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INTRODUCTION
London 1891
It had been nearly three years since the last official recorded death at the hands of Jack the Ripper. The fear that had gripped the streets of Whitechapel, and the city at large, had for the most part dissipated. Thoughts of the infamous killer no longer weighed heavily on the minds of the populace. Mary Ann Nichols, Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride, Catherine Eddowes, and Mary Jane Kelly had, for the most part, been consigned to history. The wretches that stomped the cobbles now concerned themselves with surviving the old city. The demand for justice became no more than a whisper as the deafening sound of hunger growled in their ears. Now and then, however, a grisly murder would bring the name ‘Jack the Ripper’ back to the lips of many. Nonetheless, it was fleeting, and the Ripper was reduced to the mindless ramblings contained within the gin palaces.
Fear had been replaced in the city by mischievous conspiracies. Each drunk gave his gin-fuelled expert opinion on the true identity of the Ripper. Each sentence was punctuated with the rising of a glass as they made their declaration with all the conviction that only intoxicated individuals possess. The Ripper was without doubt royalty; a leading politician, a famous artist. The choices seemed random, but all were male and a member of authority or the ruling class. Even Inspector Frederick Abberline, so long in his pursuit of the killer, would become a target for malicious accusations.
“Who better to hide the evidence,” a drunk would announce. “It’s him I tell you.”
“And he would know where the patrols were and could simply slip away,” came the reply. “Plus, if he was caught, do you think they would clamp the irons on one of their own?”
Like most rumour and gossip, it was nonsense. It faded away as a new target was identified and became fashionable. The populace had been shielded from the news that the Ripper had continued his bloody rampage. As they raised another glass to their tobacco-stained lips, they were oblivious to the fact that a group of individuals were engaged in a deadly struggle to bring the Ripper to justice or destruction. William Harkness had not faltered in his search for the infamous killer. He and his men energetically pursued any lead.
Nonetheless, despite the various and impressive skills possessed by William’s small band, the Ripper had slipped into the shadows. They knew that he was close but stubbornly remained just out of reach. William and his men had paid a substantial cost in their pursuit of the infamous killer. Gaetan, one of William’s closest friends from his days in the ranks of the British army, had been first betrayed, and then, murdered by the Abbess of the Mops. She took her orders from Jonathan Locke, a vicious killer who in turn, accepted his orders from the Ripper. Both had met with their deaths, but the identity of their master had remained shrouded in shadow. The loss did not stop there as young Tom and Obadiah Godspeed were slain. William and his men became embroiled in the Ripper’s struggle for power in the mysterious cult of Cronos. The Ripper may have lost followers, but it seemed to William that his nemesis had a never-ending supply of minions. All of them willing to commit murder or die for their beloved leader and the insane ideology of Cronos. He knew that the Ripper would not stop. He also knew that he must match the mad man’s bloodlust with his own unyielding pursuit of justice. It was only a matter of time before the blades of Cronos would rise and fall, and the streets of the old city would run with blood.




Chapter 1
Johannesburg 1891 1st of June
Africa was a place of stark contrasts. For some, it was a land of great opportunity; a vast untapped supply of resources. For others, usually the indigenous population it was a land of loss. It had changed entirely from the home that they and their forefathers had known. Johannesburg stood as an example of how a continent became distorted as the 20th century approached. In 1884, the Witwatersrand gold rush laid the foundations for the beginnings of the city.  In less than five years the population would explode. Within a decade, the inhabitants would number over thirty thousand, with almost every nationality being present. American and Australian prospectors arrived in their droves in search of a fortune. Indian and Chinese traders took the opportunity to supply the masses and Europeans could not ignore the vast wealth just waiting to be exploited.
As always, the greed of men resulted in crime. Wrongdoing came in all guises. Gambling dens, whore houses, pickpockets, and common thugs all prospered in Johannesburg. One creature, however, flourished above all. They did not use violence to make their victim submit. The law was a crushing weapon and a man who possessed the knowledge to use it, could become extremely wealthy.  One such man was Edgar Finch, plentiful in expertise and utterly devoid of any moral fortitude. His victims were the hard working, the type that spent their days breaking their backs and rubbing the skin from their hands. They knew dirt and shovels and the blisters that both brought. They did not, however, understand the law and the way it could rip away land and dreams in an equal measure.
Finch became rich off the backs of the hard-working masses. Nonetheless, wealth to a man such as Finch did not have a ceiling. He continued to sell his services to those that shared his lack of morals. Each task undertaken brought more coin to his purse and entertainment to his dark soul. He was loathed throughout Johannesburg even by those that required his services. He cared not a jot for his detractors; he also enjoyed the notoriety.  His office situated on Pritchard Street declared his success to Johannesburg and the world. The man himself, as always, could be found at his desk. Despite his many failings, laziness could not be counted among them. His chubby digits fingered a document; the excitement he felt within his dark soul caused those digits to tremble slightly.
“Abbe, I think this will be my crowning achievement.” A young boy no more than 14 years old had just entered Finch’s office carrying more documents.
“Very good, Mr Finch.” The boy did not look at Finch but busied himself with his task.
“Very good – is that all you have to say?” Finch raised his considerable frame from his chair. “This gives me a piece of the pie, lad. A substantial piece of the pie.”
“Pie, Mr Finch?” The boy finally raised his gaze to his employer.
“Within two years, Johannesburg will have a prison of its own. I shall own a share of each company that will be given the honour and prestige of building the facility.” He placed the document on the desk and picked up his glass. “It’s strange how intelligent men are incapable of reading the fine print.” Finch rubbed his impressively rotund gut in celebration of his own genius.
“Yes, Mr Finch.” The boy gave a small smile and then returned to his duties.
Edgar Finch shook his head at the lack of appreciation the boy showed for his talents. He took to his chair once more and wallowed once again in his own perceived brilliance.
***
Mr Finch’s exuberance might well have diminished had he known that at that very moment, three men were strolling along Pritchard Street in a quest to make his acquaintance. They proceeded down the street, the populace of Johannesburg giving way if in answer to an unspoken order to step aside. The man on the left of the trio possessed skin as dark as the coals of Newcastle, his jaw jutting out like granite. His hair showed the passage of time; flecks of grey highlighted the ebony curls. His back, however, was straight and shoulders firm. Even though a fine suit covered his body, it was clear that the passing years had not yet caused his muscle to falter.  On the right was a man whose clothing compared favourably to his black comrade’s, but that was where the similarity came to an end.  He produced a handkerchief from his jacket and lifted his stovepipe hat. It revealed a scalp almost devoid of hair and seemingly awash with sweat. He wiped both head and brow and replaced the headwear. The man’s face flushed from the effort of dealing with Africa’s heat. His stocky frame was draped in a fine suit too, but it did not sit well on his bones. It would have been more accurate to pronounce that the man did not fit the suit, rather than the other way around. The third and central figure was a pleasing one to the females of Johannesburg. He stood a foot taller than his comrades, his shoulders broad, strong chin and the hatless head was home to long, swept back, black hair. Despite the expensive garments adorning his body, this man was undoubtedly a pirate. The glint in his eye, betraying his intelligence and ruthless determination.
They reached the offices of Edgar Finch, and for the first time, their progress came to a halt.
“Mr Finch does not receive uninvited guests.” A heavily built man rose from a chair and stepped across their path.
The stocky man pulled a wallet from his jacket and pushed what would have been more than a year’s wages toward Finch’s guardian. “Bugger off.” Usually, the sentry would have answered the dismissive tone with an act of violence but the money soothed his anger, and within moments Finch’s protection was striding down the street.
Their path now clear, all three entered the outer office of Edgar Finch’s premises. As they did Abbe entered the same room from his master’s office. The man that resembled a pirate smiled and motioned for the boy to approach.
“What’s your name boy?” His tone was friendly but still had the authority to demand an answer.
“Abbe, sir,” the boy replied timidly.
“And where is Edgar Finch?”
“He’s in his office...but he doesn’t like to be disturbed,” the boy added quickly.
“Oh...I am sure he will make time for us. Tell me, Abbe, does your work with Finch pay well?”
The boy’s face hardened. “My work pays a debt owed by my parents.”
“We can’t have that. Benjamin, it would be fitting to reward this lad’s endeavour.” His stocky comrade stepped forward, his hand already searching out the wallet within his jacket.  Moments later, the boy was looking down at his hand, which clearly contained more money than he had ever seen. “Now you have been compensated for your work. Edgar Finch will not require your services. Please inform your parents that their debt is paid.”
“Abbe!” A voice sounded from the inner office. The boy’s torment showed; he was clearly confused as to his next course of action.
“Run along, Abbe. I’m sure your parents will be pleased to hear your news.” The boy’s face suddenly erupted in a broad grin and then he raced into the street.
“Abbe,” the voice sounded again but with more malice.
“Benjamin, Bakari, shall we say hello to Mr Finch?” His two comrades nodded, and the three of them moved towards the inner office.
Finch did not look up immediately as the door to his office opened and then closed again. It was not until three shadows fell across his desk that his eyes lifted from the document in his hands.
“Who the hell are you?” he snapped.
“Mr Finch, delighted to meet you. This fine fellow is Bakari, no surname. I can only imagine his parents thought so little of him, they deemed him unworthy of a family name.” Bakari merely stared at Finch and didn’t acknowledge the teasing by his comrade.  “I wouldn’t bother seeking out conversation with Bakari. He prefers action to words. However, all is not lost. Benjamin Grist here,” he turned to his stocky friend, “is a man who can talk from sunrise until dusk.”
“It’s true,” Benjamin agreed.
“And you are?” Finch asked as he stretched for a bottle of Gin.
The tall man snatched up the bottle and then poured its contents into a glass. “I am Richard Tallow, and I have matters to discuss with you, Mr Finch.” For the first time, Tallow allowed his smile to fall, his jaw to clench and eyes narrow.
“I am unaware that we have business dealings.”
“Matters! Mr Finch, there is no coin to be gained from our meeting.”
“If it does not fill my purse, then good day, sir.”
“But it is to your advantage, Edgar. May I call you Edgar? It really is quite simple. You have the opportunity to save your fat, bloated neck from the noose.”
“What is this nonsense?” Finch’s face reddened displaying to all those present, his growing annoyance. He went to rise from his chair, but Tallow pressed the Gin bottle against his chest and forced him to remain seated.
“You are a secret keeper, Edgar, but your secret is out. You hide the movement of killers. The purchase of property here, the disposal of land there, you have been busy. All to make your clients ghosts to the authorities.” Tallow paused for a moment allowing his words take effect and then decided to raise the stakes. “Talk is cheap, Finch, let me tell you what we know. You provide a service for a murderous cult and so must take the same responsibility as those that commit the butchery.”
“I…I haven’t killed anyone,” Finch stammered. His pitiful attempts to claim innocence were answered by Bakari, his powerful hand sweeping down and landing with a heavy slap against Finch’s soft, fleshy cheek.
“I told you, Bakari prefers action.” Tallow’s eyes burned into Finch as he spoke. “Your guilt is not in question and denying your actions is pointless and will lead to Bakari becoming frustrated.”
“You can’t treat me like this. I have influential friends in Johannesburg.”
“Actually, you don’t.” The reply came from Benjamin. He pulled documents from his inner jacket. We have signed witness statements that you bribed and intimidated key individuals. This enabled you to obtain the contracts for the construction of Johannesburg’s upcoming prison. You have no friends, and these people want you out. Johannesburg has forsaken you Edgar, and your only hope is to tell all you know.  My employer alone can keep the rope from digging into your flesh. However, he is not a master who suffers fools and is extremely busy man. If he is to save your worthless hide, then you must make it worth his effort.”
“Who is your employer?” Finch asked meekly. The panic was beginning to show on his face.
“Sir Simeon Harkness and he is most displeased. You will begin your journey to England this night. On the way, you will tell my talkative friend Benjamin, all that you know about Cronos. He will ask questions, and you will answer, and if you prove difficult Bakari will show you the error of your ways. Are we in agreement?”  Tallow was making a statement. It was clear to all including Finch that his request was not up for debate.
Finch did not reply but as Bakari’s hand rose in preparation to strike he frantically nodded his acceptance of Tallow’s deal. The sweat from Finch’s brow splattered across the desk forcing Tallow to take a step backwards, but his piercing stare did not leave Finch.
“Good, within the hour a carriage will arrive to collect you and any documents that will be useful. They will take you to your home and collect any further papers,” he paused eyeing the man to his front. “You will do well to be straight with us, Finch. It will not be of serve you to be dishonest.” His pleasant smile returned. “Benjamin will stay at your side but be warned, he is a man of books but has a skill for violence. If you think of running, he is more than capable of stopping you.”
“It’s a dangerous world,” Benjamin added in mock defence of his ability to carry out violence.
***
Tallow and Bakari exited Finch’s office. Out in the street, they stood perfectly still, observing the populace. Tallow lit a cigarette as Bakari filled his pipe.
“Forgive me, my friend,” Tallow said. He turned from viewing the street to look at his comrade.
“What for?” Bakari replied. The confusion at the apology received, showing on his face.
“You are an educated man. Using you to instil fear in a loathsome toad like Finch is beneath you.”
Bakari laughed. “The colour of my skin still holds fear in the hearts of some men. We have a task to complete and if I must be seen as a demon to complete that task, then so be it. Besides, the opportunity to place a hand against a white devil’s soft flesh was too enticing to refuse.” He continued to laugh.
“You are a strange man, Bakari.” Tallow took a deep draw on his cigarette. “We have much to complete before we leave for England.” 
A large carriage pulled up outside Finch’s office. As the door opened, the occupant was revealed carrying a large hunting gun. Tallow held out a hand to aid the man’s descent.
“Much obliged Tallow,” the man croaked. The dust of the tracks beyond the city’s border lay heavy in his throat. He pulled a water skin from the side of the carriage and drank deeply of its cleansing liquid.  “The Morning Star will hold its departure. The captain,” he closed his eyes, clearly an attempt to remember a name, “Boyd, Captain Boyd...was not happy.”
“Well Josh, if he wishes to remain the captain, he will keep his disquiet to himself,” Tallow replied.
“Oh, I just informed him that Harkness demanded his cooperation.” The man called Josh started performing some strange stretching exercises.
“Are you aware of how ridiculous you look,” Tallow jested.
“I have twenty years on you. Besides, the roads in this godforsaken country are non-existent. Is our guest ready?”
“Grist is helping him get his documents together. Watch this man Josh. He hasn’t made his fortune by blindly following others.”
“Do not worry, Betsy here will discourage him from thinking too much.” He smiled and stroked the butt of his rifle.
“You need a woman in your life,” Bakari announced.
“What do I need a woman for? I can place my hands on Betsy any time I like. A little oil, a clean and she’s happy. Can you name me one woman like that, Bakari? Besides, a rifle is less dangerous to be around than a woman.”
“On that, we are in agreement,” Bakari replied.
“Gentlemen, the fairer sex are a blessing to this world,” Tallow interrupted.
“That is because you lose the ability to think with your brain when a female is near,” Bakari teased.
Tallow pretended to be in deep thought for a moment.  “Alas, I fear that you may be correct.” The three men broke into laughter, and it was some time before Tallow tapped Bakari on the shoulder to signal that it was to time to leave, he then turned and offered his hand to Josh. “Be careful my friend. It is doubtful we shall return in time to join you on the voyage. We will see you in England.”
“Aye, it will be nice to see the old country again. And don’t worry, I will deliver that bastard safe and sound.” Josh nodded towards the office of Finch.
“Be aware that he is not the only threat. Sir Simeon insists that the men who will want Finch silenced, are extremely dangerous men.”
“Are they ever anything other than dangerous?” Josh gave a rueful smile.
“That is the truth. Good fortune my friend.”




