped the faint light filtering through the window was enough for Ratibor to take a good look into his eyes and be filled with dread.
But it was not enough, as he pointed the cleaver in Roderick’s direction. Over the centuries, I had developed a sense of what people were thinking and this time I was sure he had done his dastardly deeds and would move on. My threat had been heeded. He was not the kind of man to dismiss a perpetual thorn in his side. The streets of Whitechapel would become relatively safe and the case would forever remain unsolved. All that was left to do was to remove us both to a place of safety.
“Come along, Roderick. There is nothing for us here, we must be on our way.”
“You are leaving this heathen to walk free?”
“Rather that than end our immortality in his hands. I beg of you Roderick—let it be. One day he will pay for what he has done.”




e left him, screaming obscenities, his bloodshot eyes glowing with evil intent. It was vital we took ourselves away, as far as possible, toward the lodgings to rest. Somewhere for me to nurse my wounded ego.
“I will see you in hell, Judas Iscariot!” I heard him shout. Not to lower myself to his level, I ignored the tirade and walked firmly away, his bag of tricks firmly tucked under my arm. While in the throes of his furious diatribe he failed to see I had unobtrusively taken it.
My overcoat was covered in coal soot and dried blood, I feared bringing attention to myself as we made our way back but the weather was a perfect cover. The few people walking in the late night did not look my way. Like us, they were distracted by the task of finding their way through fog thicker than pea soup.
“I cannot believe you found me, and what were you thinking? Walking the streets alone, anything could have happened,” said I.
“I couldn’t leave you alone, Manny, but I wish I’d done more to help. We needed to kill him stone dead. Now he’s free to carry on with his crimes.”
There was little I could say. Miserable and forlorn as I was, I had reached my limits. I valued my immortality far greater than losing it in such a circumstance. Roderick did not understand Ratibor’s superhuman strength-his size deceptive.
“Thank you so much for finding me, my good friend,” I replied. “I fear the hunt is over. He is making his way to Paris, in order to continue to satisfy his lust for killing.”
“Let’s hope that he doesn’t get on a boat to America. Can you imagine?”
Yes, I could imagine the carnage he would cause. I may have acquired his bag, damning evidence that needed to be disposed of quickly, but, Ratibor still had the meat cleaver. I prayed he did not use on a random victim in revenge for being disturbed.
We reached the boarding house without hindrance, gratefully turning the key and closing the door quietly on the world outside. Roderick, being a hardy Irishman, had no problem to sleep in the chair. Surprisingly, it was not long before I fell into an exhaustive sleep, only to wake a few hours later at dawn by my conscience, serving as a reminder. I had failed to put an end to Ratibor and even though my wounds healed quickly, thoughts did not. What if he was to ignore my threat, angering me further? If his story of leaving the country was sheer fabrication, there would more victims in Whitechapel. How could I be sure he was really done? Questions continued along with frustration. My hands were tied tight. If I were to go to Scotland Yard, I would be a laughing stock. Ratibor was one person I refused to lie about, but Chief Inspector Swanson would never believe he was dealing with an immortal, no matter how hard I tried to convince him
The morning light brought me little reprieve. I awoke with a sense of disappointment, but also acceptance. There was nothing I could have done to change what happened.
It was imperative I turned to the practicalities of my situation instead of brooding. I had to purchase a new overcoat and discard the blood stained one where it would not be discovered; the second time in as many days! Roderick and I also needed to discuss what to do with the bag of dangerous evidence.
I was hungry and weary, but, there were important matters to attend to. I needed to leave Whitechapel forthwith and return home, to my life. What else was there to do? Remain where I was in hope the killings stopped with Mary? That would be futile and unproductive. It was imperative I took a carriage to Belgravia before the morning was done, before I had time to reconsider and change my mind. Roderick decided to take the bag, leaving me with one thing on my mind. Home. I just wanted to go home.
The journey felt long and tedious as I pondered on how accustomed to life in the east-end I had become. The sights and particulars smells, not all agreeable of course, disappeared the moment I reached Belgravia. People were well dressed, houses clean, and the pavements swept daily. For the first time, I really noticed the only sign of sign of poverty in such an opulent area. The street hawkers who, every day, traveled to the nether world in the hope of a penny sale or two.
“Master Ortiz, it’s wonderful to have you home.” Edward had heard the carriage and come out to retrieve the luggage with a huge grin.
I had dropped Roderick home with the reassurance there would be no more late night forays, and a promise I was returning home with no diversions.
I walked up the steps, relieved to be back safe and sound. Cook would surely rustle up something delicious to feed my unstoppable obsession with her delights and I would tend to my somber mood with a well deserved nap. Edward commented on my new overcoat and jacket I bought in a shop on the Whitechapel Road. I purchased both in haste and found an ideal spot to dispose of the old ones with Roderick’s help. If someone had the misfortune to find them and suspected a terrible crime, we made sure nothing was left in the pockets that could incriminate me. Although gone the shortest time, it felt longer and the situation of a police visit in my absence was not mentioned. Edward knew his place and I had no desire to reveal any information. It would be swept neatly under the carpet, Victorian style.
I devoured a late lunch of Cook’s wonderful game pie with rhubarb and custard for dessert. Food never tasted so good!
Retiring to my bedchamber soon after, the discomfort of what happened slowly lessened.
Being immortal had advantages. I could tell myself there was always a chance Ratibor may cross my path again in the far distant future and not be as lucky. After a few hours sleep, I awoke with renewed vigor. It was time to catch up with the post and one telegram caught my attention. It was from Marianne, expressing her good wishes on my trip to York and she hoped I would contact her at my earliest convenience upon my return. The circumstances of what was happening with Mary’s remains stayed uppermost on my mind, I had no information on when the funeral was to take place or where she was to be buried. I hoped she would not be alone when laid to rest, that someone she knew, apart from the grave diggers, would be there to bid her farewell.
My first evening at home was not particularly memorable. After recent events it was to be quiet and mundane. Alone and rested, I sat by the fire and read, penned two letters and partook of a small port. Normality had returned!
The next morning Roderick arrived on the door, flushed and concerned.
“I have just come from the lodgings in Whitechapel. I had to go back to be sure we had not left anything, but I was too late. The landlady was most distressed when, upon cleaning the room, she discovered a torn, blood stained shirt tucked away under the bed. She was considering calling for a constable. I arrived in time to allay her fears, which I did by giving her a pathetic tale of heavy and uncontrollable nose bleeds. But, I could not for the life of me find a reason for the cuts in the fabric. I hope the five shillings I gave for her distress caused her to have amnesia and I have rushed here, Manny. I got as far away from there as possible and have disposed of the evidence.”
What I had not done was explain to him, in full, my evening spent with Mary, her gruesome murder, the fight and final moments with Ratibor before he arrived. We spoke very little to each other afterward. I was in no mood to talk and he respected that. Now I was ready to tell all. He remained attentive, quiet, and at times as I told my story, shocked.
“I am so glad you are home all in one piece - he could have finished you off. I don’t understand why he spared you. He looked to be a master with the cleaver,” said Roderick.
“I, myself, am at a loss to know why. We have to consider his drive to murder is primarily triggered by women. Perhaps that was the reason he didn’t take off my head or yours with a swift of hand and the sharpest axe!”
The hand of fate dictated I was still here and I slowly came to the realization that while I lay unconscious, there had been ample opportunity for Ratibor to permanently dismember me. My immortality brought to an end in a dirty coal shed. Was it a higher force, sent to save what was left of my soul in the form of my closest friend?