Chapter 2
London November 1891
Peter Simmons was a man of wealth. His family had acquired most of their fortune through the transportation of slaves along with a variety of other more reputable goods. When slavery was brought to a timely end, the Simmons family adapted and continued to prosper. Despite their wealth, however, the Simmons clan never rose to the top of British society.  Unfortunately, for the men of the family bloodline, they inherited a character flaw. They were bullish and arrogant; neither traits were necessarily absent from the upper classes, but the Simmons men chose their enemies poorly. They never failed to have public disputes, with the sort of people that could give them a seat at the table of high society. As each generation came along, they stubbornly refused to look inward and learn from their historical failings.  On the contrary, they blamed society for their many woes and exclusion.
The latest Simmons was the sum of all the years of that festering resentment. He grasped the family flaw and took it to a new level. He was not only despised by the upper classes but by his employees, his customers, and society in general. His business still traded but the companies that had for so long used his services had begun to find others to carry their wares. The Simmons trading company after thriving for over a century was starting to groan beneath the weight of Peter Simmons’ cantankerousness. His private life reflected the woes of his business. At seventy years old he had little in terms of family. His wife, who had bore him no children had disappeared from the family home. The small village, in which the Simmons lived, was awash with speculation. Some of its populace claimed that Peter Simmons was a devil worshipper and his unfortunate wife was a victim of one of his ungodly sacrifices. Others say she ran away with a handsome traveller who filled her heart with love and her belly with the child she craved. The truth was less imaginative; Mrs Simmons simply packed her bag and walked calmly from the household, never to be seen in those parts again. If Peter Simmons was broken hearted, then it never showed. The disappearance of Mrs Simmons brought about only one change in her husband. He would rarely travel to the family home, preferring the makeshift sleeping quarters he erected at his largest warehouse. The building was also the oldest in his possession and in dire need of repair. Simmons however, railed against anyone that suggested that he move his office to another location. The building was the perfect fit for the man. Old and in need of repair but with nobody willing to show it tenderness.
Peter pulled timidly at the blanket of his bed. Two nights previously he had been confronted with a large brown rat. The beast had been in no mood to retreat from its newly acquired comfort. The elderly Simmons had been forced to spend the night in his office chair. The following day the rat catcher was employed. All manner of traps were laid and the new employee’s dog, who he affectionately called ‘Crust’. Simmons did not inquire as to why the animal had such a strange name. Simmons was loathed to engage in making small talk. As night fell, the warehouse was declared free from vermin. The declaration only served to partly reassure Simmons. Nonetheless, having consistently refused to bend a knee to all in society, he was not likely to be routed by vermin.
On this night he felt slightly more confident in the rat catcher’s promise. Nonetheless, he raised a cane and gave his dressing gown, which hung on the wall, a hefty whack. Satisfied that no beast lay in wait, he removed his clothing. He picked up a freshly laundered nightshirt, raised it high, and then allowed the fabric to cascade down over his frail body. As the garment cleared his head, he became aware that he was not alone in his room.
“What are you doing here?” He called out to them, but the only reply he received was each of them pulling a blade from within their jackets. “No! That’s not right. I’m not supposed to die.”
***
William Harkness stepped into the warehouse belonging to the Simmons Trading Company. As he did so, he wiped the sleep from his eyes and aimed a silent curse at his friend Frederick Abberline. Despite his annoyance at being summoned at such an ungodly hour, he could not help wondering if the Ripper or one of his followers had struck again. A mixture of dread and fear washed over him in equal measure.
“William,” a familiar voice sounded. Frederick Abberline had appeared in a doorway and was motioning for William to join him.
William shook the tiredness from his muscles; he regretted the previous night’s drinking with Jack and Gossup. Nonetheless, he strode purposely across to the Inspector.
“What have we got, Fred?”
“I thought this one would interest you.” He disappeared from view without another word. William felt another surge of excitement. He followed Abberline, eager to see if the hunt for the Ripper had resumed. Moments later, he found himself in a substantial office space. He thought it a little strange that it played home to a bed. There wasn’t much sign of a struggle apart from the copious amount of staining to the floor and bedding. His mind was momentarily taken to the crime scene photographs of Mary Kelly. Her once beautiful light extinguished from the world by a crazed and violent attacker. He forced himself back to the present murder scene, not wanting to dwell on memories of a woman that was once his lover.
“Has the body been removed?” he asked.
“This is our murder scene. The body is elsewhere. I thought you would appreciate seeing where the deed was done. The victim’s name was Peter Simmons. These are his premises. I have encountered the man on more than one occasion,” Abberline replied.
“Was he a crook?” William asked.
“No just a loathsome human being with countless enemies. He received numerous death threats or actual assaults on his person. He was possibly the most hated man in the city. To be honest William, I am surprised that he lived so long.”
“So why call me, are you short of manpower?” William was beginning to think he had been raised from his comfortable bed for no good reason.
“I am always short of men, but I think the body will interest you. Come with me,” Abberline replied. He gave a mischievous grin and then strode from the office.
William followed Abberline out of the office and back into the warehouse. Once through the door way they turned right and then moved deeper into the building’s interior. The warehouse was virtually empty with just a few crates scattered here and there. Only one place seemed organised, and that was a number of crates laid neatly next to one another. Abberline, who had been striding purposefully, suddenly came to an abrupt halt next to those crates.
“I can’t see a body, Fred. Is he in one of those?” William motioned toward the crates.
“Ten crates, William, one large and nine smaller ones. Each crate contains Peter Simmons or at least a part of the man formerly known as Peter Simmons.”
“No.” William was taken aback.
“If you were to climb onto that gantry,” Abberline pointed to the metal walkway in the rafters, “you would see that the crates have been laid out in the position of a body. The head, a torso, two arms, two hands, two legs and two feet, each part has its own crate. The body has not been hidden, it has been displayed. I see I finally have your attention.” Frederick Abberline smiled.
“That you have,” William replied as he studied the crates. “But it could still be one of his many enemies, or maybe Simmons upset one of the local gangs,” William said, not really believing his own theory.
“A possibility...but I haven’t finished yet. Constable Barwick!” Abberline barked. A moment later a constable was hurrying forward with a package gripped tightly in his hands. “Pass it here lad and go about your business.” The package was an item wrapped in black fabric. Abberline carefully began to peel the layers of cloth away. Eventually, he revealed a knife that William recognised.
“It’s Joseph Locke’s blade.” William had encountered the weapon before. He had felt its sharp edge as it sliced through his torso. He could not stop the involuntary shiver that ran down his body.”
“William, the blade may look the same. It is the same size, and it has the sickle carved into the hilt, but this blade was found in this very building.”
“The killer left his weapon behind? That doesn’t seem likely.” William knew enough of the followers of Cronos to know they would never leave such a prized weapon behind.
“It wasn’t left behind. I found this blade hidden beneath the floorboards in the office. It is free of blood. I can only assume that this blade belonged to Peter Simmons.”
“Shit,” William replied. He knew things had just got complicated.
“My thoughts exactly. Either the followers of the Ripper have gone so blood crazy they have decided to kill each other or...”
“Or someone is hunting the Ripper’s men again.” William finished Abberline’s sentence. “It’s never bloody simple.”
Abberline laughed. “Where would be the fun in that?” As the laughter died away, both men stood in silence. William’s mind was considering the consequence of Abberline’s findings. He and his men had stood against the Ripper and the followers of Cronos, but they had paid a heavy price. Footsteps to his rear partly brought his mind back to the real world, but it wasn’t until he heard Abberline’s voice that he raised his sight from that of the crates.
“Detective Constable Dew, to what do we owe this honour?”
“Walter Dew, how are you?” William asked, not waiting for the young detective to answer Abberline. He noticed that Dew was no longer the fresh-faced constable he had first met three years previous. He had the look of a young man that had witnessed too many horrors. The eyes had lost their sparkle, and the aura of youthful enthusiasm had dwindled.
“I’m good William. I was sorry to hear about Obadiah.”
“Thank you, Walter.”
Dew turned to Abberline. “I am sorry Inspector, but I was hoping for your help in an investigation. It is somewhat unusual.”
“Ah, want my expertise lad,” Abberline jested.
“It’s not that...I think that both you and William would find the circumstances of interest.”
***
One hour later, Abberline had left instruction that the original crime scene should be left for William’s men to investigate and Dr Fitzgerald had been called to examine the body. The three men once again found themselves walking along a rail track. Walter Dew had remained tight-lipped as to the method of the murder. He had learned early to trust to instinct and also to call on the experience of seasoned coppers. He wanted the unbiased opinion of men he respected; Abberline and William fulfilled the criteria. As they proceeded along the track Dew gave an insight into his investigation.
“I was informed of the murder early and arrived at the location at 6 am. I immediately closed down a section of the track so as not to have evidence lost to passing trains. My superiors won’t be happy, but that is not my concern.”
“You have been a bad influence on this lad, Fred,” William teased.
“Good, he will make for a better copper.”
“There is no doubt it is murder. If it had been suicide, then I would allow the trains to run, but foul play dictates that we owe the victim at the very least our attention.”
“Do we know who the victim is?” Abberline asked.
“Not as yet. In truth, I have delayed the investigation. I wanted you both to take a look before proceeding.”
***
The three men continued along the track as it curved around the natural lay of the land. For the first time, William became aware of a heavy police presence. Most of the officers were gathered in front or on top of the railway bridge. William naturally focussed his attention on the underside of the bridge. Murder loves the shadows, and the bridge provided the darkness a killer needed to do his work.
“Look at the bridge not beneath it,” Dew suggested as if he knew where William’s attention would be focussed.
All three men now stood perfectly still.
“In all the years I have served, I have never been witness to such a sight.” Abberline shook his head. William remained silent but allowed his eyes to roam over every inch of the horrific scene. Attached to the brickwork of the bridge were five chains. At the end of each chain was a body part. It was clear that the victim had been spread-eagled across the entrance of the bridge. His body had been left for a passing train to tear apart. The upper chain held the head; two chains clung to the arms that seemed to have been ripped from the shoulder joints. The lower chain on the left held a leg including most of the thigh, but the right chain played host to little more than a foot.
William moved closer but could see no sign of the torso. “Have you found the body?” He wondered how far a train could drag the unseen remains.
“I have men searching the track, and we are trying to locate the trains which have passed this way. It is not a main line, so hopefully, there won’t be too many.”
William examined the chain attached to the foot. “The chains are new. No sign of wear or rust, and the manacle holding the foot is the same.” He stood and raised his gaze to the victim’s head. “He was alive when the train hit.”
“How do you know?” Dew asked.
“Look at the mouth. There is some kind of bridle preventing him from making a sound. They wanted him to see the train as it approached, but didn’t want him calling out and being discovered.”
“Well, we will learn no more looking to the skies. Best have the men cut him down, Dew,” Abberline said, and stopped to fill his pipe. William had noticed the experienced copper do this on more than one occasion. William assumed that it served two purposes. Firstly, the act of carefully filling his pipe helped him calm his emotion and bring order to his thoughts and then on a more practical matter, the burning tobacco would help drive the stench of death from his nostrils. “We are going to be stretched pretty thin, William. If you would investigate the warehouse murder. Dew, you take this unfortunate soul, and I will liaise between the two of you.”
“Do you think the two murders are connected?” Dew asked.
“I am of an open mind. I would not rule out the possibility?” Abberline replied.
“William?” Dew wanted another opinion.
“Two bodies dismembered on the same day. Differing methods I grant you, but the result is similar. Yes, I think they are connected. I will tell you something else...I’d wager Cloveney Hall that this is just the beginning.”
“Then we have work to do. Dew make sure Fitzgerald gets the remains, and you had better find the remainder of the body before the papers get a sniff of what has taken place.” Abberline had slipped into his leader role.
If Dew had felt annoyed at Abberline assuming the lead in the investigation he did not let it show. In truth, William thought he seemed relieved. Dew walked towards his men. With no more to be said, William and Abberline began to make their way back along the track.
As they continued their journey, a figure suddenly appeared from the woodland on the right side of the track.
“Come here!” Abberline barked. Most people would have been startled by the authoritative tone but the stranger just smiled and ambled towards them.
“Can I help?” the stranger asked.
William remained silent preferring to observe the newcomer. The man was powerfully built, and despite the fine suit he wore, it was obvious that the clothing hid a muscular frame. The long dark hair was not fashionable, but it seemed to suit its owner. His skin was tanned suggesting that the man had spent time in distant lands.
“Who are you?” Abberline asked.
“May I ask who wants to know?”
“Inspector Abberline of Scotland Yard. Now answer the bloody question.”
“Oh, an officer of the law, I am always happy to assist...”
“Your name,” Abberline interrupted, obviously becoming irritated.
“Tallow – Richard Tallow.”
“And what is your business here, Tallow.”
“Simply taking the morning air. I have been away for many years and have missed the early morning chill of London.” Tallow’s tone was friendly and confident.
“A strange place to take a walk,” William suggested.
“In truth, I haven’t a clue where I am. I was lost in my thoughts and well...here I am.” Tallow smiled.
“Well, this is a crime scene, so you had best get lost somewhere else, bugger off.” Abberline snapped. Tallow smiled once more and gave a nod, turned and strolled away without haste.
“Cocky bastard,” Abberline announced as Tallow moved out of earshot.
“Yes, but his clothes showed no sign that he had hoisted a body onto a bridge, Besides, being a cocky bastard is not a reason to arrest a man.”
“It should be,” grumbled Abberline.
The two men moved along the tracks. As they did, William thought on the two murders. He knew that London was a dangerous place and that not all the vicious killings could be placed at the Ripper’s door. Deep down in his soul, however, he felt his adversary was in some way connected to the recent butchery. The discovery of the blade at the Simmons warehouse gave an undeniable link to the cult of Cronos. William doubted that a murder would take place without the Ripper being aware of the fact. Inwardly, he decided that there was no doubt - the Ripper was back.




Chapter 3
William and Abberline parted ways with the former heading back to the location of the first murder. William wanted to visit Slaughter Yard but decided that his home needed to be his first port of call. He had the urge to change his clothes; the stench of death clung to the fabric like flies to a rotting carcass.
As he entered his home, he could hear Emily singing and quickly worked out that she was in the kitchen. Deciding not to disturb her, he began to climb the staircase but had only traversed a few steps when he heard the kitchen door open.
“Since when do you enter our home without kissing me, William Harkness?”
He looked at her smiling face and then allowed his eyes to drift down to her swollen stomach.
“I need to wash up first.” Without another word he climbed the remainder of the staircase, stripping away his clothing in the process.
Within fifteen minutes he was standing in their bedroom completely naked. He dried the last of the cleansing liquid from his face, and allowed the towel to drop away. To his surprise Emily was standing to his front, and he had no idea how long she had been observing him.
“You were a great loss to the British army. The enemy scouts would have never heard you coming.”
“Was it murder, William?” She asked, apparently in no mood for his teasing.
“Two.” He closed the distance between them and placed a kiss on her lips. His hand slipped down her figure and came to rest on her belly. “Forgive me, but that world does not belong near our child.”
“We belong with you, no matter the world. Although I have to admit the greyness of London is no place for a newborn.” Emily turned from him and looked into the street.
William could not argue the point, as he too looked into the world beyond his window; he observed a city that lacked colour. A grey and sullen world populated by grey and sullen creatures that ambled without purpose from one mundane task to another.
“We can’t leave London at the moment. These murders will consume much of my time, but my father needs to know that he is to be a grandfather. Perhaps we can spend Christmas at Cloveney.”
“Cloveney is at its most beautiful in the winter, and yes, Simeon should know.” She gave him a disapproving stare.
William grimaced. “I know, it just seemed an announcement that should be made face to face.”
“That is settled then. We shall travel to Cloveney at Christmas whether it is convenient for the Ripper or not.”
“You have my word. Besides, I am not sure the Ripper takes our social calendar into account.”
“Then he should, the loathsome beast,” she paused for a moment. “Do you think these murders mean that he is back?” Her jaw gave a slight flinch betraying her anxiety.
“I do not think that he ever went away. It feels like he is involved in some way, but I cannot say how. One day I will sit across the table from that man, and he will know my displeasure.”
***
The day had moved on, William had taken breakfast with Emily. He had sensed her unease that the Ripper might have continued his slaughter. The meal had been concluded without another word being spoken about the killer, but he was there, an unspoken spectre haunting their thoughts. William kissed his love as he prepared to leave. Her embrace lasted just a few moments longer than was necessary.
As William left his home, he knew he must make one further stop before joining his men at Slaughter Yard. Within the hour his carriage came to a halt in front of the gates to Kensal Green Cemetery. For a moment he stared at the entrance and then slowly dismounted from the carriage. He slowed his usual military stride to a more dignified pace in respect for his surroundings. He looked around as he walked, content in the choice he had made for his friend. He knew that Gaetan would appreciate the solemn beauty of his resting place. The graveside he sought was on the opposite side from the entrance and although it was the reason for his visit, he felt no urgency to reach the marker of his friend’s passing. Nonetheless, within ten minutes the white marble of Gaetan’s eternal home came into view. William’s pace slowed further as his imagined his friend’s body, dressed in its finest uniform, beneath the soil. Upon reaching the graveside he placed a gentle hand on the stone, as if it was the man himself.
“Forgive me my friend, I have not yet avenged you,” William whispered.  He crouched low and removed a few sporadic weeds that had sprung up at the side of the grave. “He’s a slippery bastard. I am not sure I will get him.” William paused as he pulled at a stubborn plant. “I...I don’t think I have the intelligence.” Moments later, William smiled as he imagined what Gaetan would reply. “Your language would have been colourful, to say the least but I am not feeling sorry for myself old friend. It is hard for me to admit but I am afraid.” He paused as an old memory swam into his mind. “When I was a boy, I would love to play in the meadow. There was this one summer - I was around eight years of age, and things were worse than usual between me and my father. Almost every moment was spent in solitude. I idled the days away sitting on a branch that overlooked that meadow. However, that year two stray dogs had chosen our grounds as their new home. Each time I strode to the meadow they would torment me.  Snarling and growling they would come at me, one from the front and the other from the rear. They never managed to sink their teeth into my flesh but the torment was almost too much to withstand. I never knew where or when the attack would come. From the front or back, I could not outrun the beasts and so my torment continued. The ordeal continued for a number of days. Fortunately, Obadiah and my father witnessed my misery. Obadiah took me to the house and my father collected his smooth bore. It was a weapon more suited to bringing down a charging elephant than a couple of hounds. The dogs were no longer a problem. What I am trying to say is the Ripper is like the two dogs. I can’t predict his movements or when the next attack will arrive. He has reduced me to that little boy.” William momentarily stopped talking, fighting back the shame of admitting his fears. Then he shook his head and forced himself to talk about more trivial matters. “Oh Goss, is doing fine. He even wears a recognisable suit now. That was Emily’s doing not mine. He has a home and cares for a young boy called Alfie. It is a responsibility that he wears better than the suit. Emily is to have a child and it seems I am doomed to become a country gent.” William gave a snort of laughter but his face quickly became stern. “That is of course, if the Ripper does not get me first.” He stood upright and patted the grave stone. “I miss you, old friend.” He turned and then slowly walked away.
***
The remainder of the journey to Slaughter Yard had begun in a carriage, but William had felt the interior oppressive and soon called out to the driver to halt. He stepped out into the relatively fresh air of London and gave the driver his payment and a little more for not receiving his full fare. He began the rest of the journey on foot relieved to feel the ground beneath his feet. He was, after all, a former captain in the 66th regiment of foot. Walking helped organise his thinking and raise his spirits. He could feel the pains of the many injuries that his body had suffered as both soldier and hunter of the Ripper. However, as he strolled he remembered the words of his former sergeant, ‘You have to be alive to feel pain’. It was a simplistic view but difficult to argue against. By the time the gates to Slaughter Yard came into view the weight of what the future held had indeed lifted.
He stepped through the gates; before him a number of constables were unloading a wagon. As he drew near Isaac appeared from the far side of the transport.
“Documents from the warehouse,” Isaac announced.
“Have we conducted our own search of the premises?” William asked.
“Jack and Gossup are there now. I imagine they will return shortly, Abberline was ripping the place apart. I can’t imagine him missing anything, and Fitzgerald has taken the body.”
“I am sure the constables do not need supervising in this task. Come inside and have a drink.”
Isaac nodded his acceptance and the two of them moved toward the interior of Slaughter Yard. Once inside William did not go directly to his office. He lingered in the first room that had become an unofficial reception area. The lateness of the year had brought a chill to the air and it caused his old wounds to bark like disgruntled hounds. This room was the only one that offered a source of heat. A fire place played host to a small but welcoming flame and William took the opportunity to warm his rear. William allowed the heat to wash over him, closing his eyes and delighting in the warming sensual touch. When finally, he opened his eyes, he noticed that Isaac had a look of bemusement on his face.
“Sorry Isaac, my time in the army taught me to take advantage of any chance to warm the bones,” he announced a little sheepishly.
“I would have thought the Afghan would have been nought but heat.”
“The days yes - but the nights delivered cold like you would not believe,” William paused then added, “amongst other things.”
“Such as?” Isaac asked.
“Fear and death mostly. We were the foreigners in that land and as the sun fell, we were tethered, unable see or move freely. Our enemies, of which there were many, knew the land. They took advantage of our blindness.”
“It must have been terrible.”
William gave a wry smile. “For the most part it was bloody awful but war brings out the worst and the best in men. It brings blood and screams but it also forges the bonds of friendship.” He lifted a poker and gave the logs on the fire a tentative stab. “Of course, you also had the peace of mind that you knew who wanted to kill you. Oh, the locals could switch loyalties but you rarely placed your trust in them.”
“You can trust me, William.”
“I did not mean you, my friend,” William replied noticing the forlorn look on Isaac’s face. He knew that Isaac Naismith was a man who felt deep regret and shame because his brother had been a killer in the employ of the Ripper. “You are one of the few men in this loathsome city that I trust without hesitation.”
“Thank you,” Isaac replied through a developing smile.
“Look out there,” William instructed, his tone remaining serious.  “Three constables all working hard without slacking or complaint. Yet for all we know, one or all three may be in the employ of the Ripper. Look beyond into the street.  The butcher, baker, bloody candlestick maker not one can we trust.” William’s jaw twitched showing his annoyance.
Isaac placed a hand on William’s shoulder. “The Ripper is a formidable opponent - you will get no argument from me on that matter. However, I think you give him far too much credit. He does not have an army at his disposal or the wealth of kings. He is simply a man of cruel intelligence and is determined to use that intelligence to create chaos and destruction. I do not doubt his capabilities but sooner or later he will make an error that will bring him within our reach. When that happens, I will wager it is you who will be there to deliver justice.”
“I think you have more faith in my capabilities than they deserve,” William replied but managed a slight.
“Quite possibly...you pay my wages and it really isn’t the done thing to call your employer a bloody idiot.” Isaac burst out laughing and was rewarded with a playful punch to his upper arm.




Chapter 4
Cloveney Hall December 1891
The home of Sir Simeon Harkness felt the weight of the winter snows. It was eight months since the death of Obadiah during the attack on Cloveney Hall. The Ripper and his minions and disappeared leaving no tracks for those that sought justice to follow. With the danger to William and his men seemingly at an end, they filtered back to the city. Simeon Harkness was suddenly aware of his enforced solitude. The lure of business, so long his passion, had lost its lustre. For the first time in many years, he found himself unsure of which path to take in life. The days were empty and devoid of purpose. The only act carried out with solemn frequency was the visiting of Obadiah’s grave. A duty, religiously undertaken ignoring any inclement weather afflicting Cloveney’s grounds. For some reason, the last couple of days had taxed Simeon to the emotional hilt, but as the sun brought a new day, Simeon’s mood lightened.
He strode from the interior of the great manor. He did not care a jot for the cold as his eyes remained fixed to the furthest point on the Cloveney estate’s horizon. He hoped to see a carriage fighting its way through the snow. The shroud of white, however, remained obstinately unblemished. Suddenly, he felt heavy fabric being placed on his shoulders. Simeon had not heard Tomkins approach but was grateful to his employee for bringing out his coat.
“Thank you, Tomkins. I fear William will not arrive this day. The inclement weather will block the roads.” Simeon shook his head, displaying his disappointment he felt at the lost opportunity to see his son.
“Master William is a man of determination, Sir. I doubt he will allow a little snow to conquer his wish to be at your side.” Tomkins replied.
Simeon smiled. “Yes - he has always been bloody-minded. He must follow in his mother’s footsteps.” He turned and looked directly at Tomkins.
“Yes, sir.” Tomkins’ face displayed no trace of a smile.
“You should have been a politician, Tomkins.”
“Thank you, sir.” He turned on his heels and retreated into the interior of Cloveney.
Simeon was once again left alone. He looked into the distance, trying to visualise where the meandering road lay. The snows hid every feature of his home. The vista displayed the hall’s grounds as a corpse in a sombre shroud. If his wife had been alive, the snows would not have been a source of melancholy. He could almost see her entertaining the young William with carefree abandonment, a state of mind he had never mastered. They would have played for hours, and then as the boy slept from his exertions, she would have taken to her paints. He had always marvelled at how she not only captured the landscape, but the feelings attached to each scene. Each of her canvasses bore witness to happier times. Her collection stood in testament to the joy once felt at Cloveney. It was an atmosphere that Simeon doubted would ever return.  He gave an involuntary shrug and whispered to himself, “What Cloveney needed was a child’s laughter.”
Sir Simeon Harkness reached into his jacket and clasped his flask. Moments later he felt the liquid it contained warm his throat. He gave a silent salute to distant, more joyous times and promptly returned the container to its original resting place. He turned, but as he was about to retreat to the comfort of Cloveney, movement in the distance caught his eye. He spun around as an excitement gripped his soul.
His eyes narrowed as he studied the shape more closely. As it drew nearer, the unmistakable outline of a horse-drawn carriage emerged. The mist that rose from the sweating beasts at its front hovered like locusts in the sky. The wheels of the transport threw the trampled snow into the air as if in disgust at the downfalls attempt to slow its progress. With each moment the carriage drew closer, and Simeon’s excitement became harder to deny. The calm exterior of a man of position faltered at the thought of seeing his son and the delightful Emily.
The carriage and horses came to a halt at the bellowing order of the driver. A tall figure immediately stepped from the carriage his heavy frame disrupting the virginal snow at his feet.
“William, my boy! I doubted you make it through.” Simeon could not keep the joy from showing on his face.
“No easy task, Father. However, Emily is not easily dissuaded.” As William spoke, Emily’s familiar smile, appeared in the doorway of the carriage. Then as she began to disembark, Simeon could not believe his eyes.
“Emily.” He could only manage her name as his eyes focused on the slightly fuller figure that Emily now possessed.
“I wanted to tell you, but William thought it would make a pleasant surprise.” Her hand drifted to the small but definite rise in her clothing that dominated her slender frame. Simeon’s pitiful attempt at concealing his excitement at William’s arrival now evaporated completely. He rushed forward, and as William offered a hand in greeting, he brushed it aside. The younger Harkness was plucked from the snow, in a bear-like embrace. William’s face showed his shock at Simeon’s embrace, but moments later his son was returning the embrace with equal vigour. A cough emanated from the carriage, and the embrace was at an end as Simeon rushed to Emily’s side.
“Is the surprise a pleasant one, Simeon?” she asked.
“I am overjoyed, Emily. Come,” he held out a hand, “let us get you inside.”
Within the hour, the cold was driven from Cloveney’s new inhabitants. A roaring fire and warm beverage helped vanquish the effects of the long journey. Tomkins placed a blanket across Emily’s lap.
“Thank you, that is most kind,” Emily announced as she accepted the covering.
“Will there be anything else,” Tomkins enquired of the room.
“That will be all, Tomkins,” Simeon replied. “I trust preparations are in place for tomorrow.”
“All is in order, sir.”
“Good, ensure that we are not disturbed and ... thank you, Tomkins.”
“Very good, sir.” Tomkins gave a polite nod to Emily and took his leave. As he closed the door, William turned to Simeon.
“Preparations?” William asked.
“I thought that Cloveney would benefit from welcome friends rather than the usual guests.”
“Such as?” William’s eyes narrowed slightly.
Simeon could tell that his son was becoming suspicious. “The men from Slaughter Yard and their families...amongst others.”
“You’re acting secretive, Father,”
“That is because tonight is for family, William. All will be revealed with a new day.” He gave William a mischievous smile, knowing all too well that his son’s curiosity had been aroused, and that curiosity would gnaw at him for the remainder of the night.
***
The following morning William rose early from his bed. He dressed in silence ensuring that he did not wake Emily. As he closed the door to his room, he immediately heard his father’s voice. However, to William’s surprise, the noise was coming from the upper reaches of Cloveney Hall. He could not fight the urge to investigate.
Cloveney was not a small building, and it was ten minutes before William felt he was closing on his father’s location. Tomkins rushed passed him, the house employee wearing a mask of irritation. William was going to speak but decided to let the man continue in his duties.
His father’s voice could still be heard, but William was at a loss to whom he was speaking. Then quite abruptly, the sound of his father’s voice was replaced by a series of bangs and scraping. Apart from the occasional curse word, his father fell silent. William placed a foot on the highest stairwell in the Cloveney household. It had been many years since he had ventured on those steps. They led to the hall’s attic; as a boy, his mother had taken him to the very heavens of Cloveney. In the vast storage space, she had hidden away many of her paintings that were not for public viewing. William and his mother had spent many hours going through the canvasses and the reasons she loved each of them. Even as a boy he knew that the paintings were kept private because of their special meaning and not because of any imperfection. His mother was not the type of woman to keep inferior work for sentimental reasons.
He took each step cautiously. For some reason, he felt as though he was encroaching on his father’s personal space, although he had never known him to visit the attic before. However, the door that lay at the top of the staircase was ajar. If his father wished for solitude, then surely it would have been closed, removing the space beyond from the rest of the world. Moments later, William was stepping through the doorway and allowing his eyes to adjust to the dim light. He spied his father in the distance. His father seemed to be struggling to move a substantial chest. He toyed with the idea of retreating to the lower levels of Cloveney, but he was gripped by curiosity.
“Father, what are you doing?” Simeon Harkness turned, but thankfully there was no sign of the scowl that William had been expecting.
“I haven’t been up here for years. It seems those that I employ are incapable of keeping the place in good order.” He held up his hands with obvious dismay at his staff’s shortcomings.
“What are you looking for?” William moved closer and as he did so, he observed his father slide the chest out of the way to reveal a large crate. A smile emerged on the older man’s face.
“I thought Emily would appreciate this.” Simeon Harkness unclipped the top of the crate and allowed the wooden frontage to drop to the floor. William could not prevent a gasp escaping as he spied what lay within.
“I didn’t realise that you had kept it.” Moving forward he felt the tears well in his eyes. The ornate rocking horse brought memories from a time of great happiness flooding back. He stretched out a hand and touched the cold wooden surface, delighting in the contoured shaping of the mount’s form. The dappled grey body enhanced by the thick black real horse hair, which hung as mane and tail. He traced the muscles of the animal, down the flank and leg until he reached the ornate curved stand. He observed the beautifully sculptured lettering that spelt out his name.
“Some possessions are not for sale. Besides, the blood, sweat, and tears to make it, and also the smile on your face when we gave it to you, ensured that it would never be sold.”
“I never knew.”
“You were a child. There was no need for you to know.”
“But still...I have never known you to turn your hand to craft. It’s beautiful, Father.”
“That was your mother’s influence. She had a gift for showing the world a different side to Sir Simeon Harkness. She was a remarkable woman.”
“Yes, she was,” William replied. He wasn’t used to hearing his father mention the woman they had both loved and lost. In the past, William had found it a source of annoyance that his father avoided such intimate talk with vigour. “I am only just realising that she also had a remarkable husband. I am sorry it took me so long, Father.”
Simeon stretched out a hand and gave William’s shoulder a squeeze. He coughed as if trying to clear a lump in his throat. “Would you and Emily like it?”
“Yes of course. Thank you.” There was a lull in the conversation as William continued to admire the horse. Eventually, however, his mind pulled him back to more pressing matters. When do the other guests arrive?” He tried to sound matter of fact.
“I am expecting them from midday. Your men and their families will need time to rest from the journey. Abberline, Faraday, and Fitzgerald have been invited too. There are some other people I wish you to meet.” William’s heart sank believing his father still wished to involve him in the world of privilege, take his place as rightful heir of Cloveney Hall. Simeon Harkness must have noticed the crestfallen look on his face. “Not those sorts of men, William. I am not trying to be dramatic, but these men are my soldiers. They wage war on my behalf, not usually with pistol or blade, but it does happen. They have talents that we require if we are going to bring the Ripper to task. It’s clear that the man, and his followers we hunt are capable of hiding their finances. These men will discover all that is concealed
“If Scotland Yard cannot find...”
“Scotland Yard has a rulebook. Men like Abberline may skip a few pages, but essentially, he holds that book as dear, as any bible. My men have only one rule, and that is to find their target.”
“Then why have you not set these men to the task before now, father?”
“It was your world, William, one in which I was not welcome. That changed when they killed my,” he paused briefly to correct himself, “when they killed our friend. I could not stand by, no matter the differences between us. You still have command, William. I am merely placing my resources at your disposal. I hope you will be accepting of my help.”
“The time for egos is at an end. I am grateful for any assistance. Besides, Obadiah would want us to avenge his death walking side by side.”
“That he would, my boy...that he would.”
***
The day marched on, and as it did, Cloveney gave new guests sanctuary from the wintry world beyond. The first to arrive was Isaac and Rebecca. To William’s surprise, Dr Fitzgerald had shared a carriage with them on the journey from London. The doctor smiled and displayed an almost playful side to her character. William could not decide whether he was amused at the change or unsettled. A smiling, playful Fitzgerald somehow disrupted the natural order of things.
Isaac seemed oblivious to Fitzgerald’s behaviour and only had eyes for Rebecca.  He was clearly delighted to have her on his arm. He insisted in introducing Rebecca to almost every member of the household and that included a number of the staff. To Rebecca’s credit, she took the attention in good grace. William guessed that she must feel overwhelmed by her surroundings. It was so different from the world that she knew, so far removed from the grime of London.
The next carriage to arrive carried Jack, Gossup, and Alfie. The young lad did not stray far from Gossup’s side. William had offered him a home at his house in London or Cloveney if he preferred, but Alfie chose to live with Gossup. To William’s surprise, his former private had not protested. The old rogue even seemed to revel in his new parental role.
Abberline was the next to arrive. As William watched the Inspector disembark from the carriage, he was shocked to see that he was not alone. He became suddenly aware of how little he knew of Abberline, other than that he was a fine policeman. For some reason seeing Abberline with a female came as a shock. William was rooted to the spot and Abberline and his guest approached him before he could regain his composure or offer welcome. The female burst into laughter.
“You must be William. Fred told me that you were a handsome fellow.”
“I said no such thing,” Abberline interrupted.
“Fred!” A voice sounded from behind William. It was quickly followed by hurrying footsteps and moments late, Emily was planting a kiss on Abberline’s cheek. “And this must be Emma? I have heard all about you.”
“What!” William interrupted. “I am sorry but am I the only person who doesn’t know who you are?”
“Calm yourself, William.” As she spoke, Emily placed a hand on his cheek. “This is Fred’s wife, Emma.”
“You’re married – why have you never told me?” William’s tone was a little stern. However, he did feel a little let down that Frederick Abberline had kept such a large part of his life secret.
“My husband believes that I am safer if kept away from his life in the city.  I just think I embarrass him.”
“That you do, but I would still keep you safe.” Abberline gave a smile and received a playful slap from Emma.
William realised he was being foolish. “Where are my manners, please forgive me. Emma, I am delighted to meet you.”
“Don’t apologise, Fred can be the most difficult man,” she replied.
“All men are stunted when it comes to emotion,” Emily announced. “Shall we leave them to talk about violence and murder.” Emily took Emma by the arm and led her away. Moments later, both women could be heard in joyful laughter. William had a suspicion that he and Abberline were more than likely the source of their merriment.
William turned to Abberline. “Why didn’t you tell me, Fred?”
“I have spent my whole life dealing with filth. My days have been spent covered in blood or shit. I have no wish to spoil the only thing of beauty in my life. In the not too distant future, I will leave Scotland Yard. It would be nice to have something pure with which to spend the remainder of my days. Does that make any sense?”
William looked at Abberline. It came as a shock that the old copper had thoughts of leaving Scotland Yard.  Up until this moment, William had thought Abberline would only leave in a wooden box. He had always respected Abberline, and this somehow reinforced that respect, Frederick Abberline was not just a starched collar blindly following a law book. He was an ordinary man with ordinary ambitions but with a sense of duty, which all culminated in an extraordinary policeman. “Of course, it makes sense. Now let me get you a drink.”
The two men walked into the main hall. William did not ask the staff to fetch a drink. He collected two glasses and went to a shelf on which stood a large decorative vase. He reached inside and pulled out a bottle of his favourite whiskey. Abberline barked with laughter.
“It never hurts to be prepared,” William announced.
“Oh, Faraday sends his apologies. He has been given the task of driving the gangs out of the docks.  I doubt we will see him any time soon.” Abberline gave a mischievous grin.
“Is it a fool’s errand?”
“It is an impossible task. The gangs run the docks. For a small percentage, they keep the crime level down because few individuals would risk upsetting any of the gangs.”
“So why bother?”
“Because some bloody politician has probably decided to sweep clean the docks as part of a moral crusade. They should take a brush to politics first,” Abberline growled.
William was about to reply when he observed his father heading in his direction with three men in close attendance.




Chapter 5
Sir Simeon Harkness strode across the main hall. The three men to his rear gave off an impression of confidence despite each one of them not suiting their opulent surroundings.
“William, Abberline, we are still waiting on some guests, but I wanted to introduce you to some of my men who will hopefully prove useful to our investigation.”
“Our investigation,” Abberline asked.
It was William who replied. “Yes, my father has kindly placed his resources at our disposal.” He was not sure how Abberline would react to Simeon joining the hunt for the Ripper.  Abberline remained quiet and only gave a nod to show that he had heard William clarify his father’s role. Simeon must have sensed a possible problem because he quickly moved onto introducing the men at his side.
“This is Bakari, Benjamin and...”
“Richard Tallow,” William interrupted “we have already met.”
“I wondered if you would remember me,” Tallow replied.
“When a man shows up at a murder scene without good reason - I tend to remember his face.”
“I am sorry. You father wished that we were introduced here at Cloveney. I thought it best to keep my true purpose for being at the rail tracks temporarily close to my chest.”
“Well perhaps you will enlighten us now,” Abberline growled.
“We had received information that Gilbert Wilde had links to the Cronos Cult and therefore, the Ripper.”
“And you did not think to inform us?” Abberline’s tone made it clear to all present that he was not impressed with Richard Tallow.
“We had no proof. I went to his home merely to get a look at the man.”
“Tell me about this man Gilbert Wilde,” William interrupted, sensing that Abberline was starting to build up a head of steam and liable to roll over Tallow. Although, it seemed to William that Tallow was enjoying the confrontation, even if he was trying his best to hide the fact.
“Gilbert Wilde worked in the city for Drummonds. Apparently, he was an established name in the world of banking when he was suddenly fired from his position.”
“Caught with his hand in the till, no doubt,” Abberline suggested.
“Wilde probably never saw a till. His expertise was raising capital for business. The reason for his dismissal has so far eluded us, but we do know that no charges were ever laid against him. We can only assume that Drummonds did not wish to raise concerns amongst their customers - or that Wilde left with information that could prove embarrassing to influential people. What we have been able to determine is that during his time at Drummonds he was responsible for certain businesses and landowners, one of which, was Sir Rufus Thom. Wilde’s signature also appears on a claim against Thom’s estate as a witness to the authenticity of the claimants.”
William could not help being impressed. In a few months, Tallow and his friends had obtained more information about the possible financial movements of Cronos than he and Scotland Yard had managed in few years.
“So, this information just fell into your lap. Tallow I applaud the work of you and your men, but if you are to be part of this investigation, then there must be no secrets.”  Tallow looked to Simeon for guidance.
“Tell him, Richard,” Simeon ordered.
“We simply began by identifying how many men were capable of hiding a money trail from Scotland Yard.” Tallow held up his hand to prevent interruption. “I realise you may scream hundreds, perhaps thousands but you would be wrong. This is no blunt instrument used by a London gang, if they are detected then a fire usually consumes the evidence, and they disappear into the shadows of the City. The cult of Cronos would require something far subtler. They have to bribe officials to gather their information, so they need plenty of funds. They need properties and men they can trust. Remember that even identities within the cult will be unknown to one another, this may help prevent arrest but it is a logistical nightmare. William, I believe I am correct that Joseph Locke the first Cronos killer you thwarted, did not know the identities of the other members. He was a single cog in an elaborate clock.”
“That is correct...he only knew them by the names given to them by the cult.”
“My point exactly – you could not keep secrets with one property. You would need a number of safe houses dotted around the city, an entire spider’s web. I am guessing that you would also need a man capable of unearthing secrets...secrets that are hidden in documents, buried in ledgers. You would need a man who knew the law but despised it. You would need a man reckless enough to work for killers but hold onto to enough common sense to stay loyal. Suddenly, that list of men has shortened dramatically.”
“And you believe you know the identity of this loathsome fellow,” William asked.
“Know him and have him,” Tallow crowed. “The man in question is Edgar Finch, and he currently resides in our care. He is a dishonest wretch, but he is no fool. He knows that his life is now in our hands. He also knows that the moment he divulges all of his secrets he loses importance, and his safety will no longer be our concern.”
“Give me five minutes, he will talk,” Abberline announced.
“I do not doubt your skill at interrogation Inspector, but Finch is trying to survive. Your knuckles against his flesh will not loosen his tongue. He will give us information but it will be a trickle, not a deluge. I have a plan to pierce the dam, but I will need your assistance.”
“You will have it. Surely though, he has given you some information?” William’s tone was almost desperate.
“The documents that Finch possesses contain very few names. We are relying on Finch, and his investigation into his own clients.”
“His investigation?”
“Oh, he was quite open about his future intentions. He knew one day the Cronos cult would break apart. When that happened - the followers would pay handsomely to keep details of their past from reaching the authorities. It seems there is no honour amongst killers. He gave us three names, Gilbert Wilde, James Courtney and Peter Simmons. I went to Wilde’s home and could tell that there had been a disturbance despite an attempt at hiding the fact. It was pure chance that I discovered you at the rail tracks as I was simply scouting the area. Bakari and Benjamin visited the home of James Courtney, he has no family, but his elderly housekeeper said that he had gone on a business trip and wasn’t expected to return for a number of days. He has still not returned. I can only imagine he is either dead or on the run. You know the fate of Peter Simmons.”
“And how did you require our assistance?” William asked.
“Well...” Tallow began.
“Enough!” Emily appeared at William’s shoulder. “This can wait until the morning. We have more guests arriving and they have come to celebrate Christmas with friends and family.”
“You are quite right, Emily,” Simeon responded. “Gentlemen, this can wait until tomorrow.”
***
London
The snow drove the Londoners off the streets and into their homes. The less fortunate huddled in doorways and beneath bridge arches in an attempt to escape the biting cold. Even the unusually heavy downfall, however, could not put the mighty city to sleep. London’s heartbeat was reduced to a murmur, but its pulse was constant. Despite the reduced number of populace on the streets. A number of individuals still moved without attracting attention. They travelled as individuals, to a location that they, until that very night, were unaware of its existence. This was no luxury hotel or ornate country residence set in picturesque middle England. The building was located near the docks, far enough away to diminish the chance of prying eyes. Any closer and the constant hum of the employees working at the docks, risked its guests being observed.
The main street gave way to an alley, which in turn surrendered to a secretive passage. As each traveller arrived, they slipped without hesitation through a doorway hidden by stacked barrels.  The door led to the interior of a warehouse.  Those that entered each encountered a strongly built man who was seemingly designed by God to break bones and bend others to his master’s will. The man-mountain did not speak. He simply handed each of the new arrivals a candle, then nodded in the direction that they must travel. The individuals did not question, meekly taking the pitiful source of light and walking into the interior’s gloom.
At first, it seemed the warehouse was devoid of life; the darkness oppressive against the weak candlelight. Eventually, a dim glow appeared in the distance and with the passing of time that glow became a mass of individuals, carrying their own candle. The crowd had formed a circle, and a number of hooded figures had fashioned another within it. At the very centre, one figure held the attention of all without uttering a word. He stood rock-like without movement or sound, his stillness drawing their interest like flies to a rotting carcass. He waited until he could sense their eagerness to hang on his every word.
“We find ourselves in troublesome times. The actions of Sir Rufus Thom’s offspring have placed our movement in jeopardy. Some of you joined in the clamour to destroy William Harkness and his men. I warned against such foolery. I fear that many gathered here will now pay the price.”
“Then why do we not simply remove the threat?” a voice sounded from the crowd.
“Ah - bloodlust. It’s a testament to your stupidity. Removing William Harkness now would serve no purpose. We have a far greater enemy in his father.” He held up a hand to prevent the next obvious statement that would come from the followers of Cronos. “Killing Sir Simeon Harkness would prove difficult and futile. He is a man of intelligence and will have instructed those that follow him to complete his wishes, even if he loses his life. There is no doubt in my mind that he would anticipate an attempt on his life.”
One of the hooded figures of the circle spoke.
“Then what course of action is open to us, Alpha?” The hood hid his face, but it could not hide the concern within his voice.
“It is simple. We must discover what Harkness knows, and which of us has been placed in peril.”
“Perhaps he knows nothing.”
“Two months ago, men in the employ of Sir Simeon Harkness raided the offices of Edgar Finch in Johannesburg.” His words were met by gasps from the secretive audience. “As many of you know, Mr Finch has provided us with a legal shield against prying eyes. He has proven most adept at keeping Scotland Yard’s finest from our door. Nonetheless, it is important that we recognise that Edgar Finch is a loathsome, dishonest, grub of a man. He thinks only of his purse, and we cannot expect loyalty. We can be certain that Finch will talk. We can also be sure he will attempt to make a deal. He will release what he knows slowly.  That gives us an opportunity to act.”
“We must flee!” Another voice called out from the crowd.
“The followers of Cronos do not flee. I am Alpha, and I shall lead us from the darkness that threatens to extinguish our light. We will not run, but we will fall back and wait for our enemies to make their mistakes. We shall eradicate any trace linking us to the disloyal Finch. My contact within Scotland Yard will keep us informed of Simeon and William Harkness, and how they prepare to move against us. Is that not so, Faraday?”  He turned and took a step closer to one of his followers. The hooded figure directly to Alpha’s front cleared its throat.
“It will be done, but how did you pick me out in the crowd?”
“The hood covers the features of the face, Faraday. However, the missing digits on your left hand declare your identity to the world. Besides, I do not want this threat to prick your sense of duty. You are known to every single man and woman that stands in honour of Cronos.”
“Have I not carried out your orders?” Faraday’s voice was filled with rage.
“And that will continue.” Alpha turned from Faraday, his attention switching once more to the concerned followers of Cronos. “I have a plan for our tormentors, but it will take time. Until the moment of our deliverance we must retreat to the shadows.” There was a murmuring of agreement from the crowd. “Go to your homes and await instruction. Be vigilant and have faith in Cronos.”
As the crowd began to break apart, Alpha watched as individual candles bounced in the darkness as their owners picked their way towards London’s night air. He could not help feeling bored with the fools. He had decided months before that the followers of Cronos had outgrown their usefulness. It was nearing the time to remove them from his life.
“Faraday, I have tasks for you. “
“You should not have revealed my identity. Faraday’s tone was harsh.
“Many that make their way from this place are loyal to me. Others have Cronos in their hearts and minds. You are here because you have no choice. Given half a chance you would cut my throat and enjoy the act.”
“I am not like you – I do not enjoy taking another’s life.”
“Then you had best ensure that you complete your tasks in all haste,” Alpha snapped. For a moment, silence hung in the air like a slaughtered beast. Then Alpha raised a hand containing a note. Faraday reluctantly took it and read the words on its surface.
“What is this?”
“It is a location that I am sure is not known to Edgar Finch. You will ensure that it is ready for my arrival.”
“Surely, there are others best suited to this...” Faraday was not permitted to finish.
“Consider it a test of your loyalty, Inspector.” Alpha raised a hand and grasped Faraday by the jaw. “The location would be better if the current residents were no longer present. They should be removed, and not given the opportunity to complain.” Faraday’s eyes widened as it became evident what he was being asked to do. “You may not enjoy killing, Faraday, but if I instruct to do so, then you will commit slaughter. Be quick for I have another task that will require all of your skill.”