“Roderick, I respect your need to return to Virginia for the peace and quiet. But I would like it if you stayed until spring when the weather has improved. We also need to secure a good manager for your role.”
“Come with me, Manny… Belgravia is not your home.”
“Now is not a good moment to consider returning. Soon enough, my good man, soon enough.”
Roderick harbored a wish from the moment he arrived in England. All he wanted to do was return to America with me in tow. The suffocating Victorian morals did little to soothe his relaxed Irish ways that fitted so well in the new world. The fact women did not have to hide their ankles so as not to evoke wild passion in men irked him greatly, as did the rigid table manners and the formality of tea drinking. His impatience with people around him led to many bones of contention, causing undue stress to both of us. I, on the other hand, found it easier to settle wherever I landed. Once my reasons for being in London were no longer valid, I, too, would return posthaste to America. In the meantime, I could not relent on my obligation to the business and to my home. I started to think about the people who took care of me every day and wondered what would happen to them if I left. I was morally obligated to find alternative employment for each and every one. Edward would be snapped up quickly and Marianne, soon to be married, would desire a cook and housemaid.
If not, I would keep them on a small allowance, enough to get by until suitable employment was found. Having now seen a workhouse, I could not envisage any of them being there.
“I was thinking,” said I to Roderick, “that a change of career would be interesting. I do so enjoy reading and studying the world of antiquities and ancient artifacts. If I were to gain knowledge in these subjects to a high standard, opportunities may arise in certain places, museums and such like. I could use my finances to fund the research needed.”
“What then of your search for the coins? Will you to continue?”
“I have no choice but to carry on searching. In the meantime, I will live out my immortality the best that I can.”
The coins. To forget how imperative it was to retrieve them and lose sight of my goal would be disastrous. Now, I needed to consider my quest to be a more serious matter with no distractions!
Roderick and I never really discussed the deeper, more perplexing issues in life. Come to think of it, I never desired to with anyone. Could it be that I was undergoing a change through my experience?
“Do you think we immortals have souls? That when we die we will go to heaven, regardless of our reasons for being afflicted?” asked I.
“I would like to think so, but where exactly we go after this remains a mystery to me. There is one thing for sure, Manny, you’ve shown your soul to be good one. Mary would be looking down on you right now saying exactly the same as I, you did your best.”
A compliment? Something rarely given by a man who never wore his heart on his sleeve, and quite frankly, neither did I. There was to be no time for hesitation concerning a sense of normality. First on my list was to voluntarily go to Scotland Yard and give a witness statement for the purpose of avoiding another visit. Secondly, I was determined to try and make peace with Albert. Lastly I had something very personal to do in Whitechapel.
Another telegram arrived from Marianne, asking if I had returned. In spite of her recent engagement, I missed her company, and wondered if she was prepared to cast propriety aside and call on me alone.
I had no intention of damaging her new reputation as a woman soon to be married. As a proper gentleman, I replied requesting the company of them both, for dinner, secretly hoping Marianne would come alone.
Life had resumed to normal, my household delighted and happy with my return. Edward had a spring in his step and cook fussed over forthcoming meals with a smile. I was blessed to have such a beautiful home and to be residing in London; a welcoming city where, I lived amongst trusting mortals for over three quarters of a century.
The newspapers were full of information concerning Mary’s murder, speculation mostly on it being Jack or a drunken sailor, while Scotland Yard was closed mouthed and gave little away. It became a farce when local Whitechapel man, John Pizer, was arrested because he made leather shoes. Detectives tied this to the leather man theory penned by a local newspaper. The poor man had been put through the mill, but had a strong alibi that subsequently allowed him to be released without charge. Now as I read the latest reportage, I took it with a grain of salt. The police had little to go on, apart from imagination, and fared no better when they sent detectives to numerous butchers and slaughterhouses on the advisement of Queen Victoria, who suggested the killer was most likely someone in the profession.
My visit to Scotland Yard was largely uneventful. Detective Dawson, newly assigned to the case, lost no time in telling me he knew well of me. I had become quite famous in the Yard - the strange gentlemen with a foreign name who claimed to be a private detective and a fearless hunter of fiends and murderers.
I gave the detective an honest account of the time I spent with Mary on her last evening and explained how I harbored a wish to assist her in having a new life. I also told of the description I had been given of Ratibor. There was no reaction; he continued to write everything down as if writing a daily journal.
“They are all sad cases, Mr. Ortiz. For each Mary there will be a dozen more and you can’t save them all, you know. Best advice I can give you right now is to go about your business and leave the detective work to the experts,” he stated in an arrogant tone.
Experts? So far they had failed to capture ‘Jack’ or police the streets of Whitechapel more thoroughly at night. Because of their egotistical exclusivity, deliberately keeping the newspapers at bay, they limited public knowledge and awareness. I refrained from bringing up Queen Victoria and her butchers. Instead, I dutifully signed my statement and was on my way, happy to wrap up my dealings with them for once and for all. I found ‘Jack’ when they failed to do so. I fought him and warned him to move on. They, on the other hand, remained at their desks, miffed and clueless. I wagered decades, or centuries from a now, a new breed of detectives would still be speculating. Who was Jack the Ripper?
“There is something very important that I have to do in Whitechapel,” I informed Roderick.
“Mother of God! Are you going back for more misery?”
“No, it is something extremely personal that I cannot dismiss.”
“If you were to ask me, Manny, I would say you are a glutton for punishment. What on earth is enticing you to return? The sooner you concentrate on other matters, the better.”
There was a definite irritation in his tone and manner; his eyes bore down as he pleaded for me to change my mind. I needed to allay his fears that were, in my mind, completely unfounded.
“I am taking a carriage to Whitechapel in the daylight. It is but an errand, nothing more, and I promise to return before dark.”
“Then I wish to come with you.”
“No, you must stay here. I have to be alone.”
He muttered something in Gaelic that I expected was a profanity. The only time he had power over me with words was when he spoke in his native tongue, mostly to anger and confuse. This time it had no effect, I was determined to be on my way, unhindered, to Whitechapel.
Through memory I walked in the direction of the shop where Mary had seen the red bonnet. I was unsure in the daylight, but with persistence, I found it. Under Victorian standards it was never appropriate for a man to enter female millinery but I was undeterred by formalities. Returning to the small shop on Whitechapel High Street served to recapture the sight of Mary’s face lighting up in awe of a bonnet she could only dream of owning. It brought a smile to my face.
As I entered the shop, an assistant approached with a startled look.
“Good afternoon, sir, what can I do for you?”
“I would like to purchase the red bonnet in the window, please madam,” I replied.
She dutifully retrieved the bonnet from the stand and, as she handed it to me for perusal, she seemed puzzled.
“I am concerned with the fitting, sir. Do you have a hat size for the lady in question?”
I denoted a French accent as she spoke, not a hint of cockney in her cultured tone.
“Alteration is not required, it will be fine as it is.”
“Are you sure? Perhaps you should bring the madam into the shop so we can make a proper fitting? This is one of the more expensive hats we have, surely she would like a perfect fit?”
“I will not be requiring a box. I wish to take it as it is,” I replied, dismissing her request.
“This is indeed a strange sale. The first time I have sold a hat without fitting or a hat box to keep it in!”
There was no right way to explain why I was taking the hat as it was. I paid, and clutching the hat tightly in my hand, returned to the carriage determined to see through what I planned to do.
“St Patrick’s cemetery, Leytonstone, please,” I requested.
I arrived to find, as with all of London, a thick winter frost covered the ground. It was not easy to find the mound of earth that was Mary’s grave. The cemetery was larger than I anticipated, but I persisted with an ice cold wind blowing hard. In spite of wearing gloves, my fingertips frozen, I eventually found the plot. With great sadness I read the obituary the day before in the newspaper dated November the nineteenth. It was a time before her body was released because of the autopsy. No one came forward to pay for the funeral, which resulted in her being buried in a pauper’s grave. A small wooden cross had been staked in the earth with her details roughly carved into it. The only testament she had ever existed.
My plan to dig a small hole with my hands and bury the hat had been thwarted by the frozen ground. I had no choice but to place it on top of the grave, in the vain hope it was not stolen.
“Here you are, Mary, the lovely red bonnet I promised to buy for you,” I told her.
With a heavy heart, I placed it gently on her grave.
“You will be the prettiest girl in heaven wearing that. The angels will be jealous.”
I bade her farewell and decided the least I could do was commission a proper headstone as an anonymous donor. With my time in Whitechapel over, it was imperative to return home and settle my affairs, but I was angry at seeing Mary lying cold in her grave, angry at my failure to save her. Damn you, Ratibor, damn you to hell! I called out into the silence of the cemetery.
In spite of my outrage, I had no regrets on meeting Mary, who had unknowingly taught me more than I had realized. In her own way, she had shown me that in spite of my immortality, I had to become the person I wanted to be, a better person and more readily accepting of my fate. I had made no judgments on her in the short time we spent together and prepared to defend myself against anyone who thought our liaison scandalous.
In the past, I could never imagine spending time with a woman of Mary’s standing in life, yet I cared nothing of a reaction as we walked arm in arm and sat together on a park bench. The only crime she committed was to be lost in morality, no different than millions of others, except she was honest about it. Mary had, in effect, become my shining light and a way forward into the future. She would now be safe in one of God’s many mansions, where there would be no death, only light and love. As for my adversary Ratibor, I wished him a painful and slow end at the hand of someone much stronger than he. For as long as I remained immortal, I would live in hope to never to cross his evil path again nor hear of another mutilation murder in Whitechapel. I left the depressingly cold cemetery with gratitude. I was safe and free to pursue my future with a more positive outlook, in spite of what I still saw as a failure on my part. I knew, like so many other challenges in the past, I would, regardless of consequence, move on, but Mary Jane Kelly would not be forgotten. Less than one hour after my return, I was pleasantly lightened by the charming sight of Marianne, who unexpectedly came to call, alone.
“My dearest, Emmanuel, it’s delightful to see you after such a while. You look devastatingly handsome, as always!”
“And you, my dear sweet girl, as beautiful as ever,” I replied, taking her hand and kissing it lightly.
As a true and patient gentleman, I listened to her tales of the theatre and of Robert. She had, at first sight, despised his family, wealthy landowners from Sussex. Marianne was prepared to overlook what she saw as a slight interference on their part concerning the wedding arrangements, but they made it quite clear they deplored her work in the theatre.
“Not good enough for their son. The man is almost thirty-two years old and still unmarried. They must be grateful in the least I have taken him on and have grown to love him a little more,” she told with great compassion.
Life had gone back to where I left it, but there had been a fundamental change. The reality and genuineness of Whitechapel had no place in the dishonest, moralistic, judgmental and double standard world of upper class Victorian society. At first I embraced it, enjoyed the frivolities and fine company of beautiful women. Now I abhorred the shallowness of a family who judged Marianne so harshly. How a wonderful human was seen as little more than a harlot disgusted me.
Her company was a breath of fresh air, and it was a relief to tell her where I had really been. When all was told, she dabbed at her tearful eyes with a delicate handkerchief.
“Horrible, simply and utterly horrible. The poor wretched girl. And to think you wanted to help her, but a few hours later she was dead. My goodness, Emmanuel, you could have been killed, chopped to pieces by that monster!”
“It was not to be so please stop thinking about it. I am okay.”
“I shall miss you terribly when I’m married.”
“I will miss you, too, but you have a wonderful man and a new life ahead of you.”
“I know I will, I adore him,” she replied.
It was comforting to know she had the chance of a happy future, one that would diminish the memory of what could have been between us. The last thing I wanted was Marianne to be miserable because of me.
Next on my list was a last attempt to reconcile with Albert. Assuming it would take more than a full lunch and a glass of ale!
I found him in the inn, sitting in his usual spot, restored to full health with a newspaper tucked under his arm and an ear open for gossip.
“Pardon me, can I buy you another?” It was a genuine and honest offer.
“Oh no, I thought I’d seen the last of you!”
My appearance had not gone down well, but I was determined to win him round with a multitude of appeasements. He was, after all, a newspaper man first and foremost and easily swayed.
“How does a profound apology sound? I am prepared to go down on my knees and beg your forgiveness if that is what it would take.”
“What, no bribes? Where are the enticements of a lunch with fine brandy with an all expenses paid passage to New York thrown in for dessert?”
“I want you to know,” I said, “that I did my best and failed.”
There was no need to explain fully to Albert what happened. He was inattentive anyway, preferring to behave in a standoffish manner that was to be no deterrent in my stubbornness to win him over.
I told him briefly about Ratibor and I thought the killings would stop as I was sure he was on the train to Paris as we spoke.
“Then it’s time you moved on as well. I still cannot believe I was manipulated by you to steal because of my own desperate needs. Your work is done here, yes? Then it’s time for you to return from whence you came. The creature comforts of Belgravia.”
The cold hearted way he treated me, considering he willingly entered into an agreement to procure the files, was confusing. He had been paid handsomely. What was there to complain about? But then again, in hindsight, what good had come from my dastardly deed? The files, now buried in a graveyard, proved to be a worthless risk that served little use. I had done it again, neither one of us fared well from my reckless dishonesty, and I lost a good friend.
“What do you want, Emmanuel, the last supper? Go ahead, order food and drink that we can sit together and consume. Oh, I know, when all is eaten you can give me the kiss of death, as you did Jesus.”
His scathing comment was the last straw. I left in a hurry, with another lesson sharply learned. I should stop buying people off for personal gain.




ith all that had happened, I made the decision sometime in the following year I would return to America, much to Roderick’s delight. I also gave consideration to my household and, with much effort, secured employment for all my staff in what I considered to be an excellent arrangement. Through the Captain, I found a newly appointed Member of Parliament, a Mr. Richard Smyth his wife and two children, to lease the house for four years on the guarantee they retained every member of staff. They desired the location and were prepared to wait until I was ready to leave. Roderick had been fortunate to secure a skilled manager with excellent references to run the business until I decided what to do with it. We both agreed to keep the rooms in Hyde Park for now, subleasing them on the shortest term, in case Roderick decided on a visit.
Until Ratibor was caught, my witness statement would stay under lock and key. Knowing he was never to be caught meant I could depart England without worry of being asked to return, and leave such a sordid experience behind.
I heard Copper was charged and being held in remand, awaiting trial. There was little I could do. I did not dare to risk drawing attention to myself, it was imperative to stay silent. Harsh as I sounded, he knew what he was doing and for that he had paid a price. But, my guilty conscience did get the better of me when I sent three hundred pounds anonymously to his mother and siblings.