Chapter 6
Emily was undoubtedly stirred from her slumber by the unmistakable sound of William attempting to get dressed without creating noise. He had wanted to leave before she woke but the previous night’s consumption of alcohol deprived him of his usual nimbleness. His head and body hurt in equal measure, but a task lay before him, and he would not be found wanting.
“What are you doing up so early?” Emily asked.
He winced knowing that he had failed in avoiding an awkward conversation. “I have a task to complete. It will not take long, and I will be back before dinner.”
“It is supposed to be a celebration William. Could it not wait for a few days?”
“I wish with all my heart that it could, my love.” He crossed the room and brushed the hair from her eyes. “I promise that the day will still be young when I return.” He moved away and collected the pepperbox pistol from the cupboard. As he checked the weapon was loaded, he felt the glare of Emily’s eyes upon him, he raised his head to meet her stare. “There is no danger, but it never hurts to be prepared.” He gave a smile in an attempt to reassure. Emily raised herself from the bed and began to pull on her gown. “What are you doing?”
“I will not laze in bed as you march off to all manner of dangers. I can at least make you some breakfast.”
“I haven’t time.”
“Then I can kiss you goodbye.”
“But you can do that here.”
“William, do I tell you how to run around London and smack heads?” she snapped.
“Smack heads?” William could not help smiling at Emily’s unusual choice of words.
“It seems that Gossup’s colourful language is rubbing off on me. Why are you laughing? You think I am just weak and feeble unable to survive outside this bubble of luxury.”
William pulled her close and let his hands explore her body. “You are certainly not weak, and I do not doubt that you could survive. Although,” he smiled mischievously, “you would have to use your more impressive skills.”
“William Harkness, you are a pig. I pity your poor son with you as a father figure.”
“Can I help being bewitched by your body?”
Emily laughed. “I feel I am too full in the figure to be bewitching.”
“Nonsense! I have never witnessed such beauty.”
“I think you have received too many blows to the head.” She raised a hand to his face, “be careful today.”
“There is no danger, but it is a task that I must carry out.”
Within thirty minutes, William, and many of those that had arrived at Cloveney Hall the previous night, had clambered onto their mounts. With little ceremony, they raised hands in farewell to those who remained and rode away.
***
Emily moved through the household; she sought a place of solitude. She felt a deep, darkening gloom within her soul. She knew that she should be feeling joyous at the upcoming birth of her child. Nonetheless, Emily could not shake her inner dread. She glanced down at the trembling flesh of her hands.
“Emily,” a voice sounded. It made her jump because she had believed she was alone.
“Simeon... sorry I was lost in my thoughts.”
He crossed the room and sat down at her side. He placed his strong, powerful hands about hers. “You have not been yourself, Emily.”
“Just tired...I am sure a few days rest is all I require.” The tears welled in her eyes as she spoke.
“What is it?” He asked, and as he did so, he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped a tear from her cheek. “You seem distracted.”
“It started when we were all gathered in the hall. I could not help thinking of Obadiah, Gaetan, and young Tom. Even Bessie entered my thoughts, and I know she would have liked nothing more than to see us all dead. How many more, Simeon? The Ripper still walks free and I know William will not stop pursuing him. I could not ask him to betray his lost friends. Try as I might, I cannot stop feeling so terribly sad. It is like a dark cloud has descended on my every thought.”
Simeon did not reply immediately. He wiped more tears from Emily’s face. “I am no expert when it comes to expecting mothers. I can only speak from my experiences. When William was nearing the time to enter the world, his mother totally changed from the woman I had known. Both heart and mind were consumed by darkness. One moment she was angry and then she would sob for hours and nothing I said would lift her mood. Then William was born, and it was like the dawn of a new day. The despair lifted and the woman I loved returned.” He took her hand once more in his and stared into her sorrowful eyes. “I will not let anything happen to you, Emily.”
“And William?”
“William is a grown man that has chosen his path. His journey is filled with peril, but I will do what I can to keep him safe. However, his greatest shield is the love he feels for you. It would be a brave or foolish man that tries to rip him from your side.”
“London seems so ominous to me now. I dread returning to its solemn streets,” Emily said.
“There is no need to return. Cloveney is your home as much as it is mine or William’s. You are welcome to take up residence until you are ready to return to London.”
“Do you mean it, Simeon?” For the first time during the encounter, a smile appeared on her face.
“Of course, as long as William agrees.”
“Oh, he will.”
The humming of Dr Fitzgerald halted the conversation. She had clearly not been unaware of Emily and Simeon as she jumped slightly when she finally realised that she was not alone.
“Forgive me.” Dr Fitzgerald’s faced flushed slightly. “I was exploring, it is such a beautiful home. I will leave you in peace.” The doctor started to move away.
“Actually, Emily do you mind? I need to have a moment of the good doctor’s time.”
“Of course not... I will return to my room.”
“Nonsense, stay here. Fitzgerald and I can speak in my study.” Simeon smiled and placed a gentle hand on her shoulder before rising, then leading the doctor towards his study.
***
Sir Simeon Harkness poured out two drinks. As he did so his eyes never left Dr Fitzgerald, an act that seemed to make her feel uncomfortable.
“Forgive me Sir Simeon, but I cannot understand why you would need to talk to me. We have had no dealings as far as I am aware.”
“Oh, you are responsible for the Ripper’s dead, which means that you are part of my son’s inner circle – willing or not. My son is awe of your abilities.”
“I am employed by the City, but I will do what I can to aid your son to bring this madman to justice.”
“Justice – a word that covers a multitude of sins,” Simeon replied. He watched her closely and for the first time was sure he noticed real concern.
“Why am I here?”
“Before I explain, I want you to know that I am a friend.” He held up a hand to prevent her from speaking. “However, I need to tell you what I know, and it would be in your interests to listen. You are an intelligent and successful woman. In these times that is remarkable but more so, when your upbringing was chaotic and violent. Your father was abusive to both you and your mother. This violence culminated in your mother’s death, and when you turned to the authorities, you were ignored.”
“I believe I know this story.” Her jaw clenched, displaying her annoyance.
“That you do.” Simeon could not help feeling sorry for Fitzgerald. His investigation into her past had discovered the terror she had faced in her younger years. “You killed your father, and he was not the last to fall beneath your blade.”
“I…” Fitzgerald tried to interrupt.
“I am not interested in denials,” he allowed his words to hang in the air. “I am also not interested in your past as long as you control your temptation to take the law into your own hands. My son may not care a jot for his reputation, but I will protect him from both enemy and friend whether he likes it or not.”
“You are not going to inform, Abberline?” The disbelief was evident on her face.
“You have killed – there are some that claim the taking of any life is a sin. I believe that allowing evil to walk the earth is a greater a sin. I have done many things in my life that the good Inspector Abberline is best not knowing. We shall leave the past where it belongs. What do you say?”
“Yes… and thank you.”
***
Josh watched from the converted water tower’s window. He was intrigued to see his mounted friends moving at pace towards his position. He plucked his beloved rifle from the table, and gently caressed the barrel.
“Looks like we are going to have some fun, ole gal.” He continued to feel the contours of the weapon that had served him so well.
“What...what is happening?” A voice sounded to his rear.
Josh turned to stare at Finch. The man had taken on the look of a startled rabbit. “How the hell do I know?” Finch rose from his chair and moved to look out of the window. “Get back you bloody idiot. I am not the only man who can shoot a fly off a cow’s arse.”  Finch jumped backwards, the colour draining from the substantial flesh of his face.
“What are we going to do?”
“Well I am going wait for Tallow to bring news and you are going to sit there and be quiet.”
It was not long before the door to their room was flung open and a breathless Tallow fought to force air into his lungs. Eventually, he regained his composure. “Why in God’s name do we pick a hideout that has so many stairs?”
“It gives us the advantage of surveying the surrounding area,” Josh stated the obvious. He was keen to know what had caused Tallow to hurry. “What is happening?”
“Am I in danger?” Finch interrupted.
“What did I say? Sit there and be quiet. The adults are talking.” Josh scolded Finch; the look on his face showed the dislike he held for the man.
“We were returning, but then about four miles out we noticed we were being followed. We tried to shake them and thought we had succeeded. It would seem they have skills.” Tallow pointed out of the window towards a black shape, undoubtedly numerous riders, in the distance.
“Well, Betsy here will thin their ranks.” Josh tapped the barrel of his beloved weapon.
“Bakari believes he has the perfect spot for you to introduce Betsy to our uninvited guests. Go to him, and I will play nursemaid to Finch.” Just for a moment, confusion was etched into Josh’s face. The window would have given him the most advantageous spot to wreak havoc amongst their enemies. However, he had learned over the years not to question Tallow’s orders, and so he nodded his agreement and left the room.
“Should we not run?” Finch asked.
Tallow sighed at Finch interrupting his thoughts but allowed his smile to form and spoke to his captive as a nanny would talk to a child. “We are outnumbered and two of our number, including you, are without mounts. Unless you have misled me and you are in possession of a speed that I have not bore witness. It is best that we pick our place of battle.”
“But...”
“Listen, these men prove that the men you once served know that you are within our grasp. You can continue to give us information like a dripping tap. That will take time, which means more men will come and attempt to remove your tongue. Or you can, for once in your pitiful life, tell all you know and in good time. When you have no information left to give, the reason to kill you loses its importance.” Tallow’s eyes burned into Finch.
“But he will kill me anyway.”
“He?” Tallow pressed.
“I do not know his real name and could not pick him out of a crowd. I have, however, met him and I can tell you that I would rather spend a night with a displeased Bakari than five minutes in his presence. He gets beneath your skin. You feel the man more than see him. I am not a good man, Tallow. But the man I met is not of this world...he walks with the devil as a shadow.”
“Then you should realise that the devil does not deal in forgiveness. You have one hope - pray that we lay our hands on him before he lays his on you.”
A shot rang out, and Tallow motioned that the conversation was at an end. Within moments, that single shot was joined by further gunfire and screams. Tallow pulled a pistol and fired from the window. Now and then a bullet would hit the brickwork of the tower. Finch forced his impressive bulk beneath his bed frame. He placed his hands over his ears and closed his eyes. Then the silence descended.
“Stay where you are, do not move until I return,” Tallow ordered.
“What? Do not leave me,” Finch pleaded.
“You are safe – just stay away from the window. A fortunate shot kills as readily as a skilful one.”
Moments later, Tallow had descended the steps of the tower. As he walked out into the bright sunlight of the day he was met with the smiles of his men.
“Any injuries?”
“It was an uneventful battle?” Bakari replied.
“What happens now?” Benjamin asked.
“You and Josh go and guard our friend. He is currently wedged beneath his bed frame - it is a sight to behold. There is no rush to tell him that the danger has gone.” Tallow laughed but was careful to ensure his merriment would not carry to the ears of Finch. “Bakari and I will clear the bodies and then return to Cloveney.”
Bakari and Tallow had walked out towards the fallen. The snow was ankle deep, and only the occasional long tuffs of brown grass broke the white blanket. Here and there a body lay crumpled and unmoving. The stillness of the dead somehow matched the mood of the wintry weather. Tallow approached one of the forlorn figures and gave it a nudge with the side of his boot.
“Acting is a worthwhile profession, but one must realise that the dead do not hide their flesh from the snow.”
“It is bloody freezing.”
“Well, you can get up now, William. The brave Mr Finch is currently hiding beneath his bed and will be there for some time.” Suddenly the dead rose from their resting place and shook the snow from their clothes.
“I hope this was worth the effort,” William grumbled as he continued to brush the snow away. His fingers stung as the piercing cold gnawed at the exposed flesh.
“I think it will loosen Finch’s tongue. He is beginning to see the fragility of his position. I have no doubt he will hold something back – he is, after all, a deal maker. Men always revert to type when pressure is applied. However, I think your sacrifice will bear fruit.” Tallow slapped William on the shoulder.
“We will see, but if I do not return to Cloveney in all haste, Emily will ensure that my resurrection is short lived.”




Chapter 7
Hartshill Castle lay in the Midlands, situated in the picturesque county of Warwickshire. The building had held a special place in the heart of the local populace for centuries. It also played an essential role in the spiritual lives of those that worked and lived nearby. In the stone age, the site proved vital in supplying flint for tools and weapons.  Those that benefited from the site performed rituals in gratitude. As the centuries passed, the location, now with permanent buildings, allowed weary travellers a place of sanctuary in otherwise hostile terrain. It became home to a motte and bailey castle and then later exchanged its timbers for granite. Around the same time as the castle became an effective military building, it also reaffirmed its religious links. A stone chapel was erected, and the local inhabitants would see it as an important place blessed by God. As the 18th century was nearing its end, all but the chapel had fallen into disrepair. The owners, who no longer inhabited the Castle, gave it as a gift to the Saint Mary nuns of Eton of the order of Fontevrault. The building underwent some restoration, and then utilised as a place of training. Young inexperienced nuns, or those who had been deemed mischievous, were placed under a watchful disciplinarian. That is how it remained, until one dark, storm-filled night in 1891.
The only light came from the ember within Faraday’s pipe. At his rear, six constables stood without uttering a word. One of the men fingered the collar of his uniform.
“Stop bloody fidgeting,” Faraday gave a whispered bark.
“Don’t know how peelers can wear the bloody thing,” the man replied.
“Because they have a sense of duty, which makes the discomfort insignificant.”
“Stupid bleeders.”
“Enough! Now keep your mouths shut and follow me.” Faraday tapped his pipe against the trunk of a nearby tree and then stamped out the embers as they fell to the ground. Faraday crossed the lane that ran across the front of Hartshill Castle. As he reached a massive timbered gate, he stretched out a hand and rapped his knuckles on its unyielding surface. Only an eerie silence answered his summons. He was not surprised; the hour was late, and people were loathed to open the door to an unknown visitor shrouded in the darkness of the night. He placed his hand in his pocket and felt the metal object, which lay within. As he embraced the metal, he felt deep shame. William had presented him with the magic pocket lamp for helping smuggle his men from London to Cloveney Hall. Faraday had known that it was no ordinary trinket. The latest tool for lighting cigars and pipes alike had been the talk of the city. However, few other magic pocket lamps could match the quality of the one that he now held within his hand. The case was of silver, adorned with the most exquisite scrolling decoration. On its frontage, the words ‘To George, My gratitude...your friend, William.’ The message was without fuss, but Faraday knew that William did not offer friendship lightly and that was the true gift, the lamp was merely symbolic. For the time being the beauty of the piece was hidden from the world by the oppressive night. He fumbled with the piece, it noisily clicked a number of times and then the wick erupted in flame. He raised his arm and moved it from side to side. The small dancing flame highlighted a door pull, and then light from the lamp was gone.
The bell was yanked downward, and beyond the timbers barring Faraday and his men, the clanging of bells sounded. For a moment, there was silence as he and his men listened without comment. Each man subconsciously held their breath as they strained their ears to detect the thud of footsteps. Faraday raised his hand again and was about to give the bell pull another tug when his hand froze, his eyes narrowed as his ears detected the smallest of sounds. What started as a shuffle became the unmistakable sound of footsteps.
A light appeared around the edge of the gateway signalling that the person approaching carried a lantern. Faraday expected to hear a bolt being moved and the gate to open. However, a small hatchway in the gate was suddenly pulled away from the main timbers to reveal an elderly and stern looking face.
“The hour is late, and we do not accept visitors at any time of the day,” she snapped.
“I’m Inspector Faraday, of Scotland Yard.”
“I have just said that we do not accept visitors.” The eyes in the hatchway narrowed, displaying their owner’s annoyance.
“I am not seeking room and board.” Faraday snapped back. “We have two escaped criminals on the loose. If they have gained access to this place, then you will need more than God to protect you.” The hatchway slammed shut and for a moment, Faraday thought that his way would remain barred but then he heard a bolt slide from its housing and the timbers creak their displeasure at being woken from slumber. He stepped through the gateway and for the first time could see with whom he had conversed. The woman was old and the flickering lantern highlighted the many wrinkles that stood testament to her advancing years. “Who are you and how many reside within?”
“Crockworth. Those within have taken a vow of silence. It is my duty to deal with the outside world on their behalf.” She spat out the words, clearly annoyed at the Inspector’s rudeness.
“How many and where are they?” he demanded to know.
“Three are in the chapel - the rest will be in their beds. I cannot see them forgiving this disturbance. I doubt God will look kindly on your actions, either.”
Faraday’s powerful hand grasped the old woman by the throat and pinned her against the wall. Her face was forced to look upward, and as it did so, the clouds parted to reveal the moon in all its glory.
“I think - it is a certainty that God is absent from this house tonight,” Faraday muttered as he raised the knife with his free hand. “I am sorry.” He watched his own blade as it went to work. His mind noted how the moonlight can be a wondrous beauty as it dances across the surface of a lake. Or enhances the twinkle in a lover’s stare. However, as that same light caresses the length of a blade, it loses its lustre. The brilliant whiteness of the glimmer becomes spoiled with a hint of crimson and the splendour is replaced with horror. Beauty becomes a hideous testament to the shadowy world of men.
Crockworth’s eyes no longer witnessed the moon. As Faraday released his grip, the old woman slumped without ceremony to the floor. The Inspector turned to his men. “You two go the chapel – the rest of you go to the sleeping quarters.” Faraday noticed the salacious, almost ravenous look on some of the men’s faces. “Our job is to take their lives not their dignity. If your cocks leave your breeches, I will remove them.” He raised his bloodied blade to enforce his words. “Now go, work quickly.”
***
Two of Faraday’s men walked with determination toward the chapel. They were killers, men that saw cutting a throat as part of their trade. It posed no more soul searching than it did for a farmer, as he took a scythe to his crop of wheat. In truth, these men probably took a little too much enjoyment in their work and did not appreciate Faraday restricting the opportunity for them to have fun with their prey.
“He still thinks he’s better than us,” one announced but he was sure to keep his voice no more than a whisper.
“Aye, you’re right there. Never trust a man that doesn’t know what side he’s on,” his comrade replied.
“This night’s work will make up his mind. There will be no going back to those bastards at the Yard after this - so he had best take the starch from his breeches. Come let’s get this over with.”
The two men had reached the door to the Chapel. The shorter of the two men leaned forward and placed his ear against the timbers.
“What are you doing, you bloody idiot? They have taken a vow of silence.”
“Haven’t you ever broken a vow?” The diminutive figure asked.
“Yes – but I’m not a bloody nun. Get in there.”
The door was pushed forward and as the first killer emerged into the lantern light of the chapel he immediately came face to face with a young nun. Her face was etched with confusion and surprise. Her eyes widened even further when he placed a dirty powerful hand over her mouth to prevent her scream. He pushed her backwards, toppling her from her feet and onto the cold surface of the chapel’s floor. His body pressed down upon the delicate frame of the nun, and before she could attempt to wriggle free, a blade sought out her flesh.  The savage implement entered just beneath her right breast. The killer ignored the pleading within her eyes as he pushed his blade forward. He did not stop until the tip struck the hard surface beneath her body. As the light faded from her eyes, the second killer stepped over both victim and slayer.
Another daughter of St. Mary knelt in prayer unaware of the slaughter that had taken place behind her.  She must have heard the footsteps to her rear, but if they caused concern, then she showed no outward physical sign of anxiety. When a hand was clamped over her mouth, and her head pulled backwards, she was not afforded the opportunity to scream. The blade’s wickedly sharp edge was drawn in one movement from ear to ear. The chapel’s floor played witness to the butchery as blood left the now lifeless body of the nun. The killer allowed his victim to fall to the ground; the nun landing face down in the crimson liquid. He allowed himself a contented smile at a task completed and raised his gaze to find the third and last of their victims. He found himself staring directly into the eyes of his next intended victim. For a moment, they were locked in that stare as the world stood still. The killer wondered why she did not cry out. He then noticed her mouth moving but was unable to declare her horror to the world. He smiled and then took a step forward. To his annoyance, his movement stirred the nun into action. There remained a silence between them, but now his prey had chosen to flee. He cursed and gave chase.
***
Faraday tried to drive the slaughter from his mind. He focussed on the task of preparing the property to hold Alpha and his followers. He strolled around the courtyard, and as he drew level with the chapel, a figure emerged from a side door. It was moving at speed, and in the poor light, Faraday struggled to take in its features. It came to an abrupt halt and drooped to its knees in front of the Inspector.
“Please,” the young nun sobbed, “they have killed them.”
“Stand up – calm yourself” Faraday reached out an arm and helped the nun to her feet. For the first time, he could see all of her features; she was no more than a girl. Closing his eyes for a moment, his mind raced in search of a way to prevent her death. However, he knew that he was powerless to deny Alpha’s orders. He forced himself to open his eyes and gaze at the terrified creature. To his horror, the fear had gone from her face. In its place, a mask of confusion reigned as it spied the blade that now protruded from her chest. She slipped from Faraday’s view to be replaced by a smiling killer.
“She was a slippery bugger – for a nun,” he announced. He reached down and pulled up the girl’s attire. “Shame she could have kept me warm tonight.” His grin faltered as he observed Faraday’s obvious rage and the Inspector’s powerful fist speed through the air. The crack of a fist against jaw split the stillness of the night, and then moments later, the killer’s unconscious body lay next to the slaughtered nun.
It was twenty minutes before all of his men returned to the courtyard. All indicated that the gruesome task they had been set had been carried out.
“What do we do with the bodies?” One of them asked.
Faraday was suddenly aware that he had no wish to be reminded of his ungodly act, and having the bodies close would not help his enforced forgetfulness. Also, he was aware that the dead were a testament to a crime. He decided that all the evidence needed to removed. “Bring the bodies out here and burn them. When they are nought but ash, collect those ashes and discard them in the woods beyond. Remove any signs that murder has taken place – not one drop of blood is to remain.”




Chapter 8
One week later, William sat in his London home. He had been grateful to his father that Emily had been allowed to stay at Cloveney Hall. However, he could not deny his inner feeling of loneliness. The house felt deserted; the staff only worked a few hours of each day and then returned to Emily’s family home.  William had spent the majority of his time at Slaughter Yard; he tried to avoid returning to the empty shell. He appreciated his love more each day. Also, he was realising that it was Emily and her vibrant spirit that had made the place a home. He had arrived late the previous night after investigating the various papers of the late Peter Simmons. He and Isaac had gone through each line and drained more than one bottle of Bushmills whiskey. The search had bore little fruit with only a couple of leads, and they were no more than business irregularities. William had decided that he would have the documents delivered to the Ripper’s former man, Finch. He hoped that if the documents were used in conjunction with those held by the loathsome fellow, then it may help open a pathway to the Ripper. His thoughts were of Finch and whether he would prove useful to the investigation when a knock sounded at the door.
William buttoned his red waistcoat as he moved toward the front door. He spied his pepperbox pistol sitting on a small side table just to the left of the entrance. His hand stretched out to clasp the weapon but then forced himself to leave it undisturbed. He silently cursed himself for being worried about opening his own front door. Forcing himself to appear casual; he opened the door.
“Are you feeling alright, William? You look a little anxious.”  Isaac had a look of genuine concern on his face.
“Errm – Yes just…never mind. What are you doing here? I was unaware that we had arranged to meet this morning.”
“I arrived at Slaughter Yard early today wanting to go over a few things. Within the hour Tallow walked into the office and declared that Finch had finally given some useful information.”
“Which was?” William pressed.
“I have no idea. I believe that he didn’t feel like sharing that information with anyone but you. He has sent word to Inspector Abberline. Jack has gone to collect Gossup, and they will be arriving here shortly.” At that very moment, Isaac ceased talking as another knock at the door signalled another visitor.
***
A home that had seemed far too empty suddenly became cramped. William watched as his men and those that served his father engaged in conversation. The two inspector’s Abberline and Faraday were talking animatedly about the death of Simmons. The rest of William’s men seemed determined to tease Isaac and his dedication to his new-found love, Rebecca. John Branford however, had joined in conversation with Bakari. Their talk centred on a fine bone-handled knife in Bakari’s possession. It had been a gift from Bakari’s father as he had reached manhood. The pride on the man’s face matched John’s obvious admiration of the blade. John reached inside his jacket and pulled out a fine blade of his own. John told Bakari the tale of his father leaving him the weapon on his death bed. Bakari complimented it despite its rather simple design compared to his own. Tallow like, William, was busy observing rather than entering into any meaningful exchange of views. Tallow looked directly at him and William realised that the man was waiting for him to start the meeting. William did not rush; he wondered if Tallow had been given orders by his father not to take over the investigation. He rose from his chair as he pondered the new caring attitude of his father. Then William admitted to himself that perhaps his father had always been that way. The animosity he had held for his father in his early years may have cloaked the positive attributes of Sir Simeon Harkness. He shook his mind free of the thoughts.
“Mr Finch has been forthcoming with some new information.” William looked directly at Tallow as the room fell to silence. “Perhaps, you could enlighten us.”
“Since our little performance, Finch has been more focussed in his wish to see us succeed,” Tallow announced.
“Focussed, can he not just give you names and places?” William asked.
“It is not that simple. Finch may have been the secret keeper, but he was not a trusted man. The followers of Cronos still kept him at arm’s length, and he must piece together his information from hundreds of documents. It is a great puzzle that only he can solve.”
William attempted to keep the frustration from his voice. “So, what has he deduced?”
“There is one place that linked the movements of more than one of the group. Finch believes it is a hub of the cult’s money-making schemes. What’s more the owner of the location, a Mr Bartholomew Chides must be aware of the activities taking place.”
“Activities?”
“The location is coastal. If Finch is correct, then it is being used to move goods.”
“Smuggling?” Abberline asked.
“We are after killers, not smugglers, Tallow.” William pointed out before Richard Tallow could offer an answer Abberline.”
“Oh, I realise that but how do they buy safe houses or bribe officials. The wheels of corruption need plenty of grease. All of this costs plenty of tin, William. Trust me, if Finch is correct then losing this property will hurt Cronos and cause mayhem within their ranks.”
William knew that Tallow was speaking common sense he nodded his head in agreement. “So where is this place?”
“Well the nearest fishing village is Polperro,” Tallow replied. However, the room’s attention was drawn to Faraday who gave an audible intake of breath.
“Is there a problem, Faraday?” William asked.
“I know Polperro. A nest of smugglers and cutthroats.” As Faraday spoke, his eyes fixed on Isaac Naismith.
“And that is a problem?” William pressed.
Faraday sighed and seemed resigned to having to speak further on the matter. “Polperro is the place where I lost these,” he held up a hand to show the missing digits. “As far as I know only Isaac is aware of what happened on that day.” He took a deep breath and his face flushed with crimson. “Gentlemen, I made a mistake. I was a fool, and good men died.”
Slightly taken aback, William took a moment before he spoke. “We all make mistakes, George. I cannot in all honestly say that I have not caused the death of men under my command. Nonetheless, we must carry on and hope to learn from our mistakes.” George Faraday nodded his appreciation at William’s words but spoke no further on the subject. Seeing the conversation was at an end William decided to move onto other matters. “If the place is important to Cronos, they will want it to be safe from prying eyes and anyone that represents the law. I am guessing that it will be well guarded. We will need to plan and to do that we will need information.”
“I believe I can lay my hands on a detailed map of the area,” Isaac announced.
“Good – If you could obtain it in all haste. I suggest that we take time to say goodbye to our families or eat a hearty meal and take to your beds. The distance dictates that we will be gone a number of days. In the meantime, Tallow, if you could give me all the information that you have gained. I have the feeling this will require careful planning.”
“I will arrange the transport. Mounts will give us a better chance of arriving unseen,” Abberline added.
“Very good. Gentlemen, I will expect you here as the sun rises in the morning.”
Tallow and Bakari remained seated, but the rest of the men began to filter away. “So, what do we know of this place?”
***
William had decided not to push the men or their mounts too hard.  He realised that the Ripper might second guess their next move. However, his training in the army had always taught him that it was foolish to rush into battle. There is a time and place for reckless bravery, and this was not such a time. As the journey was half completed, he had called a halt to their progress. A small tavern played host to his men and provided them with a hot meal and a comfortable bed. Despite remaining some distance from their desired location, he acted with the utmost care. He posted a guard; two men would remain awake and alert to any danger. As the four-hour mark approached, William and Tallow replaced the guards, allowing them the chance to rest. They took up position downstairs; pistols were loaded and readied for action.
“So, what is it that you do for my Father?” William asked. In truth, he did not expect Tallow to be completely honest. Sir Simeon Harkness was a man of great power and influence, and he knew that men did not reach such heights without having others under their command that bent the rules. Tallow smiled as though he knew what William was thinking.
“For the most part, I ensure that your father’s interests are protected.”
“Protected?”
“When I started in Sir Simeon’s employ, he gave me a number of elementary rules to follow. Firstly, we never take what a hardworking man has earned without offering a fair price, and he is in agreement with the transaction. Secondly, violence is only to be used to protect what is ours, and not to steal what belongs to others.”
“How very noble,” William replied.
“Your father is a noble man.” Before William could reply, Tallow held up a hand to prevent interruption. “I have worked for many men, and it was commonplace to break fingers or put a torch to property. Do not misunderstand me, that can still be the case, but only to defend what belongs to your father. The Harkness name is both feared and respected out in the empire. Not because he has the most guns but because he is fair. If you offer a hand of friendship, he will return it. However, if you offer violence, then you can expect the same. Not exactly lawful, I doubt our Inspectors would approve, but out there, the niceties of pleasant society hold no advantage.”
“I imagine a man of your skills could make a fortune without following orders.” William was being deliberately provocative, but he wanted to know why this man showed such loyalty to his father. Tallow did not answer immediately; he pulled a strand of his dark hair and twisted it between his fingers. William assumed he was deciding how much of his life he wanted to share.
“You might not believe this, but my father was a missionary in Africa, although he was hardly a man to ignore the vices that tempt men from God’s path. He rarely turned away from the bottle and was not shy when it came to using the strap on his only son. By the time I was sixteen my mother was dead, and I had taken one beating too many. As my father lay drunk on his bed, I helped myself to his money and the cross that hung about his neck. After some time, I found employment at a small trader’s post on the Orange River. Old Nabb, the Swede who owned the place, thankfully took pity on me. He was the strangest looking man I had ever seen with a nose that was far too large for his head, but he had the gift. He could talk the birds from the trees. I learned many things from that old rogue, and for five years I had a place I could call home.” Tallow paused to take a drink, and William noticed that the man to his front, suddenly wore a mask of sadness. “Then one day, which seemed just like any other, my world was suddenly ripped apart. I had been unaware of the argument taking place between Nabb and two of his customers. I had been loading a wagon for one of the settlers who possessed a daughter of uncommon beauty. The chance to talk to her was limited because of her father’s watchful eye. However, I finally plucked up the courage to ignore his attention and speak to her, but as I opened my mouth, a gunshot sounded. As I raced toward the store, two men came rushing out and knocked me to the ground. For a moment. I thought about giving chase believing they had stolen goods, but something inside of me made me stop and turn towards the trading post. My brain told me to race forward and make sure that Nabb was unhurt but my legs acted like they were stomping through a swamp. Each step was forced until finally, I stood above the body of Nabb. A hole in his chest the size of my fist had taken him from my world without affording me the chance to say thank you for all he had done.” Tallow paused and took another drink.
“And the men who killed him?” William asked because he could not envisage a man like Tallow forgiving such an act.
“I was a young man and although I knew how to use my fists in a fight, these men were prospectors. Pure muscle honed in the baking heat of Africa. I knew that I could not beat them with my fists.”
“So, they got away with murder?”
“William, you were a soldier but have not lost your decency. I hear that you hold your honour dear, have you ever enjoyed killing another man?”
The reply did not come immediately, but eventually, William nodded, “Yes…yes, I have.”
“I tracked those men down, and with Nabb’s hunting rifle I crippled them from a distance. Up to that point in my life, I had only killed for food but as you know a man’s scream stays with you far longer than the squeal of a rabbit destined for the cooking pot.  As they begged for mercy, I took Nabb’s blade and carved my vengeance into their flesh.”
“Did you have to answer for their deaths?” William asked.
“Africa can be a beautiful place to live, but it’s inhabitants face many dangers. There is a whole range of beasts that given a chance will consume human flesh. The crocodiles were grateful of the meal that I provided that day. So, the killers of my friend were dead, and I returned to the trading post. I took over the trading post but after Nabb was murdered it never felt the same. However, I made a promise to myself that I would keep the trading post open. I think I had convinced myself that by keeping the business alive I was in some way keeping Nabb alive.”
“Understandable.”
“However, men that work alone are easy prey. It is not too long before you have to decide to fall in line with more powerful forces or risk utter destruction. To my shame, I chose the former. The man I chose to give my loyalty was called Jurgen Schneider. Not that there was really any choice. A couple of years after Nabb’s death, gold was discovered. The trading post was ideally located to take advantage of the newly discovered gold seam. Schneider arrived with plenty of money and the men to get things done. My supplies began to go missing, and a small fire destroyed two of my wagons. Then I was approached by a couple of men that told me I would work for Schneider or I wouldn’t work at all.”
“Well it seems you had few options,” William pointed out.
“I wish I had realised that at the time. The arrogance of youth does not see the dangers. After discussing,” Tallow smiled, “the offer with the two men, my talents with my fists had improved, and I dragged their beaten bodies and dropped them on Schneider’s step. Foolishly I thought that would be the end of it. Two days later the trading post was nought but ash. I was cut, bruised, and lying at Schneider’s feet.”
“It seems foolish to burn down the very thing he desired. Did he not want the trading post?” William asked.
“I found out later that he wanted to move the trade route. The customers that were loyal to Nabb, and therefore to me, needed to be nudged toward his trading post and his plans for a settlement. I thought that I would die that night. However, it seems that Schneider saw that I could be useful. He made me an offer that I could not refuse. So, I began working for a man I loathed.”
“Why did you not simply leave?” William asked.
“Because when my trading post was destroyed, I had nought but the shirt on my back. Initially, I was a reluctant employee, but as time passed, I found my new life liberating. Inwardly, I realised that I was only keeping the trading post going in honour of the man that in many ways saved my life. As I rose through the ranks in Schneider’s organisation, I found myself easily seduced by the trappings of that life. Money and women were readily available, and to my shame, the sufferings of others did not matter.”
“So, what changed?”
“Schneider’s greed had outgrown the small settlement he had succeeded in establishing. Along the Orange River, a small crop of diamond mines had been established. An Englishman, Roger Blanning owned the rights and had an influential backer. At first, I was unaware that the identity of the backer was your father and even if I did, I would not have been any the wiser. So, Schneider put his plans in place, and a small group including me were dispatched to apply pressure on Banning to sell his mines. It was all very business-like in the beginning. I even enjoyed a meal at the mine holder’s home. Banning was a widower - his wife had died of disease the previous year. He was a dedicated father with two young twin girls.” Tallow paused, and as he raised a drink to his lips, William noticed that his hand trembled. “Beautiful little girls… long red hair and emerald green eyes. They had giggled all through the meal as young girls tend to do. Anyway, the meal ended, and I said my goodbyes and then sent word to Schneider that Banning would not sell. A day later, we received word that we were to send a message that Banning could not ignore. The message made it clear we were to burn down his home. Through a number of messages, I tried to get Schneider to change his mind, but he would not be dissuaded.  So, I asked Banning if I could take him and his family on an outing at my expense. If I could not save his home, then I could at least keep his family safe. A date was set but on the morning that I was due to meet Banning, Schneider arrived, and had his men keep me from the attending the outing.” Tears welled in Tallow’s eyes. “I didn’t know that Banning had to leave his daughters at home in the care of a maid because they had been feeling unwell. He had left his girls because of me,” Tallow’s voice cracked. “It took me a number of hours before I could escape Schneider’s watchful eye. I raced to Banning’s home and found the man kneeling in the blackened shell of his home. His hands were placed on two small figures that had perished in the fire. As I approached, he raised his head. The tears of his despair left white tracks down his blackened face. This man’s misery was complete, and I knew that my actions had destroyed him.”
“And my father?” William asked trying to stir Tallow from his obvious discomfort.
“By coincidence, your father arrived two days later. I had spent those two days trying to watch over Banning and avoid Schneider. Your father had found Banning at one of the mines. He had not moved from the small shack that had been set up to offer medical help to any of the men injured in the mines. When your father left, I decided to follow him. He took a horse and rode out to where Schneider had set up his camp site. He did not enter he just sat and watched from a vantage point. Two hours passed before he moved away and I decided to approach him. I told him everything that had taken place. If your father had pulled out a weapon and shot me down, I would have deserved nothing less. However, when I had finished talking, he stared at me for some time and then he asked me if I was armed. When I replied that I was, your father let out a whistle. To my amazement, Bakari rose from the bushes no more than ten paces away. Then Josh appeared on the rocks with his trusted Betsy in hand. Your father without another word pulled a pistol from his jacket and marched toward Schneider’s camp. I raced to be at his side as I pulled my own weapon. Within five minutes the crackle of gunfire and the screams of men was almost deafening. Your father strode through the camp without breaking a sweat. It reminded me of a man taking a stroll through a picturesque park. If he hadn’t been firing his pistol with deadly precision, that is. Schneider emerged from his tent and seeing that most of his men were already dead or wounded began to flee. Both your father and I fired at the man. Your father’s shot took him in the right shoulder as mine smashed into his left hip. Schneider was thrown into the air as he screamed out his pain. Those screams became a terrible, woeful cry as the vile creature landed in the campfire, and could not muster the strength to pull himself free of the flames. We made no attempt to end his pain, and as we walked from the camp Bakari ensured that not one his men, would live to tell the tale.” Tallow fell to silence.
William could tell that he was back in that camp. He knew that Tallow could taste the acrid smoke of the gunfire, and the repugnant smell of burning flesh would be invading his nostrils. He knew Tallow would need a little time to put the ghosts of his past back into the recesses of his mind.




Chapter 9
The light of a new day began to puncture the interior of the tavern. William had sat through a somewhat awkward silence as he allowed Tallow to be alone with his thoughts. Eventually, he gave up waiting for Tallow to speak and rose from his chair. He felt a stab of pain in his thigh. He had been wounded many times in his life. As a soldier in the British army, he had been present at the battle of Maiwand. It had been a complete disaster, and many of his men had fallen on that dreadful day. William himself had only survived because he was carried from the battlefield. His torso had been opened from collarbone to hip by an Afghan blade, and his thigh had been administered with the burning sting of a gunshot wound.  It was that injury to the thigh, above all others, which had never truly healed. He winced as another burning pain shot up the length of his upper leg.
“Are you in pain?” Tallow asked.
“Just a little discomfort,” William lied.
“To be honest, I was surprised that you managed to walk again.”
“You know about my wound?” William could not understand how Tallow had seen his injury.
“I was the man who found you in that cesspit of a hospital. Obadiah and I scoured most of Kandahar. I had never seen the old man look so concerned or so happy when finally, we came across your battered body. I was sure you would die from your injuries, but Obadiah did not doubt for a moment that you would live.”
“He always had too much confidence in my abilities.”
“Oh – I don’t know. It seems to me that Obadiah knew far more about us - than we know about ourselves.”
William nodded. “Tallow, it is a bit late, but you have my gratitude for finding me in Kandahar and…” He paused feeling a little awkward, “for telling me how you came to be working for my father. I know it can be difficult coming to terms with our past. Can I ask why you chose to tell me?”
Tallow did not reply for a moment, pausing for what seemed an eternity. “I wondered what kind of man you were. Sir Simeon Harkness is a man known throughout the empire. To his enemies, he is a bastard, but you will rarely hear any in his employ speak ill of his name. Your father showed me far more forgiveness than I deserved. I was wondering if the son was built from the same solid timber as his father.”
William chuckled. “I hold you no ill will for your past, but you, it seems, hold your own flesh to the fire as punishment. However, I will only disappoint if you compare me to the great Sir Simeon Harkness. My father stands above the empire as Colossus stood astride Rhodes. I have neither the strength of spine or patience for the matter. I try to be a good man but have failed too frequently. I endeavour to be a man of peace but have used my fists more times than I can remember. No, I am not like my father.”
It was Tallow’s turn to smile. “Good – one Colossus is easy to admire. Two could make a man feel inadequate.”
***
As more of the day’s early light began to grow in strength, the men under William’s command began to filter downstairs. William noticed that Gossup, who had gone through a change in recent months, had reverted to his old clothing. The fine tailoring that William had almost grown used to seeing draped over Gossup’s natural scruffiness had apparently been deemed unsuitable for the upcoming task. Gossup, like the other men, were in good spirits with the exception of Faraday. William noticed that the Inspector was not his usual bullish self.  Faraday knew this part of the world and William would have expected him to be leading the way, but the man seemed almost uninterested, as though his mind was elsewhere. As a former officer in the army, William knew that he could not afford to carry any passengers but Faraday’s knowledge of the area made him indispensable and so, there was no option to leave the man behind. William would have usually have pulled the man aside but there was no time, and he would have to trust Faraday to snap out of his melancholy.
Their horses were saddled and a small amount of supplies collected from the inn. They would need to travel light if they were to reach their target and still have enough of the daylight remaining to scout and then launch a raid.  They maintained an efficient pace. The horses were rested at regular intervals and the men took those opportunities to take nourishment or merely make an attempt to stretch their lower limbs. The call to re-mount always came too early and was met with a grumble of discontent.
As the hours passed the smell of coastal waters began to invade William’s nostrils. William was reminded of his time aboard various vessels that journeyed to far off lands.
“Faraday, are we getting close?” William asked.
“We need to leave the main track. If we go cross country in that direction,” he pointed across William’s shoulder, “it should hide our approach and give us the opportunity to scout undetected,” Faraday replied in a business-like, rather than enthusiastic, tone.
William was not oblivious to the man’s unusual demeanour but decided that more pressing matters should take precedence over Faraday’s mood.  “Very well – take the lead.”
***
Within the hour Faraday raised his hand to bring the group of riders to a halt. Without uttering a word, he dismounted and tied his horse to a nearby tree. William watched as the still silent Faraday began to scramble up the face of a small incline in the terrain. William dismounted and nodded that his men do the same. Moments later, the group as one were following Faraday’s example in climbing the sharp incline, and as he done before, lay down as he reached the summit.
“What have we, Faraday?” William asked.
“Down there.” Faraday pointed to a small stone tower. The small building would not have looked out of place in some medieval fortification and bore no resemblance to buildings in the surrounding area. “I have a history in this area. My duties in the guise of a criminal enabled me to visit this part of the coast many times. Our investigation had many successes, but we never managed to break the criminality that flourished in that den of vice.”
“It doesn’t look too difficult to overcome,” William replied.
“You think so? I am no military man, but I have had some fine men under my command but we never got close. That tower has a twin. Look to the west, and you will see another tower, and as the one to our front, there is only one track capable of carrying a substantial force. Both towers can observe each other and the tracks that lead to them. Within the tower are two men and they are relieved of their duties every four hours. If you do manage to take the towers, then it is unlikely that they will not have time to raise the alarm. The tracks that lead toward the coast also lead to the warehouse of Bartholomew Chides.”
“I thought that was in Polperro?” Jack asked.
“The legal part of the operation is in Polperro, but Chides and his real trade is down there, past those towers. Along with that section of coast is a maze of tunnels. The moment an alarm is raised the people and most of the cargo will disappear. Some will go out into the Channel, and some will be withdrawn into the tunnels.”
“So, what do you suggest?” William asked.
“Our approach must be silent and we must enter the tunnels from both ends at the same time. The majority of Chides’ business is at this end. So, it would be wise that the majority of our number approach down this track as two or three men make their way to the far tower. We will need to time our approach and take out the towers at the same time.”
“Devil’s arse! That will be difficult, but I suppose we have little choice.” William paused as he went through the plan in his mind. “Very well – Gossup, you will lead the group at this end as Faraday, and I take out the far tower. You must secure Chides and any documentation. We are not here to break up a smuggling ring. Faraday and I will work our way through the tunnels, in case Chides attempts to take that escape route.”
“I do not like it, William. Chides could head out to sea – do we even know what he looks like?” Gossup was shaking his head as he spoke.
“I admit I have never seen the man but if the rumours are to be believed he is a big Irish brute with hair and a beard the colour of hell’s fire,” Faraday replied.
“It is not a perfect situation Gossup, but we have faced worse. It looks like we will have an uncomfortable night. We need to watch the guards and the timing of their change. I suggest that we raise a fire – we are far enough from the towers to avoid suspicion. We will ensure we are in a position to take advantage of the first guard change in the morning. Gossup do you think you could get us some fresh meat.”
“Aye – that I can, William,” Gossup replied and retreated from their position.
***
“Is it safe?” William asked as Faraday placed more wood on the fire and the darkness of the night began to take hold.
“Oh, they will be used to seeing flames in the distance, but they wouldn’t dare travel these hills in the night. Besides, when the breeze leaves the channel and races through these gullies – you will appreciate the fire.”
William showed he understood by bending to grasp a fallen branch and was about to place it in the fire when he suddenly stopped and looked directly at Faraday. “Why wouldn’t they dare to venture into the hills.”
“Too many spectres.”
William was about to laugh when he noticed that Faraday’s face showed no signs of a smile. “Seriously?”
For the first time, Faraday looked energised within the group. “Some say that smugglers told tales to keep prying eyes from the coast. Others - well they claim the tales are true.”
“What tales?” A concerned looking Jack asked.
“When I was working for the smuggling gangs, I heard many tales and saw the fear on the faces of men that would think nothing of spitting in the eye of the devil. One of those tales originates from this very spot. It took more tin than ever to bribe a guide to lead me to this point. We are standing on the final resting place of Captain Rodriguez.”
“Rodriguez?” William was confused as to why a Spaniard would be spoken about on the English coast. Unless he thought the tale went back to the days of the Spanish Armada.
“Yes, Rodriguez – when Napoleon was trying to invade these shores he came up with a plan. As his forces amassed across the channel, he would have his navy create havoc along the coast. The problem was that the Emperor needed all his ships of the line to contend with our navy. He needed to recruit, and he turned to some the most feared captains that sailed the seas. Napoleon employed mercenaries, and on the sea, that means little more than pirates. A terrible lot – Captain Rodriguez however, stood out even in that crowd. Rodriguez had enjoyed tormenting the trading routes around the Caribbean. He and his brother’s reputation grew and commanded a small flotilla at their height of power. They were finally tracked down near Port Royal. In the ensuing battle saw all but one of their ships sunk and Rodriguez’s brother captured and immediately hung from his own mast.  Rodriguez managed to slip away from the battle in his one remaining ship, the Sparrow. They say his men had to hold him captive so that he didn’t dive into the water and swim towards the British fleet.  He had no love for the British before the battle, but the loss of his brother caused a pure hatred to manifest in his heart. Rodriguez made his base in France and with his trusted crew, and the Sparrow he began to wreak havoc amongst the trading, and fishing fleets of Britain. Sometimes he would purposely leave a solitary survivor to carry his name back to the coastal villages. It was not long before Captain Rodriguez was spoken about as the devil at sea. The Spaniard was enjoying his reputation, but it would be Napoleon that would deal the man a blow. The French turd had decided that the invasion of Britain was unlikely, and he could no longer use valuable resources in the hope of setting his foot on the English coastline.
Rodriguez was enraged and rather than take his spoils and leaving the Channel, he sought to inflict more misery on the British. Within a week of being dismissed by the French, Rodriguez was looking through an eyeglass. He spied the village that lays just a few miles from this very spot. Polperro was no more than a small but busy fishing settlement, but Rodriguez only had eighty men aboard the Sparrow. Attacking a major town that would have a garrison in place, was an impossibility.
Captain Rodriguez was a confident man with an unrealistic belief in his abilities. On the seas of the world, he was a formidable opponent, but this attack would take place on land. The attack faltered almost as soon as it had begun. The sailors under his command were not trained in stealth, and a young farmhand observed their movements. Unfortunately, for Rodriguez, he was unaware that three companies of the 52nd Regiment of Foot were camped near Polperro in preparation to be sent as replacements for those fallen in battle. The farmhand raced to sound the alarm. Rodriguez and his men were rampaging through the village and were unaware of the British redcoats until the bayonets began to pierce their flesh. Rodriguez ordered his men to fall back to the boats. The sailors were falling beneath the redcoat onslaught aided by the fury-filled villagers that had seen their loved ones killed. Their predicament was only going to worsen.  Captain Travers, who commanded the 52nd, had sent one of his companies to seek out the boats before engaging the sailors within the village. As Rodriguez reached the row boats, he saw redcoats barring his way. The guards he had set to watch the boats, were on their knees with their hands tied. Rodriguez looked to the hills to the west of Polperro. His men only had one advantage – that was three prisoners. Their captives were young women and now they would also be a shield against redcoat musket fire.
Rodriguez gave the order to move toward the hills. Redcoat and villagers with murderous intent in their eyes close on their heels. Now and then a musket would belch its dangerous missile and a sailor that had moved too far away from the captives would cry out in pain. His comrades would not stop – the wounded would either be dispatched by bayonet, cleaver or be dragged away by the villagers. The attempt to escape would last for over an hour. Speed was impossible, and so evasion was impossible. Rodriguez and his men came to a stop beneath the very tree that Jack rests his back. Some redcoats had raced around Rodriguez, and it was at this location that they blocked any further progress by the pursued. Captain Travers called out for Rodriguez to surrender and promised him a fair trial. The Spaniard however, knew that it would be likely that he and his men would be hung from the nearest tree. He pulled a dagger from his waist and placed it against the delicate, white flesh of the youngest captive. Travers held a hand, and begged Rodriguez not to use the weapon, but the Spanish captain gave an evil grin and pulled the blade across the girl’s exposed flesh. The other captives endured a similar fate at the hands of the sailors. For a moment, the world stopped as soldier and villagers stared aghast at the bodies in the dirt. Travers however, had fixed Rodriguez with a murderous stare. Then as the rage built, he called out to his men to fix bayonets. Rodriguez hurled curses, but Travers simply gave the command to kill them all. Soldier and villager streamed forward with one purpose, and that was to tear Rodriguez and his men apart. The sailors could do nothing when faced with such odds. They fell to a torrent of blows that ripped at their flesh. Rodriguez was the last to die, and his curses sounded through the hills as blade after blade pierced his body.”
“So, Rodriguez haunts these hills?” William asked as he struggled to keep the smirk from his face.
“You find it humorous, William. Well, perhaps you are correct. Perhaps it is just a myth or the rantings of drunken fishermen, but more than one strange death has taken place in these hills.”
“I meant no offence, Faraday. I just think we have enough evil in this land without adding spectres from the past.”
“I cannot argue with you there.” Faraday tipped the last of his tea onto the ground. “We had best get some rest. We have an early start in the morning and still some distance to travel.”
William nodded his agreement and then settled down for the night. He couldn’t help smiling as he saw Jack move from the tree and find another place to lay his head.