In order to celebrate Marianne and Robert’s engagement, I arranged to have a dinner party for all my friends and a reluctant Roderick. Cook had been in a fuss all day, but she did me proud by creating a veritable feast of delights. Marianne arrived arm in arm with Robert, followed by the Captain and Mrs. Braithwaite, Mr. Fitzgerald, Cyril and Eliza and my good neighbor, Mr. Simmons, who once lived in India on a plantation and had many tales to tell. Roderick was the last to arrive, for him an act of duty as always, but this time he was decidedly pleasant, with a few kind words for Marianne on her engagement. I, stupidly, drank too much Bordeaux, becoming pleasantly warm and slightly frivolous in my conversation.
The winter snow fell heavily outside, creating a picture postcard scene with the distinct sound of children’s laughter echoing close by. To my delight, as I peeked out of the window, many children had come out into the cold, early evening to merrily throw snowballs and build a snowman, whilst their nannies looked on and supervised. I smiled as the sight of them playing. It evoked a strong memory of Romania and the Carpathian Mountains. The year was 1241, I had the misfortune to arrive in the middle of an invasion by the Tatar, and Nomadic Turks who planned to take all of Europe. Every day, no matter the vast change to their world, children of the town would come out to play in the deep winter snow. It was the first time I had seen an ice substance as a source of entertainment and, reverting to boyish ways, I joined happily in their snowball fights. Now, centuries later, slightly inebriated, I wanted to dress up warm and go out to play.
“Would anyone care for a snowball fight?” I asked in a high tone of reverie.
I could see what they were thinking as each digested my request. That I had too much to drink and it was the wine talking. I was jesting and it was best to dismiss my childish behavior. But, Roderick and Marianne, it seemed, took me seriously.
“I will join you in a snowball fight, Manny,” replied Roderick with a boyish grin.
“Me too, it has been years since I have enjoyed such fun!” said Marianne.
Robert and the rest of the party looked on in astonishment, unsure whether to react.
Leaving them all to sit by the fire to discuss our uncongenial conduct, we rushed outside to make the biggest and best snowballs we could. It was thrilling as we laughed and chased each other, while the children watched us with amazement. The snow was coming down fast and it was not easy to gather the soft flakes, but we managed. I noticed that in spite of his enthusiasm, Roderick was not faring well under such conditions. His lips were turning a deep purple. We had forgotten his intolerance to extremes in weather and so had he, it seemed. “I will have to go back inside,” said he. “Carry on, enjoy yourselves.”
Marianne was seemingly not concerned she was alone with a man the moment Roderick walked back into the drawing room. To cover her reputation, I encouraged her to join me with the children who were building a snowman. We bribed them with the offer to donate Marianne’s ear muffs for the snowman’s head, for which they were most grateful, permitting us to join in.
“I love this special moment, Emmanuel, just the two of us acting like children and building a snowman. It will be a memory to treasure,” said she.
“I hope we have not offended Robert. He seems to be a good sport but you can never tell. No matter what, I will defend your honor.”
“You are, without a doubt, the best friend a girl could have,” she replied softly. “Just think, one hundred years from now I will be dust in the ground and you will be exactly as you are. I wish sometimes I could live forever!”
I would not want this for Marianne in the grand scheme of things. My curse was not something to romanticize or naively believe to be an added bonus given to very few. One day in the future, I will receive news from her future children or grandchildren she passed peacefully away of old age. I would send a condolence letter and arrange for flowers to be sent, as I had done many times before. People had come and gone in my long existence and would continue to do so until my time of redemption. In the meantime, I would continue to stand by numerous graves, to say a final goodbye, wishing I, too, could begin the aging process. I had no desire to share such dark depressing news with Marianne; it would be selfish to spoil her happiness. I wanted her to always remember me with a smile.
As for the infamous Jack the Ripper, many would continue to come up with possible suspects analyzing what was left of the remaining files, attempting to identify the real killer. Time would pass and years from now, I will smile when I recall Scotland Yard’s prime suspect I found in a file marked ‘highly confidential, show to no-one.’ Aaron Kominski, set up by Ratibor, in a series of false leads fed to them in such a way to be believable- if only they had enough evidence. He had confessed this to me with much humor while I lay helpless in the coal.
“Emmanuel?” Marianne broke my thoughts.
“Pardon me, I was very far away.”
The snowman was complete, his carrot nose and muffled ears comical to the children as they were taken inside by their nannies. Now it was very improper to be alone.
I took Marianne’s gloved hand in mine, “Rest assured, my dear friend, no matter where I go I will not forget you,” said I as we stood together in the midst of an ever increasing snowfall.
“I will never forget you, Emmanuel, and I wish you only the greatest happiness, even though you are such a scoundrel!”
Fortunately, her reputation was still intact. Robert had been amused by our assistance in building the snowman and the rest of the evening was a resounding success. But, I did catch him looking at me a few times in a strange way. Did he know?
The next morning, as the snow lay thick on the ground, there was a loud knock on the door and moments later Edward came into the study with a strange request.
“Sir, there is a woman at the door. She insists on speaking to you personally. Due to her condition, I thought it best not to invite her in.”
“Condition, Edward?”
“Her attire, sir.”
“I will attend to it, Edward,” said I, wondering who it could be.
I was faced with the sight of an old woman, her shawl wrapped tightly around her face to protect her from the intense cold. The impoverished appearance told me she did not belong in Belgravia.
“I was asked to bring this note direct to you, sir,” she said in a thick Irish accent. “It was to be delivered personally.”
I took it and watched as she walked away, struggling to move through the thick snow, her footwear giving little protection. What was so important she was paid to come all this way, and who it was it from? In the privacy of my study I opened it with some reluctance.
‘To Judas Iscariot,
By the time you are reading this I will be on the train to Paris. My mission of mercy for the damned and fallen in Whitechapel is complete but not because you caught me in the act. I was, quite simply, bored. By the way, you are probably wondering why I did not chop off your head. It was more fun to keep you alive! Death is far too easy for the Jesus betrayer, it is much more preferable to leave you alive as to continue with your miserable search for coins.
The games I played with Scotland Yard, sending anonymous letters to throw them off the scent, naming suspects with hints of false evidence proves they are ineffectual idiot detectives without a clue of true investigation. It gives me great pleasure in knowing that years from now they will still be pointing fingers into thin air. Imbeciles and fools - no match for me.
I hope we never meet again, Judas, and that your immortality rages on and on.
I am sincerely yours,
The one and only, Jack the Ripper.’
I could do no more than angrily throw the damning letter into the drawer of my desk and lock it away. Wiping the perspiration from my forehead and unable to hold violent emotions at bay, I raged.
“How dare you taunt me like this? God will curse you, surely!” I muttered, vexed beyond comprehension. “One day, Ratibor, your time will come.”
I put on my overcoat and hat and stormed out of the house in an attempt to calm myself, better than to take revenge on my innocent staff or poor Roderick. The snow deepened considerably as I laboriously put one foot in front of the other in an attempt to make headway. But it was a battle, no longer able to tell what was road or pavement. I unceremoniously fell, landing painfully on my rear end. Luckily there was not a soul to be seen as they would have surely laughed at my clumsiness.
“What are you doing sitting in the snow like an eijit?” Roderick stood over me, shaking his head in wonderment.
“I was thinking,” I replied, “To take a train to Paris.”
“A glutton for punishment you are! Please push the notion out of your mind. Now, close your eyes and hold out your hand.”
I stayed where I was, deciding if it was going to be something of a game, who was I to argue? Something small and solid was placed in my palm.
“Manny, open your eyes… look!”
There was a small object glowing blue in my palm appearing to be some sort of coin. I held my breath, in shock and excitement. How did Roderick procure another one of my coins? Was it real, or just a parlor trick?
“It was in Ratibor’s bag under the rope. I took everything out ready to dispose of the contents in various places this morning and I noticed a glow in the bottom. I could not believe my eyes. The bastard had one of your coins all this time!”
“He is no longer protected by it Roderick, having used it to fester his evil ways and hide his true identity. Now he is without it. I pray for another immortal to cross his path and destroy him for once and for all.” I replied, still not believing I had secured a coin without searching.
“Maybe it’s a good idea for you to get up out of the snow and back in the warmth of the house. You don’t want to catch a chill.”
With Roderick’s help, I pulled myself up, clutching tightly onto my precious cargo, still reeling with surprise at what I had in my possession. There it was, coin number nine in my hand, but it had come at a cost. Mary and countless other victims paid a high price for it. My thoughts turned again to taking urgent leave to Paris. Would I find him powerless and desperate on the streets, ready to be annihilated for once and for all? I could take my own bag of tricks to do the dastardly deed. Roderick must have been reading my thoughts.
“Don’t even consider following him. Manny, I’ll say it for the umpteenth time, use your head.”
He was right, and Ratibor was wrong. I was not living a life of misery. I had been born to an extraordinary fate, one that was never dull and I still had much to learn! I held on tight to the coin as I followed in Roderick’s large snowy footsteps.
“Care for some brunch?” I offered.
“I thought you would never ask,” he replied. “And please, whatever you do, don’t drop it!”
It had been a very challenging experience, hunting down the Ripper and I’d hoped we’d seen the last of him. I did not possess the answers to life and the universe but, in spite of everything, I was thrilled to be alive and immortal, ready to resume my search for the remaining coins and move forward into the next century. I would, always remember Whitechapel and Mary, certain the identity of Jack the Ripper would forever remain a mystery to the world, but then again I could be wrong.
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From now on, let no one cause me trouble,
 for I bear on my body the marks of Jesus.
 Galatians 6:17
 
wise man once told me when I found myself in a personal mire, “From crisis comes opportunity.” It seemed impossible to believe I’d find it in the bowels of hell, aboard the ship Vestibule, which rocked violently from side to side as the weather deteriorated. I felt nausea rising from the pit of my stomach. Having already lost control a few times, causing me to run to the closest side of the ship to vomit was especially embarrassing. Since I perceived weakness as an unwanted liability for an immortal, I did everything I could to be strong.
Captain Van de Velde, of Dutch nationality and burly in stature, claimed he was a direct descendant of Nordic Vikings who took no prisoners when it came to seasickness. He followed suit, convinced it to be a personal attack on his abilities as a Captain, never mind the weather. In the ten days I’d endured the perilous journey, I watched two able-bodied seamen receive six lashes apiece for vomiting.
Not a pleasant sight, yet I remained ambivalent as to what happens with a paying passenger such as myself, if I unexpectedly lost control of my stomach contents. All I wanted to do was get from A to B with no stops in-between. Crossing an ocean in such conditions was frightening, and naively, not anticipated.
“How much longer do I have to endure the endless waves throwing us around like rag dolls? Above or below deck it’s all the same. I’m tired of it, Judas. I want to disembark!”
The voice of Isabella rang in my ears, a reminder of her overbearing, annoying personality. Apart from her prowess in bed, she held little attractiveness for me. Physically, she was stunning. Her dark Spanish complexion and sultry eyes a magnet of appeal. For the rest, I had the misfortune of being on the end of her fiery Latin temperament too many times.
“If you want to know when we’ll be in calmer seas, I suggest you ask the Captain. I’m no expert, so do not try to make me one.”
I hoped, in vain, she would leave me be. When I embarked in the port of Santander, I intended to deliver her straight into the bosom of her family without my presence. Her irksome habit of calling me ‘Judas’, knowing I go under the name of Emmanuel, was infuriating. Certain she did it with deliberation; it provided another justified reason to leave her to journey on to mama and papa in their palatial country palace.
“You are nothing more than a selfish, boring man who brings me no pleasure. I am not happy, I cry endless tears, yet you ignore me, your heart is frozen!”
Unprepared for a grand altercation on deck, I snubbed her continued tirade and made my way below deck to the cabin, and peace and quiet. But I was not afforded the luxury. Isabella followed in hot pursuit.
“I have been dragged through Italy and Sardinia, not to mention Egypt and the Sudan looking for those stupid coins. I have been rained on, parched from thirst in deserts and covered in dust from cities of filth. For what? For nothing… You failed to find anything. A fruitless search.”
“I don’t recall breaking your arm to make you follow me. You chose to come along. Now you think it fair game to attack without provocation an innocent man who is doing what he has to do, searching for something important. Holland was tolerable, I thought. Or was that also a hardship?”
“Tolerable? You are indeed delusional, I had to play the little mouse woman while you went about your business!”
My Spanish wasn’t perfect. At times, I wish I knew less when she attacked. Ignorance indeed would be blissful.
As the tall ship creaked and rolled with unrelenting waves, Isabella and I made passionate, angry love, if you could call it that. I, for one, did not enjoy it. My mood, coupled with mild seasickness, didn’t make for a pleasurable experience. I was glad when it was over and she left for her cabin, leaving me alone, finally.
I expected her to get out the rosary beads. Something she did, as she liked to pray hard for her sins. I often had to bear this scenario as she pleaded to be forgiven in the eyes of God. Meanwhile, she raged at me with the guilt of her immorality.
“I curse the day I met you Judas Iscariot!” was thrown at me with alarming regularity.
I was to be met at the port by one Juan Garcia de Moguer. A Basque acquaintance I had the fortune to meet many years ago, he was now to be my guide through the Pyrenees Mountains. Whispers, via Juan, had reached me by letter on good authority that a coin or two lurked within reach. My coins, and they were in the possession of a certain shepherd who lived with his daughter and goats high on a mountaintop just across the border in France. It truly defied belief as to how someone of such low standing had come across such fortune, or misfortune, as the coins are cursed. However, I didn’t doubt Juan’s intuition and knowledge. Once I’d arrive in Spain, leaving Isabella where she belonged, on the road to her family in Aragon, Juan and I would make our way. If successful, then all will be revealed. If not, I will regale a tale or two of how I trekked the French Pyrenees on the cusp of winter and survived. There was nothing to lose.
I was expected for dinner, not a culinary delight. Ship food being rather basic, most often consisting of beef stew with a hard biscuit. As I’d failed to make Isabella’s allotted time, there came the predictable knock on the door.
“Dinner is served, Master Ortiz. Your fellow passenger, the young lady, is asking why you have yet to join her.”
The cabin boy had appeared on Isabella’s demand. Too irritated to come herself, she sent a messenger. It reminded me again, of how foolish I’d been to stumble across such a woman and embark on a relationship. My carelessness trapping me for seven torturous months, I had failed once more to realize beauty most often is only skin-deep.
Isabella was born into a wealthy family of olive growers who’d preened and pampered her since birth. Well-traveled with a host of suitors, her father had taken a business trip to Rimini with Isabella for company. He hoped for her to form a union with Count Redditi of Florence, a wealthy landowner linked to Italian Royalty. Isabella Rosana Montez disliked him on sight, claiming he was too effeminate for her taste and smelled of garlic.
The ill wind of fate blew when I attended a dinner given by the Count in his regal estate on the shores of Lake Como, where I hoped to find business connections, not a desert storm in the shape of a woman.