Chapter 10
William felt a hand on his shoulder. Inwardly, he swore at having his sleep interrupted.
“It’s time,” the familiar voice of Gossup sounded.
William forced his eyes to open and stretched out his legs in an attempt to get the blood flowing. It had not been a good night. The hard ground and cold breeze provided only discomfort, but they were conditions a former soldier like William had learned to accept. The images that had invaded his sleep were more disturbing. Spectral figures of the Ripper’s victims had swum into his mind, invading  his dreams. As their sorrowful filled eyes beseeched him for justice, the maniacal laugh of a crazed Spanish captain rang in his ears. He forced himself to smile as Gossup pushed a hot beverage into his hand.
“Thank you, Goss. How is it looking down there?”
“All quiet as far as we can tell. The sentry changes appeared to take place as Faraday said they would. We have no more than three hours before the first change of the day.”
“That should give us enough time,” William replied.
“Yes.”
William could not miss Gossup’s abrupt reply and less than enthusiastic demeanour. “Out with it Goss, we have known each other too bloody long to play games.”
“Don’t you think it strange?” Gossup replied in a low whisper. “Faraday hasn’t set foot down here in years and yet he knows the guard movements to perfection.”
“Would successful criminal gang change its ways, if it had never had to face the peelers? You might be over thinking it old friend.”
“Perhaps? But it’s Faraday’s attitude to the entire mission. He has been as solemn as vicar’s wife.”
William couldn’t deny that Faraday had not been his usual larger than life character. He looked like a man with the weight of the world on his shoulders. “I will speak to him.”
“At least take another man,” Gossup replied.
“Goss, the man has saved all our lives. I doubt he poses us any danger. If he wanted us dead, then that could have been achieved months ago without travelling to this godforsaken place. Where is he anyway?”
“Sitting just over the ridge.”
“Then it is time we made a move,” and seeing the concern on his friend’s face he added, “I will be careful.”
***
William and Faraday began to pick their way toward the second guard tower. The light was poor and the terrain difficult to traverse. Gorse bushes plucked at clothing and exposed flesh. The uneven ground may have provided cover from prying eyes, but it also created the opportunity for lost footing or even a twisted ankle. Despite the perils both men kept up a constant, if not a rapid pace and made good progress. William decided that the time had arrived to talk to his companion. He was about to speak when Faraday slipped down a small bank and ended up flat on his back. William offered him a helping hand and at the same time pulled a flask from his jacket.
“We are making good time. Have a drink and recover your breath.” William eyed the experienced Inspector and decided there was no time like the present. “Tell me, George, what troubles you?”
“Nothing. Have I failed in my duties?” Faraday’s reply was very abrupt.
“I have not accused you of any such thing. We have not known each other that long and initially we did not see eye to eye. However, I like to think that we have become friends and that I can tell when all is not right with you.”
George Faraday looked as though he would burst with rage but then his body seemed to relax. He slipped back to the ground and took a drink from the flask.
“I’m sorry, William. It is just revisiting this place. I thought I was done with Polperro and smugglers.”
“Is this where you lost some men?” William asked.
“I did not lose them. I threw their lives away because of my stupidity.”
“All leaders mourn the deaths of their men. It is the price of rank,” William replied. He was attempting to apply reason, but inwardly William knew that he had never truly come to terms with causing the death of his own men.
“I know that men die, William. But when you cause them to fall because your mind is clouded. Duty ignored over a piece of skirt. There is no excuse and no cleaning the blood from your hands.” Faraday looked at his hands as if they were covered with the evidence of his failings.
“A woman – you were in love?” William was surprised by this new revelation.
“Love – lust who can tell. All that matters, is that I lost focus and good men died.” Faraday took another drink and then passed the flask back to William.
“And the women.”
“My shame was too great. She may still live in the area. Or if the wrong men found out that she had lain with a copper, then she might be dead.”
“I am sorry, George. If I could carry out this task without you, then I would spare you that pain.”
Faraday lifted his impressive frame from the dirt. “Let’s just get this bastard task done.”
***
As William lay in a ditch just twenty paces away from the second tower, he could only hope that his comrades had made similar progress. He knew that from their initial starting position they would have been able to observe his and Faraday’s journey. He was also aware of Gossup’s ability. The former private from the ranks of the British army had been blessed by God’s hand; his friend was a natural at this kind of task. William would have to trust that the others in the group were up to the mission. He looked at the tower; the plan was relatively simple. The tower only had one entrance, and the door would only open when the expected shift change took place. He and Faraday would arrive just before the replacement guards and then take control of the tower. They would await the new guards who would not expect an attack from within the tower. With all four guards neutralised they could move against the smuggler caves.
William was shaken from his thought as his comrade tapped him on the shoulder.
“Time to shake hands with the devil,” Faraday whispered in a low growl.
William nodded as both men rose from the ditch and marched toward the tower. As they got within five paces of their target the unmistakeable sliding of a bolt could be heard.
“Shit!” William announced as he darted forward.
As the door opened, a man emerged wiping the tiredness from his eyes.  As his hands dropped from his eyes, his head suddenly jerked backwards, and his eyes widened when he obviously became aware of the impressive form of William bearing down on him at pace. The man seemed frozen in panic and before he could recover William’s fist shot forward. Hard knuckles connected with the guard’s jaw. His head was thrown backwards, and his knees buckled. The guard slumped to the floor without the chance to raise the alarm.
“Poor bastard – I know what it is like to be on the end of one of your blows. I’ll take care of our friend upstairs.” Faraday stepped passed the unconscious man as he spoke.
The guard had fallen in the doorway and William pulled his body into the interior of the tower and closed the door. He listened to the sound of a scuffle up above, and then Faraday called down that he had completed the task.  There wasn’t much room at the foot of the stairway, and so, William hoisted the unconscious guard onto his shoulder and carried him to the upper level. As William entered the top room, he saw the second unconscious guard face down on the floor. He had obviously been sent crashing into a table, which now lay next to him its timbers twisted and splintered. William dropped the first guard onto the floor and proceeded with Faraday’s assistance, to tie and gag their captives.
William had just tied the final knot when a knock sounded from below. He drew the pepperbox from his jacket. He motioned to Faraday that he should follow.
“Time to give our visitors a surprise,” William whispered.
He led the way down the staircase. As he reached the bottom step, a second knock sounded on the wooden timbers of the door. William drew back the bolt, then opened the door and raised his pistol in one smooth movement.
“I realise that one of you may think of running. However, at this distance, the four barrels of this pepperbox will easily take both your bloody heads off. Can I suggest that you step inside.” William’s eyes narrowed as he made it clear that he would not hesitate to fire.
“Do you know who runs this place? You will be dead before nightfall,” one of the men replied.
Faraday grabbed the man by the collar.
“Which still means you will be dead long before us – now get inside,” he growled.
The two guards were marched up the steps to the next level. The hands and feet were bound and mouths gagged.  Faraday tapped one of them on the head and bent down close to the captive’s ear.
“Time for you to be clever. If you attempt to notify anyone,” he pulled his pistol from his jacket, “I will blow your bloody head off. Stay here be quiet and when we return you will be free to go about your business. We have no interest in the likes of you.”
“Faraday, look.” William pointed out of the window.
The Inspector crossed over and looked in the direction that William had instructed.
“That’s the signal.” He bent and retrieved a large banner from the floor. He unfurled the cloth and then shoved it beyond the frame.
“Well, that’s the easy part of our task done. It is time to bring these smugglers down and hopefully take a step closer to the Ripper.” As William stopped speaking, he withdrew his flask from his inner jacket pocket and offered it to Faraday. The Inspector accepted and took a deep lasting drink, and then passed the flask back. William raised the container to his lips, and allowed the liquid to quench his thirst and steady his nerves. He had performed countless similar missions as he served in the army, but despite the frequency, he knew that the next mission could be his last. He was thankful for the nerves, it reminded him to be careful.




Chapter 11
Gossup observed the signal from the second tower. Inwardly, he was relieved that William had experienced no misfortune. He turned from the window in time to see one of his captives had partly worked his way free of his restraints. Gossup crossed the room quickly and delivered a well-aimed kick to the man’s groin. The act of violence was not brutal but contained enough force to ensure the man saw the error of his ways. Abberline moved to the man’s side.
“I am Inspector Abberline of Scotland Yard. If you do not want to be spending the rest of your days in chains, you will sit quietly and allow us to go about our business.”
“Or I could just cut your balls off.” Gossup pulled out the wickedly curved blade, that he always carried on his person, to add weight to his words.  The captive nodded that he would behave. Gossup put away his knife, and then re-tied the ropes about the man’s feet and hands.
“What now?” a voice sounded.
Gossup recognised it was Jack that had asked the question. Gossup finished securing the captive and then stood to face Jack and the others. Before him, stood not only the remainder of William’s men, but also an Inspector of Scotland Yard and men that were loyal to Sir Simeon Harkness. Many of them were used to giving orders and not taking them from men of his standing. The former private would usually feel uncomfortable in such company. He was a man from the lowest rung on the ladder of society, but this was his environment. This was, despite the combatants, a military operation and on those terms, he was without doubt, the superior officer.
“Well Jack, we are going to create bloody chaos. The heathen down that track, are going to think Satan himself has come knocking their door.” Gossup smiled his sparsely-toothed grin. “We will begin slow. We will move as close as possible before allowing the enemy the knowledge that we are coming. When they do, we will become screaming banshees. We will be loud and don’t spare their delicate heads the use of your Billy clubs. We hunt one man and although we do not know the man, we have Faraday’s description. He is a big bastard with flaming red hair. We need him alive and able to talk. We will secure the prisoner and then wait for William and Faraday to join us. Are you all sure of the plan?”
***
The road that led from the tower to the track was little more than a well-used trail. It meandered like a babbling brook in search of coastal waters; it followed the terrain rather than cutting its own path. The group of men were spread out with Gossup at their front. Now and then he would raise a hand, and the watchful group would come to a halt. An expectation of a potential attack would momentarily be heightened, and then he would let his hand fall, and their journey would continue.  Gossup estimated that they had covered half of the journey when the mist began to roll in. One moment the track stretched out to his front and then the deathly shroud encased the countryside. He cursed inwardly; he turned and could only just make out the ghostly forms of his comrades.
“Close up.” He knew that it would be a simple matter for them to become separated. That would mean that the task would fail. It was impossible to contact William, and so, he knew he must press on.
“Things just got interesting,” Tallow announced as he drew level with Gossup.
“And damned more dangerous,” Gossup replied. “Stay close.” He was about to press on as Jack came into view. His friend’s face was one of apprehension.” Gossup guessed that the cause was the previous night’s talk of ghost and curses that weighed heavily on his comrade’s mind. He had never seen such uncertainty in Jack. “Out here Jack, there is only one dangerous beast. I have supped ale from the skulls of Afghan warriors. I’d wipe my arse on any ghost captain. Now focus on the bloody task.” Gossup winked at Jack. He turned and began picking his way up the track.
***
The journey had taken far longer than had been expected. However, Gossup now found himself, and most of his comrades, at the side of a large cart. The mists had lessened slightly, giving visibility of around twenty paces. Gossup waited for the remainder of the men to reach the rickety transport.
“Listen,” he spoke in a low whisper, “remember, we want one man and we want him alive. Use your clubs to make the bastards take note. Only use your pistols if forced. We will work in pairs – either men haven’t arrived for work, or if they are here, then they are still in their beds.  Let’s go!”
He did not wait for an answer but immediately walked into the failing mist. His men followed him; naturally falling into pairs. As Gossup rounded a pile of crates, he came face to face with a bleary-eyed inhabitant. Before the man could raise the alarm, Gossup kicked him in the groin. The man let out a agonised grunt as he slipped to the ground and grasped at his genitalia.
Gossup bent down and seized the man by the collar. “If you want to keep what’s in your hands then you best open your sauce box. Tell me where Chides is.” Gossup was rewarded with a look of defiance. He sighed and shook his head. Then in one movement he clasped a hand over the man’s mouth, drew the blade from his jacket and plunged it into the man’s thigh. The muffled scream did not travel, and Gossup refused to remove his hand until the man’s scream turned to pitiful sobs. “Everyone deserves a second chance. Tell me what I want to know?”
“Chides will tear your bloody head off,” the man replied through gritted teeth.
“And he will get that chance if you tell me where he is – or do I have to convince you further?” Gossup held up his bloodied blade.
“No… he is in the caves.”
“Good lad.” Gossup tore a strip from the man’s shirt. Ripping the piece of fabric in two, he placed a gag over his captive’s mouth, and then tied a cloth around his thigh. “Don’t be concerned, the wound is not serious.” Gossup gave his victim belittling ruffle of his hair, meant to insult.  Satisfied that the bastard was well and truly humiliated, he then waved his men forward.
***
The rolling mist hampered William and Faraday’s progress. William however, wasn’t overly concerned. He knew that Gossup would continue with his mission and so, the option of returning to a place of safety was never realistic. Faraday suddenly placed a hand across his chest.
“We are getting close. There shouldn’t be too many people at this end of the caves but it is used as a route to transport smaller loads, and we should be vigilant.” The Inspector ensured that his bulldog pistol was fit for purpose. He pulled down the loading gate and span the barrel to check that each chamber contained a round. Satisfied, he flipped the loading gate back into position.
“That may change when Gossup reaches his target. I imagine some will doubtless flee our way.” As he spoke, William drew his trusted pepperbox from his jacket. He allowed Faraday to take the lead. He followed the inspector without making another sound. His focus was on any possible movement or sign of an enemy. The track narrowed and began to decline sharply. William started to feel too restricted as the track meandered through impressive rock formations on both sides. On more than one occasion he was forced to grasp at the unforgiving surface as the trail plunged downwards. The soldier in him knew that his position was impossible to defend. If their approach was detected, then an enemy would find it all too easy to pick the moment of battle and retreat would be virtually impossible.
Suddenly, the ground levelled out. William felt the old wound to his thigh growling its discontent. His feet sank slightly into the pebbled beach.
“This way,” Faraday whispered.
The Inspector turned to his left and walked towards the cliffs that William realised, were the same ones, they had just walked alongside as they descended the trackway. He also began to question how the cliffs could play host to any substantial smuggler activity. When the tide was in, the waters would race into those caves and ruin any ill-gotten gains. It would also pose a severe threat. The entrance to the cave looked devoid of any life.  The darkness was a concern to William. His inner voice screamed for him to take care. He licked his lips and tasted the salt deposited by the breeze from the Channel. Faraday was already disappearing into the gloom and William had to force his pace.
The cave interior brought no surprises. It was cold, damp and even with so little light, William knew that it was devoid of life. Twenty paces in and he was navigating only by the sound of Faraday’s footsteps.
“Mind your head,” Faraday whispered.
William held his weapon free hand out as he moved forward. It wasn’t long before he felt the cold, slime-covered wall of the cave. For a moment, he thought that he had come up against a dead end. Then, as his hand moved downwards, the initial resistance disappeared. He crouched low and with his hand outstretched, he stepped forward. William could tell that he was in some kind of tunnel and that the ground beneath his feet was rising. After about fifty paces a small light in the distance began to appear. William fixed his eyes on the illumination, which as he drew closer, he discovered it was the light of the day. The brightness suddenly disappeared as the shape of Faraday, briefly came into view. William pressed on until the Inspector’s breathing could clearly be heard.
Faraday held up his hand, and said, “Don’t move. The next cavern has guards.”
“What in the name of God are they guarding,” William replied.
“You will see soon enough. Wait for my signal.” Faraday slipped from the tunnel into the awaiting light.
William inched forward. His eyes squinted against the light; the form of the nearby cavern came into view. As the cavern came into focus, he could not help be impressed by the ingenuity of the smugglers. The cavern had been prepared to accept small boats from the channel; a small dock hidden away from outside prying eyes. The light did not come from the front of the cavern, but from an opening high in the cavern’s wall. Anything resembling man-made was set back from the cavern’s entrance. William glanced around and saw Faraday crouched low next to some crates. The Inspector was motioning for William to look in a specific direction. William did as he was instructed and spied two men enjoying a game of flats.
The men were oblivious to his presence and were unaware of Faraday gradually flanking their position. William ventured from the tunnel. He closed on the position of the guards. When he was no more than two paces away, one of the guards turned. The man’s eyes widened, clearly shocked to see a stranger in the cave. William jumped forward and took the man at waist height. He had to trust that Faraday would take care of the second guard because his opponent was no weakling. He felt the raw strength of the man as he struggled to maintain his advantage. William struck the man’s head with his pepperbox. William’s opponent was strong and it was only the fourth blow that stemmed the man’s resistance, sending the pepperbox spinning from William’s grasp.  William crouched over him and checked if he still lived. He felt slightly relieved that the guard was unconscious and not dead.
“I thought he was going to get the better of you,” Faraday announced.
William turned to see that Faraday had left his opponent sprawled across the cavern floor. The man’s nose was far wider and bloody than God had intended.
“It was close. He was a proper bastard,” William replied. “And I’ve lost my pistol.”
“It slid toward the boat,” Faraday pointed to a small tethered rowing boat as he spoke.
William immediately moved towards the diminutive craft. He would not admit it to the Inspector, but the pepperbox held a certain importance. It had been a gift from Isaac Naismith, and was the first act of kindness he’d received on his return to London. As he reached the boat, he glanced around and wondered if it had dropped over the edge of the small man-made dock. He got down on one knee, rolled up a sleeve and plunged his arm into the cold waters.
“Here it is,” Faraday announced.
William half turned his hand still languishing in the Channel’s cooling liquid. Faraday was smiling, but somehow William felt uneasy by his friend’s apparent mirth. The smile slipped, and as it did, the pistol was raised high and then swept down with force. William was helpless has the pistol struck. He felt the blinding pain on the side of his head. He tipped forward and crashed into the bottom of the rowing boat. He managed to turn his head and see Faraday stepping into the craft. Then another blow connected with his jaw and his world sank into darkness.




Chapter 12
Gossup swore loudly as the first shot sounded. Calls of alarm quickly followed the gunfire, and then came the screams of anger. The nest of vipers suddenly writhed with panicked excitement. Men that had no love of law seemed to emerge from every doorway. However, the day was young; the bleary, reddened eyes betrayed the heavy night’s drinking that most of these villains had enjoyed the previous night. Very few held weapons. Indeed, the majority were struggling to pull on breeches or a reluctant boot. A well-aimed billy club prevented many of them from winning the battle with their attire.
Gossup observed the melee. It did not take long before he found the source of the gun shot. A colossus of a man stood in a doorway. He matched the unmistakable description that Faraday had given of Chides. His weapon seemed more at home in a military band than on the battlefield. The flared barrel, however, had already sent its deadly fire into the mist and the weapon was little more than a decorative club.  Gossup strode forward intent on confronting the man.  However, a figure appeared between him and Chides.
***
“Come on, you big bastard,” Jack called out. He had seen Gossup heading for Chides and doubted that his friend, despite his skill with a blade, could handle the man’s power. Chides accepted the challenge by hurling his weapon at Jack’s head. Jack stepped to his side but heard a man cry out with pain to his rear. Chides charged forward. Jack in contrast to his attacker took a calm and measured step to his right, and then snapped out a powerful jab. He winced in pain as his fist connected with Chide’s granite-like jaw. His enemy raised a hand to his lip and dabbed at the emerging blood.
“Oh, we have a fighter and such a pretty boy too. I don’t know whether to kill you or bed you. Maybe I will just kill you first and play with you afterwards.” Chides laughed as he closed the gap between the two.
“What… no romancing?” Jack replied, before throwing a left and right combination. Both punches landed but neither succeeded in removing the annoying smile from Chides’ face.  The noise from the surrounding chaos began to falter. Jack hoped that his friends had gained the upper hand, but recognised that it would be foolish to turn his attention from his enemy. The fight settled into a pattern. Chides would move forward; his advance would be met with a flurry of blows and then the spritely Jack would dance away.
Jack could feel the tiredness creeping into his arms and legs. He had never known an opponent that did not weaken. His concern must have shown on his face because Chides began to laugh.
“What’s wrong pretty boy?’ Chides cackled.
“I can do this all day,” Jack replied, hoping that he sounded more confident than he felt.
“Then we had best move things along.” As he spoke Chides moved forward at far greater speed than he had previously done so. At the same time, his mammoth fist shot out and caught Jack a glancing blow on the jaw. The blow was enough to throw Jack off balance and before he could regain his composure Chides struck again. The second blow drove into his gut. Jack doubled over, the air forced from his body. He stumbled but managed to keep his feet. The laughing Chides closed on him, but Jack, was a man of the street, he knew that this was no time for rules. He slipped beneath a right hook then brought his knee into Chides groin. The laughing stopped, replaced by a groan, and then a fury-filled growl. Chides, his face a mask of pure rage, came forward again. Jack threw a jab, Chides caught it, and pulled him in close. The big man elbowed Jack, catching him in the temple. Then Jack was grasped bodily, lifted from the ground and then squeezed. He tried to break the hold, his rib cage straining against the pressure. Chides had too much strength forcing Jack to improvise. He drew his head back and smashed it against the bridge of his attacker’s nose, but remarkably the powerful grip did not lessen. Jack repeated the move, and finally, Chides’ grip relaxed and then fell away. Jack stumbled from his attacker and clutched at his ribs. He managed to glance toward his enemy. Chides was wiping the blood away from his face; the smile replaced by hatred. Jack realised at that moment that he was outmatched. Chides had taken his best shots and just kept coming. For the first time in a life of violence, Jack felt a stab of deep, gut wrenching fear. Chides charged forward like a crazed bull elephant.  Jack summoned all of his strength and used it, in one punch.
The blow didn’t even slow the man down. Jack felt the full force as his enemy crashed into him. He would have been thrown onto the floor, but nearby wagon held him upright.  He felt his ribs break as Chides caught him with another blow.
“Can’t dance away from this, pretty boy,” Chides snarled.
Jack was spent. Another blow smashed his jaw and his head banged against the timbers of the wagon. A pair of strong, powerful hands were at his throat. Panic raced through Jack’s mind as he desperately tried to break Chides’ grip. His strength had gone, and he knew the end was close. darkness finally overwhelmed him.
***
Gossup forced himself to his feet. He looked down at the weapon that had emerged from the mist to strike him in the groin. He remembered the pain and falling to the ground. He touched a hand to his head and felt the blood within his matted hair.  He swore loudly, realising that he must have knocked himself out when he fell. For a moment, he was confused as to what to do next but then remembered the mission. He glanced around and saw Chides standing at a wagon. Initially, his sight was blurred, but as his senses began to clear, he realised that Jack was in trouble. He forced his shaking limbs forward and drew the blade from within his jacket. When he was no more than a few paces away he launched himself on to the back of Chides. He made no attempt to arrest; Jack’s life depended on swift action. He held onto Chides head with one hand and swept his blade in from the side.  The weapon tore through the side of the smugglers neck. Flesh surrendered to the wicked curved edge, which did not stop until hilt slammed against bone. Chides arms dropped from Jack, and then the mountain-like man toppled to his side, taking Gossup with him.
“Bollocks!” Gossup swore as he tried to heave the substantial frame of Chides from on top of him. He scrambled from the floor and glanced across at Jack who had slipped to the floor when released by the late Chides. “Jack!” Gossup called but received no reply. He feared the worst as he crossed to his friend. “Jack, come on. Get up.” His pleading, had no effect on the bruised and battered form. Gossup grasped his friend by his jacket and shook him. “Come on you bastard! William will gut me like a fish if I don’t bring you home.” Jack’s eyes flickered and then opened.
“Water,” Jack croaked.
“Bloody water, by God’s cock. Why would I carry water?” He reached within his jacket and pulled out a small flask. “Rum is what you need.”
“A strange drink of choice,” Jack noted as he took the flask.
“Some habits formed in the ranks are hard to break.” He retrieved the flask and took a drink.
“Where is Chides?”
“The bastard is dead,” Gossup replied.
“I am sorry Goss, he was just too strong.  In truth, he gave me a beating.”
“Well his days of giving beating are at an end.” Gossup spat in Chides’ direction.
“William will not be happy. He wanted the man alive.”
“William will be far happier that you walk this world than that bastard.” Gossup placed an awkward hand on Jack’s shoulder. He always found it easier to kill than show tenderness. However, since spending time with the young Alfie, he had made an effort to be more open with his feelings.
“Thank you, Goss. He would have killed me.”
“Your brother saved my life on more occasions than I can count. You owe me no debt. Now, let us see what we can find in the nest of vipers.”
***
There had been around twenty smugglers other than Chides. The sudden appearance of Gossup and his men that were not opposed to using violence, caused many of the cave inhabitants to flee rather than fight. Few had the pugilistic skill or stubbornness of their criminal employer. By the time Chides lay upon the ground, the smugglers were either dead, captive or running for the hills. Bakari joined Jack on the injury list, nursing a deep cut to his right upper arm.  The man responsible for the injury had been robbed the enjoyment of triumph as Bakari put his own blade to work.
Gossup surveyed the camp of the smugglers. This part of their operation was hardly hidden from view.  Various outbuildings stood testament that this was a criminal organisation with little to fear from the authorities. The buildings were inspected revealing a thriving business.
“I will wager that much of this would have been in London by the end of the week.” Abberline picked up a bottle from a nearby crate. “This would cost me more than a week’s pay.” The Inspector eyed Gossup closely.
“Probably tastes like piss,” Gossup replied, but his mind was on the fact that William was yet to arrive. He wondered if he should send out a search party.
“The rest of the men can gather the documents from Chides’ office. May I suggest that we get one of those bastards,” he pointed at one of the captives, “to lead us through the caves.”
“Yes, I think we had best go find him. He and Faraday may have become lost. Tallow,” Gossup motioned for Richard Tallow to come closer, “use the wagon and gather every piece of evidence. You had better question the prisoners too.”
“Consider it done,” Tallow replied.
Gossup nodded his thanks and then walked over to where the prisoners were seated.
“I need a guide.” A less than enthusiastic response met his request. “Listen carefully – my friend may be lost in those caves. The man who leads me through will receive payment and his freedom.” Not one man moved or made a sound. Most looked down at the ground, suggesting that they feared being seen to help the authorities. Gossup looked around the men until his stare lingered on one man. He held himself proudly and looked directly at Gossup. His clothes were in better condition than his comrades’ and hanging from his belt was an expensive looking spyglass. “You will do.” Gossup pointed at the man.
The man spat out his reply. “I didn’t volunteer my services.”
“Two options…you either come with me or,” Gossup pulled a pistol from his belt, “I will shoot you in the face.” He stepped forward and raised the pistol. The man jumped to his feet. “I am glad you have seen reason. Abberline, let’s go.”
***
Gossup, Abberline and their newly acquired guide had ventured through the caves. Gossup had decided that stealth was not important and as they entered each cave he would call out to William. If they reached a cave which had more than one offshoot, then Abberline would remain on the main route as Gossup and the guide would investigate. However, Gossup would return without William at his side. Each empty cave added weight to the despair in Gossup’s heart. He could not help feeling a sense of dread.
“How much further?” he asked.
“There are only two more caves and only one of those are used by our men,” the guide replied.
Gossup noticed the guide smirking.
“Be warned… I will happily gut you. Now move on.”
The three men journeyed along a small passageway that led to yet another cave. It was one of the largest that they had encountered. It held a few crates and a small dock.
“There!” Abberline pointed to two figures on the ground.
The three men moved forward. Gossup realised that it was not Faraday and William, but it did at least mean that his friends had reached this point.
“One of the boats is missing,” the guide announced. “We always have two small rowing boats tied to the dock.”
Gossup moved down to the dock’s edge. He looked around for evidence and then spied a pistol glint in the shallow water. He bent down and retrieved the firearm and realised, with no little dread, the pistol was one of William’s pepperboxes. He turned to the guide.
“Give me your spyglass, now!” Gossup clambered into the second boat and rowed it past the cave’s hidden entrance.  He scanned the horizon and then spotted a shape in the distance. He raised the spyglass. A small boat came into view and the impressive figure of Faraday could be seen rowing. Gossup scanned the boat; his heart missed a beat as he observed what looked like a form lying at the front of the craft. Somehow, he knew that the unmoving figure was William. He wanted to give chase, but knew it would be a forlorn attempt. He slumped down and took up the oar. He rowed back toward the cave and clambered onto the dock.
“Well?” Abberline asked.
“Faraday has him.”
“What do you mean?”
“William was not moving – I just hope he still lives.” Gossup looked to the guide. “You are free to go.”
“Are you sure it was William? Abberline asked.
“I will admit that the figure was only partially visible and the features were hidden from me. But yes, Abberline, I am sure that it was William.”
“Then he is alive. If that bastard had killed William then removing the body would serve no purpose,” Abberline replied.
“My spyglass,” the guide timidly interrupted.
“You have your life be thankful,” Gossup replied.
***
Back at the smuggler’s main base, Jack was keen to know about William, but Gossup was unable to speak about the matter. His mind was filled with anxiety. His friend could soon be in the hands of the Ripper. He would also have to present that news to Sir Simeon and Emily.
“Tallow have we got all the documents?” Gossup asked ignoring Jack’s questions.
“All loaded on the wagon. The prisoners have nothing of any value to say,” Tallow replied.
“Let them go,” Gossup paused trying to keep his desperation and anger at bay, “and burn it.”
“I’m sorry?” Tallow asked clearly confused by the request.
“Burn it all. Not one crate or timber is to be left untouched.” Gossup walked away.
Tallow looked to Abberline.
“Do as his says,” Abberline confirmed.




Chapter 13
Sir Simeon Harkness woke early. He wiped the sweat from his brow, wishing that he could remember the nightmare that disturbed his slumber. He pulled back the bedding and noticed his nightshirt was damp like his brow. He felt uneasy as though a great sorrow lay just beyond his mind’s view. He climbed from his bed and moved to the jug of fresh water. He tipped its contents into a large bowl and then plunged his hands into the cooling liquid. For a moment, he remained still, allowing the water to caress his scarred and hardened flesh. The in one swift movement he bent and submerged his face in the water. As he stood upright, he dragged his hand up his face and over hair removing the excess water. He let out a long sigh in resignation that the reason for his sense of foreboding would remain a secret. As he opened his eyes, he glanced through one of the enormous windows that Cloveney possessed.  In the distance, he saw the shape of riders and guessed that it was William and the men returning from their mission in the south.  Suddenly, he felt a heavy weight in his stomach as he wondered why they would return so early in the day. It would mean the horsemen had travelled through the night; not an option to be taken lightly. 
***
Despite dressing quickly, Simeon discovered that the guests had already entered the household. They gathered in Cloveney’s substantial hall. Simeon descended the staircase, and as he did so, he studied the faces of the men that served both him and his son.
“Is my boy dead?” he asked.
“No, we don’t believe so,” Tallow replied.
“It was that bastard, Faraday,” Abberline announced, as he took a step to his front. It looks as though he has made William his captive.”
Simeon did not reply immediately. He slowly moved down the remaining steps. “Did we manage to capture Chides?”
“He’s dead, but we have his documents. Perhaps they will lead us to where William is being held.” Abberline’s face suggested to Simeon that he was hopeful rather than enthusiastic about the papers revealing William’s location.
“If we carry on, we will be signing William’s death sentence,” Gossup interrupted.
“What would you have us do, Gossup?” Abberline asked.
“I don’t know, but I’ll be damned if I will give them a reason to kill William,” Gossup replied.
“Tallow do you think Finch will know of a way to get a message to his former master?” Simeon asked.
“It is possible…what are your thoughts?”
“If we reached out to the Ripper and declared an end to the investigation, would they release William? Simeon’s words stuck in his throat.
“But...” Abberline tried to argue.
“What would you have me do, Abberline? I will not lose my son. If a killer must walk free to ensure his safety, then I will gladly take that shame.”
“No!” The men turned to see Emily walking towards them. When she reached Simeon, she leant forward and kissed him on the cheek. “I love your son with all of my heart. If we turn away from our purpose, then it will not be you or I that will carry that burden. William will hold it in his heart, and it would destroy him. Gaetan, Tom, Obadiah laid down their lives for this task and William would not thank us for placing his life above theirs. Simeon, we must proceed. No matter the cost.”
“But Emily…” Simeon tried to protest.
“Simeon,” she raised a hand to his cheek, “I would rather rip the heart from my body than see William harmed, but he would not want this - better that he dies from a blade than from shame.”
Simeon stared at Emily for some time before turning back to the men. “Richard, if you would be so kind as to bring Finch here.” He paused knowing that the men would be eager to know what he had in mind. “We track the Ripper down and with good fortune bring my son home.”
“He may have little left to tell,” Richard Tallow replied glumly.
“A man like Finch always has more to tell. You just need to ask the right question with the right amount of pressure. I mean you no disrespect Richard but Finch is yet to meet Sir Simeon Harkness. He will understand why people call me a bastard.”
***
William knew that his hands were manacled before he opened his eyes. The cold, unforgiving iron bracelets rubbed against the skin of his wrists. He jerked as a cool damp cloth was applied to his head. He opened his eyes to a blurred figure standing above him. The features of the form were not yet clear, but William knew.
“It’s a bit late to display concern, Faraday,” William croaked. He was surprised by his voice and the soreness of his throat. The figure did not speak, but moved away, returning a moment later with a chair. He sighed and took a seat.
“Forgive me. I did not mean to hit you so hard. Although, the damage to your throat was caused by your fall onto the dock,” Faraday lit a cigarette.
“So how much coin did it take to buy your honour, Faraday?” William snapped.
“You think I did this for money? You do not understand the Ripper,” Faraday replied, returning William’s gaze.
“Then why don’t you enlighten me. Tell me why you turned your back on your friends – why you have doomed my unborn child to a life without a father.”
“I have his word that you will not be harmed,” Faraday finally looked at William.
“His word? He’s a murdering bastard, you damn fool!” William shook his head.
“He knows things!” Faraday stood, his face flushed with anger. He held out the hand that was devoid of two digits. “He has me in his palm and if I fail him - he will close his hand and crush me.”
“So, this is about saving your worthless skin?” William replied his temper beginning to rise. Faraday’s anger however, seemed to evaporate as quickly as it had erupted. He slumped back onto his chair. For a moment William thought that the inspector would remain quiet, too ashamed to speak.
“Not my skin - he would harm the only person that I have loved. The only person that has ever truly loved me.”
“I never knew you had a…” William attempted to reply as his fury was thrown off guard.
“A wife – a lover? No, only the burnt embers of what could have been.” Faraday once more held up his left hand. “Did Naismith ever tell you how I lost my fingers?”
“Only that you lost them on a mission.”
“I lost them because I was a fool. The scarred stumps are a reminder of my idiocy.”
“What are you talking about?” William found that despite his anger, he wanted to know more.
“I have always had contempt for those that broke the law. Man, woman or child it made no difference. The law was there to be obeyed and those that failed to do so, deserved punishment. My unswerving dedication to the law made me the obvious choice to go undercover to break the smuggling gangs on the coast.  My superiors trusted that I was beyond corruption. It did not take me long to earn the trust of certain criminal gangs. Violence has always come easily to me, and I had no reluctance to use it for the ‘greater good’ at least that is what I told myself,” He gave a wry smile. “Six months I walked amongst the bastards before I drew the attention of ‘Tanner’ Bill.
“Tanner Bill?”
“He earned the name because his enemies were rumoured to end up at the tanners. He was a vile creature that ruled like a would-be king. He demanded loyalty from his subjects and those that fell short, rarely lived. I managed to set up some easy targets for his gang to make some money. I was so successful that I was invited to visit Tanner Bill’s home. It was an honour rarely extended to anyone outside his inner circle.” Faraday paused, and he closed his eyes tightly for a moment as though the memory caused him pain. “It was here that I met Anne. She was Tanner’s niece, but he treated her like a commodity. She was uncommonly beautiful, and that beauty was used to help fill Tanner’s pockets. If an official needed to be convinced to divulge information, then Anne was the alternative to violence. Over the next few months, I grew to know her and how Tanner used his niece as a whore, and when she refused, he could be cruel. Her misery pulled my attention from my duty to trying to find excuses to being in her presence.  My masters at the Yard became suspicious, believing that I may have grown used to a life of crime. They ordered Tanner’s property raided and his gang rounded up.” Faraday paused and took a flask from within his jacket and took a long drink. He offered the flask to William who refused, despite desperately needing to quench his thirst. “On the night of the raid, I led the attack on Tanner’s household personally. Something went wrong, and our position was given away far earlier than was planned. I panicked and ordered the men to charge forward when it would have been easier to hold our position. All I could think about was making sure that Anne was safe. Despite losses, we forced our way into the house.” He held up his left hand to highlight his own loss in the skirmish.  “I ran from room to room in the search for Anne. I saw Tanner hiding in one of the upstairs rooms, but I made no attempt to arrest him. My only thoughts were for Anne. Finally, I found her and smuggled her from the house. I placed her on a horse with instructions where we would meet. As she rode away, there were more gunshots from the house. I finally returned my mind to my duty. As I entered the house more shots rang out. I ran up the stairs and to my horror found Tanner had been killed, but he had taken two of my men with him. They were no more than boys. They would never see another day because of me.” Faraday placed his head in his hands.
“And what of Anne?” William asked.
“When men die, questions are asked. It took time for me to give my report, and remove myself from the gaze of my superiors. By the time I reached the small Inn that we had arranged to meet in, she had already left.”
“You don’t suppose that you could have been deceived?”
Faraday gave a small smile. “I am not always a fool, William. I have thought on more than one occasion that perhaps was just a useful tool to help her break free from Tanner’s grasp. Not that it mattered. The guilt I felt at the betrayal of my men had extinguished any hope that we could have been together. Each time that I looked into her eyes, I would have seen the empty stare of my men.”
“And so, you betrayed your men for nought. Just like you have betrayed me.” William felt his anger rising once again.
“Not for nought. I ensured Anne was free of Tanner and until a number of weeks ago, I believed that she was safe. This man that we have hunted all this time is the devil himself, William. He knows things that only I and the dead could know.”
“You bloody fool. He knows what? That you fell in love with a smuggler’s niece. That men died and some blame their deaths on you.” William shook his head with dismay.
“Nobody knew of our affair,” Faraday replied, but his words lacked conviction.
“Of course they knew. Someone always bloody knows your secrets. A nosey servant, a crook waiting until the information will be at its most valuable. This Ripper is no psychic with help from the dead. He cannot see into the past or know the future. Oh, he is clever – too bloody clever but he is just a man. A man who has made a fool out of you. Faraday, you have damned us both.”
“He gave me his word that you will not be harmed,” Faraday replied.
“Faraday,” William sighed, “neither of us will live beyond our usefulness.”