An ample bosom enticed me as it squeezed from the bodice of a scandalous dress. Her sense of humor intoxicated me into a fever while her sensual lips worked their magic, inviting me to kiss her passionately. By the end of the evening, we’d slipped into the gardens to make hurried passionate love behind a tree. I had easily snared the twenty-three-year-old Spanish beauty and, without conscience, corrupted her. The next step was to fool her family into believing she was to be a travel companion for my fictitious sister. This enabled me to happily drag Isabella from one land to another, bedding her at every opportunity.
Now, reluctantly, I made my way to dinner and the sight of a woman I could no longer endure. The food remained uninviting as we continued to hit rough seas and my stomach churned. Isabella was more than settled as she tucked into mutton stew, long slender fingers tearing at the bread. By her mood, it seemed our argument was forgotten. She was once more on fire.
“I expect to see you in my cabin when you’ve eaten… have you washed since this morning? You know how I despise dirty men,” she advised.
“I’ve washed, but as for joining you, that I’ll debate.”
Isabella constantly vied for an hour or two of passion, more than three times a day. Unable to control her urges, she’d be a challenge for any virile man. I was never weak in matters of sex, but even I wasn’t immune from saying no. She was exhausting… sometimes.
“If you don’t come to me, then I will shirk you for the rest of the voyage. I don’t jest with you. There is always a cabin boy or seaman, if I become desperate!”
“Which one? I thought you’d already been through them all,” I replied with suspicion, hoping the assumptions were out of place.
I stopped listening to her enraged response by thinking of my upcoming meeting with Juan and our journey to the Shepherd, holder of my coins. She mattered not, and the only thing we could agree on was we both wanted off the ship, badly. Aside from our happy union, the unstable weather hindered our journey from Holland. There were constant altercations between the Captain and his first mate creating continuous tension that Isabella only worsened.
I had left Holland in good spirits, riding high after securing a lucrative business deal in a country of great wealth. Exporting clocks to Japan, I’d purchased a thirty-three percent stake into an established export company in De Hague and expected a nice dividend at the end of the year. A growing priority to search for the coins, funds were needed in order to travel freely whenever necessary. I’d amassed a fortune as the centuries passed, and liked being wealthy. It brought respect in business and social circles, funded on-going education and new skills, and drew women aplenty. There would be many more after Isabella, as they come and go.
“The moment we dock I am sending you on your way,” I told her, now. “Your travel expenses will be offset by me. Our time together is over my dear, this is my conclusion.” As blunt as I could be, unfortunately, I failed to see the spoon fly across the table and hit me in the eye. An embarrassing moment for me, it also pained our fellow passengers.
“I will despise you for the rest of my life!” she cried out. “You are dishonorable, corrupted, and repulsive! I will make sure everyone knows who lies underneath your thin disguise of a gentleman. What kind of man are you to disown me like this? Heathen!”
“The sooner we’re off this ship and you are on your way to Aragon, the better. I am done with you Isabella… you are a disgrace!”
We ate in stony silence, neither inclined to continue in the fray, while the swaying ship forced us to hold tight to our bowls. Isabella would return home with her morals intact as long as she continued with the web of deceit, never daring to disclose my true relation to her. I, in turn, would do nothing to discredit the family name by revealing the true nature of their daughter. I had some decency.
“I will be delighted to lose your company, a man who fails to satisfy a woman’s needs is a man not worthy of my attention,” she whispered in my ear as she swayed past, the sound of her petticoats rustling. Less than one day from port, it would soon be over.
I went up on deck, my mood soured, the rainy night air uninviting.
“That woman has the look of an angel and the soul of a beast,” said a sailor as he finished rigging. He placed his calloused hands firmly on my shoulders.
“I’m aware of the beast in her, when we arrive in Santander we go our separate ways, I’ve made it perfectly clear,” I replied.
“Good choice, mate. I’ve had her and I’m not the only one. She can’t get enough. One night it was, right here on deck with a high wind lashing. She came up on deck and enticed me. I’ve never known a woman like her… so insatiable.”
I was an immortal, forced to live under an assumed name as I ploughed my way through an ever-increasing troubled world hoping to find resolution. Yet, for all my struggles, I never took myself for stupid. Now, I admit to it. Shamefully, while I slept, my man-sick woman was beating down the cabin doors of sailors and passengers alike.
I didn’t confront the sailor for his role in this. She was not to be fought over, an unworthy human who didn’t deserve my attention. I thanked him, and for the remainder of the voyage avoided my wayward woman at every opportunity.
Knowing all along that it would end acrimoniously, I never imagined she’d betray me. Something told me to watch out when our relationship extended beyond one night. Now it looked like my intuition was right all along, despite ignoring it. I should have listened. Isabella wasn’t the first poison dart through my heart. I was luckless with women, my choices often abysmal. Seeking only the wildest vixens with a passion for living on the edge always came with a price. Time to reflect, Judas. Immortality did not equal irresponsibility, so says The Almighty to my heart….
The morning of our arrival in the port of Santander was a welcome relief; I could finally dispose of the excess baggage.
“I expect you to make immediate arrangements for my journey home,” she demanded as we stood on deck watching the coastline come into view. “And, I want to be spared the humiliation of waiting unchaperoned on the dock with my luggage. Men will think me a woman of immoral intent.”
Knowing what I did of her escapades, I found her comment especially amusing. What kind of Jezebel would describe herself as nothing more than a pious nun type character to the outside world while leading a life of lustful debauchery? Only Isabella. Unable to look at her, I chastised myself for initiating anything more than a sexual dalliance needed to fill a lonely night or two.
A cabin boy collected my trunks while eager passengers chatted excitedly, as they waited to dock and continue with their journeys. We’d all suffered varying degrees of seasickness, and I for one, was relieved to have two feet firmly on the ground. Summer passages were always more agreeable. As the dock came closer, I preferred to keep my own company, disregarding comments from all and sundry, including Isabella.
A chilled wind ripped through my heavy cloak as we left the ship for the exposed dock. Santander had changed little since the second half of the 15th century when I last graced its sandy shores. Back then, a large project was underway, an extended dock reaching to the foot of the castle. Apart from Castilian wool exports, profitable in the 12th century, there was little to entice me to stay these days.
Isabella had come ashore, her cap and cloak fastened tight against the cold. A woman who read books, spoke fluent Latin, Italian and French, who could hold her own in any situation, now appeared very lost. Meanwhile, I looked everywhere for Juan, expecting him to come bounding forward to greet me. But he was nowhere to be seen.
“Where is the horse and carriage to take me to Aragon?” Isabella asked.
“When you see Juan, then you’ll see the carriages. Woman, can you not have patience for once in your life?”
“I’m not you, drifting through countless centuries with no concept of time. I have only one life. Maybe I’ll follow in my family’s footsteps and die young. I make the most of what I have. Patience is not always a virtue for us lowly mortals.”
She had a point. Her mother died very young, as did her older sister and uncle. For once, we agreed on something, I had an advantage. When first I confessed my immortality to Isabella, she balked and wasn’t amused. As the weeks passed, she began to slowly accept what she’d been told, although she remained slightly unsure and madly intrigued, telling me numerous times she found it wild and strangely exhilarating.
“You hope finding your coins will redeem you in the eyes of Jesus, our Savior and the Lord God. Perhaps you’ll even be forgiven for your terrible sin against him. I, on the other hand, cannot forgive you!”
I ignored her, wishing Juan would hurry. I amused myself by watching the fishing boats come in, one after the other, bringing their catch to eager buyers. The dock was busy with passengers embarking, and locals arriving to buy something to go in the pot. Depending on the catch, in a few hours the sea air would be tinged with fragrances of the region. Oil and garlic, grown in the rich soil, would complement fish frying in the pan. Judging by the amount of shellfish on offer, I anticipated the smell of Cantabria’s sherry to invade my nostrils, enticing me to stay just a little longer.
I searched endless faces for Juan, his beard a trademark. Our last encounter, on the shores of Lake Como, was one of frivolity. He arrived drunk and provided non-stop entertainment for all of the Count’s guests, including myself. Later on in the midst of my travels, Juan urged me to follow him here at my earliest opportunity. There had been one or two delays while he searched for the precise whereabouts of the Shepherd, while I waited patiently.
We’d met seventy-five years earlier, by pure chance on my travels through Cataluña. I was delighted to find a fellow immortal who lost his right to mortality in 1492 by betraying his fellow soldiers in a battle against the Moors. His fatal mistake? Giving vital information to the enemy in return for payment and getting caught. The Moors were evicted and Juan was hung. Convinced his punishment was to put things right in the world, no matter how long it took, he wandered the earth in a saint like fashion spreading goodness. Apart from one weakness, left over from his mortality, alcohol, he would surely be perfect. The more wine he drank on our first meeting, the more he told me how much he dreamed of redemption. I suspected he had a long wait but did nothing to burst his bubble. The mortal he had been was changed, and he loathed any form of betrayal he came across, while clinging each century to his beard and optimism. I worried what his thoughts would be if I confessed the truth about Isabella?
While considering this, out of the masses he emerged, heading in our direction. I caught his attention while Isabella deliberately sighed with impatience and stamped a foot.
“Finally, he’s here and I hope he’s secured my carriage. I have a long journey ahead and need to be on my way,” Isabella demanded, coldly. I dismissed her, more focused on making sure the night would be spent in peace and quiet.
“My good man.” Juan came to me, his arms outstretched. “You’ve arrived safely having battled the winter sea. It’s so good to see you!”
“We’re in one piece, although the journey was not without peril. I take it you’ve arranged a carriage for Isabella?”
He smiled, glancing at her only briefly. She turned her head defiantly. Fortunately, I had written to Juan explaining some of my predicament with Isabella. Now I depended on his good nature to make the best and safest arrangements possible for her return home. Regardless that she deserved worse, I am not a man to abandon a helpless female to an unknown fate.
A dock boy transported my trunks to an inn close by and willingly returned for Isabella’s, who coldly refused to pay him for his trouble. “I have to take care of myself first,” so said the woman whose family had amassed a fortune.
Finally, the moment came when I could help her into the carriage paid for by me, without argument. Juan gave her some food for the journey. There was no gratitude.
“I wish you a safe journey,” I said. “Our time together is over, but I want you to know I’m sorry for what went wrong on my part, I hope you see the problems from your side also.”
“I was a victim of your selfish evil ways. Such evil I have never experienced, I hope you rot in hell because Jesus will reject you in Heaven. Now I must go home to confess my sins and never touch another man. I will become a nun.”
“Farewell Isabella,” I replied, ignoring her dramatic nonsense. “I will send your father the bill of expense for the carriage, and explain how you single handedly managed to bed the entire crew whilst I slept.” Knowing she would scream wildly and bang her fists on the window as the carriage took off, I dismissed her with a slight of my hand. I had no intention of communicating with her father, and only needed to have the last word.
Finally free, I followed Juan to a warm and inviting Inn. It was a good feeling to be back on dry land and not rocking to and fro. As I sat warming myself before the fire, I sent lingering thoughts of Isabella deep into the embers, distracted by the innkeeper who served us two spiced red wines, so hot it burned my tongue. The familiar feeling of tissues regenerating soon followed.
“You are fortunate, Emmanuel,” observed Juan. “If only my weak stomach could respond so graciously.” He laughed. The sorcerer’s spell that could not relieve a host of physical maladies did enable second sight. Juan could sense conditions in others as well as events to come. Eternal life on earth was the prize, to which we commiserated often.
“I will sip it slowly my friend,” I said. “Now tell me everything you know about the shepherd.”
Juan leaned back in his chair, tipping it slightly so it rocked. “As you know, my close confidant, Dario, a man of great knowledge and an intrepid explorer, is certain he’s seen the coins,” he began. “Two of them with his own eyes. The shepherd wanted to know their worth, curious of their age and value. His daughter, a young girl apparently wild like an animal, tried to convince Dario the coins glowed when she stared at them. He disbelieved her, but was sure the pieces were extremely old. He recently made another climbing trip to the Pyrenees where he met with the shepherd again. Dario believes the coins belong to you, he only asks for a small finder’s fee.”
“If your friend is correct, this will be an easy task of recovery. Two coins in one swoop—an attractive reason to take a risk.” I chuckled. “I’m no great mountaineer, but I’m willing to learn, and more than willing to compensate the man.”
“Then we’ll have a wonderful evening of fine food and good wine. Tomorrow morning the carriage will be here to take us across the border to France. Dario will be waiting at an agreed location. He’s a trusted mountain guide.”
It sounded too good to be true, coins falling into my lap. The trick would be either to steal back what is rightfully mine, or barter a price. The idea of a purchase reeked of self-punishment, seeing as it was payment I was given for the ultimate betrayal.
“I will remain optimistic.” I smiled, relishing Isabella’s departure.
The evening was pleasant, indeed. A wonderful shellfish platter, fried sardines, freshly picked tomatoes and olives soon arrived. Juan was delightful company, and I could not think of a better person to accompany me on such an intriguing journey. Somewhere high up in the Pyrenees lay two coins, necessary to redeem my soul. But to retrieve them meant an encounter with a shepherd and his seemingly deranged daughter. I couldn’t wait to meet them.
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“M-m-u-u-r-r-der-r-r-er-r-r!”
David opened his eyes, awakened by the whisper that passed over his face. The room was completely dark, and not even the parking lot lamps’ glow penetrated the murkiness. He noticed the curtains’ unusual thickness when he turned up the heater before retiring, assuming it was the motel’s way of compensating its guests for the sparse insulation. At least one couldn’t be bothered by any car or truck lights coming in late, as most of the motel’s patrons seemed to be in the long-haul transportation business.
The television was blank and silent, and David couldn’t make out its outline. The heater’s comforting hum was also absent. It left the room in a hostile stillness. Suddenly, the sound of a deep sigh filled the air above the space between the two beds. Something floated there.
He raised himself, fully aware of his distinct disadvantage against whoever was here with him. Peering into the darkness where the sigh came from, he reached for the lamp switch next to his bed.
“Don’t do it!”
The feminine voice surreal, the accent and the fact it sounded both near and far was familiar.
“Allie Mae?”
The air around him was already chilled from the lack of heat, but it now grew even colder. The presence was drawing near to him. A brilliant blue eye appeared, aglow in the darkness less than a foot away. The eye was especially beautiful, and it squinted. Perhaps it scrutinized him, or more likely, its owner was seriously pissed.
“What do you want from me?” David tried to remain calm despite his terror, but found it impossible to control the unsteadiness in his voice.
The eye moved closer, and as it did he became aware of a soft gurgling sound. It reminded him of the tiny streams he used to find in the mountain valleys of Colorado. Cold drafts of air brushed against his face, and the eye came within a few inches of his own eyes, as if the head shrouded by darkness positioned itself to kiss him. The smell of raw meat filled his nostrils. He pushed himself back against the bed’s headboard.
“To take back what you’ve stolen,” the voice replied. It was softer and almost normal, erupting from the gurgling noise and sending an icy spray upon him. “And, kill the wicked seed once and for all!”
“I didn’t steal your bag of treasures, and I’ll happily give it back!” He clutched his bedspread tightly, and shrunk away from the eye, the smell, and the gurgling. “I’ll do whatever it takes to make things right!”
“It’s too late to give it back,” replied the garbled voice, sending forth another spray of chilled droplets onto his face. David cringed in response and closed his eyes. “It’s too late to give back my life, Billy Ray-y-y-y!”
A splash of icy liquid against his throat and T-shirt emphasized the fervency of this last statement. Ever fearful, he opened his eyes. Another eye as grotesque as the first eye was lovely had since joined it. Its mutilated cornea and iris glowed as a ruptured mass of fire and blood within the torn edges of the socket.
“I’m not Billy Ray! My name’s David!!” he shouted.
“Ya are what ya are and always will be, Billy Ray-y-y-y!” the voice hissed in anger. “Y’all and yer seed have killed and taken whatever ya’ve pleased! But, no more!! There ain’t no more hidin’ from yer sins!!!”
“No, you’ve got the wrong guy! I’ve never done anything to you—”
“M-m-m-u-r-r-r-der-r-r-er-r-r!!”
He threw up his hands to protect himself as she shrieked her condemnation over and over, the echo resounding loudly throughout the room before returning to where he lay huddled against the headboard. Iciness gripped the base of his bed and steadily moved up toward him, chilling the bones in his feet, legs, and thighs as it touched him. Out of the darkness the two eyes suddenly looked up at him from his waist, revealing the entity now caressed his body like a famished lover, moving from his feet to his genitals and on up to his face. He whimpered in horror as something cold, wet and slimy crept inside his shirt toward his throat.
Screaming in terror, he slapped at himself, falling out of the bed. He grabbed the nightstand, pulling the top drawer out while groping for the lamp’s pole. A pair of frigid arms embraced him from behind, and even icier hands pinched his nipples. Coldness beyond anything he’d ever known flowed through him from behind, freezing his lungs to where he couldn’t breathe. He began to pass out. Turning on the light switch was the last thing he remembered.
David awoke lying on the floor between the two beds. The nightstand lamp was on, and his head throbbed worse than any migraine he could remember. He groggily stood up and moved over to the clock, which still faced his bed. It read 3:38 a.m.
After replacing the nightstand’s drawer in its slot, and checking to make sure the heater still worked, he set the thermostat and blower on high and went into the bathroom. He intended to splash water in his face and take something for his pounding headache. But, when he looked in the mirror, he could only stare at his reflection.
His face and T-shirt were covered with blood.
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Nefertiti's Heart, by A.W. Exley
 (http://curiosityquills.com/nefertitis-heart/)
Cara Devon has always suffered curiosity and impetuousness, but tangling with a serial killer might cure that. Permanently.
London, 1861. Impoverished noble Cara has a simple mission after the strange death of her father—sell off his damned collection of priceless artifacts. Her plan goes awry when aristocratic beauties start dying of broken hearts, an eight inch long brass key hammered through their chests. A killer hunts amongst the nobility, searching for a regal beauty and an ancient Egyptian relic rumored to hold the key to immortality.
In a society where everyone wears a mask to hide their true intent, Cara must figure out who to trust, before she makes a fatal mistake.





Theocracide, by James Wymore
 (http://curiosityquills.com/theocracide/)
In a time when Americans live isolated lives behind computer glasses that mask the harsh reality, Jason is forced to abandon this rose-colored fantasy as an unwilling part of his father’s plan to assassinate the Undying Emperor.
With aliens invading the world and his sister dying of an incurable flu they brought, he is pulled from his perfect life with an amazing new girlfriend and plunged into a dark game of intrigue and conspiracy against the most powerful people in the world. Is there any way to regain the respect of the girl he loves after committing Theocracide?





Sweet Dreams are Made of Teeth, by Richard Roberts
 (http://curiosityquills.com/sweet-dreams-are-made-of-teeth/)
Have you ever had the nightmare of being chased by a beast? Then you’ve met Fang. He’ll be the first to admit that he’s a very simple nightmare. All he knows is hunting your dreams and dragging them into the Dark.
He’s not ready for his life to get complicated. He’s not ready to be dragged into his best friend’s schemes to make dreams so terrifying they break people. He’s not ready to love, or to be loved, or to meet someone who makes him happy.
He’s not ready to grow up. When he does, one thing will stay the same: he’ll stay an artist, and he’ll paint your dreams with fear until they’re beautiful.





Wild Children, by Richard Roberts
 (http://curiosityquills.com/wild-children/)
Bad children are punished, turned into animals marked with their crimes.
Five children each tell a different story of what they became: One learns that wrong can be right, and her curse may be a blessing. Another is so Wild he must learn the simplest lesson, to love someone else. An eight year old girl must face fear and doubt as she dies of old age. Love and strangeness hit the lives of two brothers in the form of a beautiful flaming bird. Finally, the oldest child learns that what is right can be horribly wrong.
Together they tell a sixth story, of a Wild Girl who doesn’t seem Wild at all.





18 Things, by Jamie Ayres
 (http://curiosityquills.com/18-things/)
A young girl struggles to live again after a lightning strike kills the best friend she was secretly in love with.
Her therapist suggests she write a life list of eighteen things to complete the year of her eighteenth birthday, sending her and her friends, including the new hottie in town, on an unexpected journey they’ll never forget.
As she crosses each item off her list, she must risk her own heart, but if she fails, she risks losing herself and her true soul-mate forever





The Devil You Know, by K.H. Koehler
 (http://curiosityquills.com/the-devil-you-know/)
Not only does the devil have an only begotten son, but he’s currently residing in the rural town of Blackwater in northeast Pennsylvania.
Semi-retired from law enforcement, the handsome, if cynical,Nick Englebrechtbecomes quickly caught up in a local missing child case that seems mundane on the outside, but when the sheriff requests his help as a psychic detective to help find the missing girl, his off-the-books investigation quickly leads him to some terrible truths about life, love and the universe as we know it.
And if that isn’t bad enough, the angels have begun an ethnic cleansing of all beings with demonic blood. Of course, Nick is at the top of their to-do list.





Danger in Cat World by Nina Post
 (http://curiosityquills.com/danger-in-cat-world/)
On the verge of losing himself in his work, Shawn Danger, a homicide detective, investigates the murder of a reclusive heiress, but when he discovers a window to another universe and dozens of cats begin appearing out of thin air, he must embrace the unknown to solve the case.
Can Shawn embrace the unknown and find the answers he needs to solve the case, and can he act quickly enough to restore balance between the two worlds?





The Prince of Earth, by Mike Robinson
 (http://curiosityquills.com/the-prince-of-earth/)
In 1988, young American traveler Quincy Redding is trekking across the misty terrain of the Scottish Highlands. She is destined for the infamous peak Ben MacDui, the summit of which soon finds her inexplicably debilitated and at the mercy of a malevolent entity.
The book spans twenty years, alternately following Quincy in her 1988 ordeal in Scotland as well as Quincy in 2008, when, as an adult, she begins experiencing abnormalities that threaten her family and her life—phenomena that may be related to what happened all those years ago.
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