Chapter 14
A figure picked his way towards the docks. The collar of his Inverness coat was pulled up high, and a scarf hid his facial features from any prying eyes. Then quite suddenly he came to a halt, glancing up and down the street. The hour was late, only the few people were on the streets and they did not dawdle in their pursuit of a safe haven. Despite their proximity, they showed no interest in his activities. He took the opportunity to slip into an alley to his rear. He strode with purpose but without haste for twenty paces and then stopped next to an inconspicuous door. The figure took another glance towards the main street and then disappeared through the door. The corridor was dark, however, in the distance an open doorway allowed light to announce the path for any guest. Despite the way ahead being clear the figure paused long enough to remove his coat and reveal the robe beneath. He lifted the hood of the garment, and his face fell into shadow.
As he stepped through the illuminated doorway, a small table came into view. He knew this would be no grand meeting that the cult of Cronos had become accustomed. No fine country household to add grandeur and weight to their cause.
“Thank you for attending at such short notice, brothers.” His words were not met with a vocal reply
but with the compliant nod of four hooded forms seated at the table. “As the most dedicated servants of Cronos, I thought that you should be informed of my plans.” He and glanced around the room. “But first, I believe, some wine.” One of the hooded followers, made to rise. “No, remain in your seat. I shall serve.” He walked to the small cabinet, on which, a bottle and a number of glasses were perched. With his back to the four hooded figures, he poured five glasses of wine. Then he silently slipped a small flask from within his robe.  A single drop of liquid was added to four of the glasses, and the flask returned to his robe. Despite a tray being available, he delivered each glass to the table individually and then took a seat. Giving a contented sigh, he raised his glass. “To Cronos and the return of the golden age.” His words were answered in kind by his guests as they first raised their own glasses, and then savoured the liquid within.
“Why are we here, Alpha?” A figure directly to his right asked.
“The followers of Cronos need you,” Alpha paused. He took a moment to observe the people around the table. Their faces were covered, but he had learned to read other signs. Nervous men usually fidgeted in their seats, the slightest tremor of a hand could tell him a great deal. “I asked all to destroy links to Finch and to wait for further instruction.” One of them attempted to rise, but a seemingly invisible force prevented the action. “Hemlock can be a useful tool if you possess the knowledge.” Alpha rose from his seat and circled the table.  He knew that those seated were experiencing a deep fear. He licked his lips and smiled. “A man that is willing to run, is also, willing to talk. Sell his comrades so that he may avoid persecution.” Alpha reached out a hand and tugged the hood from the figure to his front. “James Streep…heir to the Streep fortune. Alas, no fortune exists. Squandered away by your drunkard of a father. Your anger infected all that you touched. Cronos placed its protective arms about you. We even made it possible for much of that fortune to return. And yet you abandon the cause, placing your worthless neck above the followers of Cronos. No James, your neck is of no importance.” The blade was brought up with speed and then drew across the exposed flesh of James Streep’s’ throat. Blood cascaded onto the surface of the table. He knew that those seated at the table must have wanted nothing more than to run, but the poison coursing through their veins held them captive. Every muscle constricted, forcing them to remain seated and upright. The unfortunate Streep did not falter in his positioning despite the blood gushing from the open wound. “What was that?” Alpha leant forward placing his hooded ear close to Streep’s mouth. “My dear boy, you are mumbling. You must learn to articulate your words.” Alpha was enjoying his macabre teasing. He tapped Streep on the shoulder and then moved onto the next of his guests.
As before he pulled the hood of the seated figure to reveal the person hidden beneath. “Seamus Doherty, disowned son of Sean Doherty, a trader of dubious reputation. Apparently, even a man like your father cannot turn a blind eye to your thievery. I thought Cronos would cure you of your failings. Imagine my dismay upon finding that you intended to run and fund your cowardice with Cronos wealth. You visited the safe house in Dorset and removed the funds intended for those more deserving.” Alpha placed his own hand on top of Doherty’s hand that was on the table’s surface. “That which is offensive – we must cut away.” He placed the blade of his knife on Seamus’s wrist. The blade moved downwards easily until it struck bone. Alpha was forced to apply more pressure and allow the blade to continue its journey. The instrument of destruction did not cease until it collided with the hard, wooden surface of the table. Alpha gave the blade a flick and the hand separated from its host. Seamus did not scream, because he could not, but his eyes welled with tears. Alpha moved to Seamus’s right side and held his victims remaining good hand. “A thief with one hand is still a thief.” The blade came down again and removed the second hand with less ceremony but with equal efficiency. Alpha wiped his blade on his latest victim’s hood. As he did so, he could hear the slightest of high-pitched sounds. He thought it resembled a scream that had been captured, put in a sturdy box, and then placed at the bottom of a well. The noise was emanating from one of his unharmed guests.
He ambled to the next person and drew back their hood. “Annabel King, once the bell of London’s high society. You danced and spent your way through your husband’s wealth. He finally he grew tired of your excesses and found the warm embrace of another. Driven to the point of insanity you set the fire that would consume the residence that your husband and his new lover called home. The lover was killed, and you were fortunate not to face the noose. The authorities believed you mad and locked you away. Cronos found you and plucked you from imprisonment. We even took the head of the man that had so wronged your heart. “I wonder how damaged is your heart?” The blade was raised and then plunged through fabric, and into flesh. The weapon changed direction a number of times, until a macabre square was formed. Alpha removed the blade, and then forced his hand into the wound. “Your heart clings to your body like you clung to love.” He withdrew his hand, and the knife went to work once more. Again, his hand replaced the blade and this time as it left King’s body it held a bloodied heart. “Not my best work but the light is too poor.” He held the heart so that Annabel King could see but she had already passed from the world of men.
Alpha turned his attention to the final guest. As before he pulled back the hood. “Oh, I have saved the most important guest until last. Richard Hamble, third son of the famous Lord Hamble. You saw the writing on the wall from an early age. The Lord’s first son and heir would be trained from the day he was born to step into the breach when his father breathed his last. The second son, your brother Rupert, would enter the world of religion. One of the few professions that can match the deceit and debauchery of politics.  That left poor little Richard at the mercy of being a sacrificial lamb to the demands of high society. Life in the military beckoned with a commission arranged since you suckled your mother’s teat. You saw your father’s plans and made plans of your own. You would rebel but not before you had spirited away enough funds to give you a reasonable start in life. You foresaw your father’s fury and unwillingness to deviate from his wishes for your future. Your father cut you off from the family. He even denied you the opportunity to visit your mother on her deathbed or visit the family tomb when the Reaper finally kissed her lifeless lips. You were lost until Cronos placed his understanding arms about you. He moulded your fury into a tool and enabled you to take bloody revenge on your father. You saw your father’s downfall, and then you seemingly saw the opportunity to cut Cronos from your life. It had served its purpose.” Alpha raised his blade. “I think you have seen far too much.” The weapon was pushed forward and then moved in a circular motion.  As Hamble’s eye slopped on to the table surface the blade went to work again. Before long, Hamble’s stare could, if it had not been against the laws of nature, took in his own form as both eyes looked up from the table surface. Alpha casually wiped his knife on a nearby napkin. He had no idea if all four victims were dead but he knew that their time was short. The poison would eventually prevent them taking a breath even if they managed to survive their grotesque injuries. Alpha smiled at a task well done. He loved the feeling of having complete control over his victims. He even gave a short chuckle as he thought about the deceit of his own words. They would die thinking that Cronos demanded their lives. Nothing could be further from the truth. Alpha knew that they could not be trusted and must be removed before their loose tongues posed a threat. They would not be the last. Cronos had served its purpose and its followers were now a weight to discard.
He took down his hood now that the possibility of being identified had been removed. He gave a sigh. “I would have liked to leave you in this state. I do so like to create a suitable scene for the Yard and newspapers to enjoy. However, your identities may create a certain apprehension in the followers of Cronos.  I must delay your names becoming known.” Alpha searched each of his victims and removed any papers or jewellery. The papers were burned in a metal bowl that sat in the centre of the table. The jewellery, however, was slipped into his pocket. “One last task,” he raised the blade, “the face is the canvass we present to the world. It shows our misery and joy in equal measure, but the dead have no need for such things.”
The candlelight caught the edge of the blade as it went to work. The flickering on the weapon stopped briefly as Alpha dropped the skin from the face of the first victim. The gruesome task resumed until four faces had been removed and burned. He then removed his robe and used it to wipe his blade clean. He crossed to the untainted wine and used it to wash the majority of the blood from his hands. Then he retrieved his jacket, placed the blade within the breast pocket. Without another thought to those that he had just butchered, he slipped into the shadows of the city.




Chapter 15
Sir Simeon Harkness drove his fist, hard into the fleshy torso belonging to Finch. He had no compulsion to pull his blows. Finch had been delivered to Cloveney Hall. Simeon was determined that the Ripper’s lawyer be left in no doubt as to whom he should be more afraid. The punch to the torso was the third act of violence committed by Simeon, and he had not bothered to ask Finch a question.
“What do you want? I have told you everything,” Finch cowered as he spoke. “Are you going to let him do this?” Finch aimed his question over Simeon’s shoulder to the motionless Abberline.
“Why not? As soon as the Ripper catches up with you – then you are dead. What difference does it make if you die here or in some shit-filled alley in London?” Abberline replied.
“But you work for the Yard,” Finch replied. His tone was becoming increasingly desperate.
“Not tonight.”
Another blow sent Finch sprawling across the floor. Simeon plucked a handkerchief from his pocket. As he wiped the blood from his knuckles, he stared at Finch.
“Here is my problem, Finch,” Simeon finally spoke. “I have the greatest respect for Frederick Abberline and his comrades at Scotland Yard, but they do insist on playing by the rule book. I cannot help feeling frustrated. I am not of that world. I made my fortune breaking my back and quite often the bones of those that tried to take what was mine. The elevated position I enjoy today was earned spitting blood and by pulling myself bodily from a swamp filled to the brim with shit like you. I learned very early that men like you could not be reasoned with – they must be broken. The Ripper has my boy, and that means men like Abberline must take a step to the side. Rules do not matter in this room, and if I decide to break each and every bone in your body, there is not a soul in the world that will raise a hand in protest.”  Simeon bent forward and lifted Finch from the floor. He pushed him without ceremony onto a small wooden chair. “I had thought my days of breaking knuckles on a man’s jaw were long since over. Apparently, not…”
“No! Wait there may be something! Finch held up his hand in defence as he squealed.
Simeon held his blow but refused to lower his arm. He was angry; part of him wanted to hit Finch, and then to keep hitting him. Finch served the Ripper and in Simeon’s book that made him lower than dirt, not worthy of mercy.  “Be warned my patience is wearing thin.”
“I was given a list of properties. I was to enquire if Cronos could obtain those properties and if necessary, convince the owners to sell. Some were residential and others owned by a variety of businesses. I have already passed the list of successful acquisitions to your man, Tallow.”
“Are you wasting my time, Finch? I do not want information we already have.”
Finch flinched as he must have expected another blow to land.
“I remember one such property. My intervention had failed, and the owner had refused to entertain the thought of selling. I didn’t think anything of it at the time, but less than a month later I read that the man had been crushed beneath the wheels of his own cart in a freak accident. I cannot say for sure, but perhaps I was merely the less violent way of getting the properties.” Finch gave a pathetic smile. Clearly, he hoped that he had done enough to prevent further beating.
“Give me the list,” Simeon growled.
“I don’t have it.”
“Are you taking me for a fool?”  Simeon grabbed Finch by the throat.
“No please! I don’t have the list, but I know where it is,” Finch squealed.
“Where is it?” Simeon demanded. “And be warned Finch, I am losing patience.”
“I have a safety box at Drummonds. I placed some documents there for safekeeping until I returned from Africa.” Finch grimaced as he spoke.
“And you have waited until now to inform of this?”
“The documents have nothing to do with the Ripper. Only the list could be of use to your investigation,” Finch replied hurriedly.
“One moment,” Abberline interrupted. “Drummonds, that is where Gilbert Wilde was employed.”
“Yes, I used Wilde to move the money belonging to Cronos…”
Finch’s reply was cut short as a fist connected with his jaw. The force of the blow knocked him from the chair.
“You wait until now to inform us of these facts. Do you think this is a game, Finch?” Simeon was enraged by his captive’s delaying tactics.
“No! I give you my word. The transactions between myself and Cronos are all within my documents. Drummonds would have no idea as to the real identity of its customer.”
“And what of other transactions. Ones that you had no knowledge,” Abberline asked. “We thought Wilde was just another disgruntled employee. Tell me Finch, did you approach Wilde or did he contact you?”
Finch suddenly looked crestfallen,
“He arranged the meeting and set up my safety box,” he replied timidly.
“Then we need to look at the bank once again,” Faraday replied. “Let us hope that Wilde didn’t enter your box and remove any documents that he felt could pose a threat.”
“Find me that list, Abberline. Take Naismith and Benjamin, they will be best suited to the task.” Simeon paused as he studied Finch. “You had best take him too. It will make accessing the box simpler but keep him on a short leash.”
“I…I don’t want to go to London,” Finch stammered.
Ignoring Finch, Simeon turned to face Abberline. “I have no wish to tell you how to conduct yourself in this matter, Abberline. However, may I suggest that the Yard remain unaware of our plans. Get to London, set our men to the task, but get Finch back here with all haste.”
“I agree. Unfortunately, I cannot place my trust in the Yard, and Finch makes all of us targets,” Abberline replied.
“But…” Finch tried to interrupt.
“Be quiet! Your actions have placed my family at peril. You have facilitated thieves and murderers. My best friend lies beneath the earth because of your actions. Twenty years ago, I would have taken you to the nearest tree and strung you up. Open your mouth again, and I promise your neck will snap like a rotten branch.” Simeon balled his fists using the pressure of his grasp to try and calm his fury. His words silenced Finch who dropped his head into his hands.
***
The following day a carriage arrived outside Drummonds bank. Abberline stepped from the carriage and carefully adjusted his tie and jacket. He was aware that Drummonds was an institution that did not fear a representative of Scotland Yard. He could not kick in the door and expect the occupiers to cower in the face of law enforcement. Naismith must have realised the reason behind the Inspector’s hesitancy.
He moved closer to Abberline and keeping his voice low whispered,
“Fred, within those walls are mere people. We seek the truth, and they will bend to our will. Besides, we not only have the Yard to add weight to our words, but we also have Sir Simeon Harkness. Do you think for a second that he has not made his voice heard?”
Abberline felt his cheeks redden slightly.
“I hate the prancing peacocks. It is a world that I do not belong. Or have an inclination to join.”
“I am not sure you would be invited,” Naismith smiled as he replied. “Although, I think they are all the poorer for it.”
“Piss and wind, Naismith. You are full of it,” Abberline replied regaining his bluster.
Naismith laughed and slapped Abberline on the shoulder.
“That I am.”
***
Jack remained in the carriage as the other four men entered Drummonds. He had expected to be waiting for some hours. He settled down and closed his eyes, hoping to regain some of the sleep the early morning departure had stolen from him. However, within thirty minutes Abberline rapped his knuckles on the carriage door.
“Back so soon?” Jack asked, disappointed at being disturbed by Abberline and the nervous looking Finch.
“The weight of Sir Simeon’s name opens doors far quicker than I could have imagined; in this part of London at least.” Abberline replied. “Naismith and Benjamin have plenty to keep them occupied.”
“Well?”
“Well, what?”
“Did you find the list?”
“That we did. It seems this bloated fish was worth keeping alive. At least, for the time being.” Abberline grasped Finch by the collar and forced him into the carriage. As he did a scream sounded. “In God’s name what now?”
Jack and Abberline looked in the direction the scream. A man
who seemed to be under the influence, was man-handling a woman. Abberline closed the carriage door and headed towards the disgruntled couple. Jack watched as Abberline placed himself between the woman and the cause of her woes. The attacker held his hands aloft and made to walk away but quickly spun back around and threw out a powerful fist. Abberline had been caught off guard as he struggled to avoid the blow. The punch narrowly missed the Inspector’s jaw, thundering into his shoulder. Abberline spun around with the force and was sent sprawling to the ground.
“Do not move!” Jack shouted to Finch and leapt from the carriage. As he raced forward, the man was bearing down on Abberline. Jack had no choice but to hurdle his friend and place himself between Abberline and the attacker. Landing, Jack managed to push the obviously surprised assailant backwards. Having gained some space, he weighed up his opponent. The man was a brute but had so far attacked a woman half his size and resorted to an underhand attack on Abberline. Jack wondered if the man was as brave facing an opponent willing to fight. The man held up his hands, but Jack simply threw a fist forward. His knuckles cracked against the bridge of man’s nose. Blood exploded from his opponent, accompanied by a howl of pain. Stepping closer Jack drove another blow into the man’s stomach. The brute lost his menace as he dropped to the floor and vomited. For good measure, Jack sent in another savage blow. The blow, connecting with the man’s jaw, sent him into darkness, removing the threat in a matter of seconds. Jack turned to help Abberline to his feet.
“I’m getting too old for this,” the Inspector grumbled. His face reddened as if embarrassed.
“We all let our guard slip from time to time,” Jack replied.
“It wouldn’t have happened a few years back. Age is no friend, especially on these streets.”
Jack looked at Abberline and realised that he was not being flippant. The incident seemed to be weighing on the man.
Jack tried to lighten the mood. “You’re not ready for the knackers yard yet.”
“No, not yet – but soon. Besides, we have other problems,” Abberline replied as he pointed towards the carriage.
“Shit!” Jack looked into the carriage to discover that Finch was absent.
Abberline moved in closer and took a moment to observe the carriage. Then he stood back and began to fill his pipe.
“No signs of a struggle. It seems our bloated fish has made a bid for freedom.”
“With the Ripper and his followers in the city. I’ll wager he will be dead before nightfall,” Jack replied.
“Don’t be so sure. Finch, is a survivor and as devious as they come. I’m not worried about him, after all, we have to tell Harkness we have managed to lose our only witness.”
“Dog’s balls! I hadn’t thought about that.” Jack shook his head as he replied.




Chapter 16
Two days later, Sir Simeon Harkness had just finished placing some cut flowers on Obadiah’s grave. His mind switched from his dead friend and concentrated on the happenings of the last two days. He had been told of Finch’s escape the previous day. He had doubted that the man had any relevant information left to share and had praised Jack for going to Abberline’s aid.  He did, however, send Gossup to search for Finch. He reasoned that the Ripper and his followers would still want to deliver their justice to the lawyer.  Perhaps it was possible to learn more from those that hunted the man for his betrayal. Simeon’s instruction to Gossup had been explicit. ‘Find Finch but do not bring him in. Watch to see what flies are attracted to the little shit.’
Gossup had departed from Cloveney immediately, keen to be back in London and able to see young Alfie. Even Simeon had been surprised at Gossup’s transformation from a heavy drinker, with a tendency to work on the wrong side of the law, to a man who placed parental responsibility above all. The man had looked like a tramp for most of his life but now dressed with a certain style, no doubt helped by Emily. Thoughts of Emily made him glance at the upper levels of Cloveney Hall. There, in one of the windows, he could see the shape of his son’s beloved. She had become more and more withdrawn over the past few days. She rarely moved from her bedroom window. Simeon assumed she hoped to see William return. The thought made him turn and look down the long winding road that all that visit Cloveney must travel. He felt a stab of sadness as he realised that the route was devoid of life. He turned, and after a brief secondary look towards Emily, he walked into the comforting embrace of Cloveney Hall.
***
It was two hours before Benjamin and Naismith arrived. They had informed Simeon that they had already sent word to the rest of the men. Only Gossup would be left to his task of tracking down Finch. Simeon, Benjamin, and Naismith sat in almost complete silence as the documents from Drummonds were perused. Now and then, Naismith would signal to Simeon of an important discovery. The only pause came when Tomkins delivered light refreshments.
“Tomkins. Please ensure that Emily wants for nothing,” Simeon ordered. He wondered if he should take the food personally.
“The lady has eaten, Sir. Not wanting to step above my station, Sir Simeon, might I just say that despite her obvious sorrow, she is determined that the child is well nourished. Tomkins coloured a little.
“Thank you, Tomkins. I appreciate the care and attention you have shown,” he paused for a moment, “be so kind as to contact a Miss Tess Bull. You will find her lodging at the bakery within the village. Ask her if she would visit me at the Hall. Shall we say noon? Arrange another time if that is not convenient.”
“Of course, sir.”
“Oh, and I believe the room next to Emily’s is empty. If you can arrange for fresh bedding and the like.”
“Very good, sir.” Tomkins turned on his heels and left.
Simeon noticed that both of his guests were looking at him with confusion.
“No gentlemen, Tess Bull is not my mistress. She is something of a local legend. Some say midwife - others say, witch. When it comes to healthy children being born, then no doctor can match her success. Besides, sometimes a woman needs the soothing voice of another female. Most in this household are men and those that aren’t, have their tasks. It seems only prudent to employ someone to fill the role.”
“I agree, Sir Simeon. Women are better suited to certain tasks,” Naismith replied.
“Let us hope so. I feel like a new born calf taking its first steps when I try to soothe Emily’s woes.”
Before anyone could reply, the sound of a ringing bell was followed by footsteps that Simeon knew belonged to Tomkins. Moments later, Bakari and Tallow stepped into the drawing room. They had only just taken their seats as Cloveney welcomed more visitors. Jack, Abberline, Dr Fitzgerald, Josh and John Branford all filtered into the room. Simeon greeted each with a smile and a handshake. However, before Fitzgerald could take a seat, Simeon motioned that she should follow him into the hall. Once there he turned to address the doctor.
“I apologise for taking you from your work.”
“I understand the urgency in getting William back, Sir Simeon, but I do have a pressing schedule,” she replied. Her words were blunt, but Simeon detected no malice.
“I apologise unreservedly. Alas, I am forced to ask for a favour. The family physician has been unable to attend the household. In truth, I am not sure how Emily would react to me arranging an examination. But if a family friend, who happens to possess a great deal of medical knowledge, asks how she is feeling, then she may be more receptive.”
“I suppose me being female has nothing to do with your decision?” Fitzgerald’s eyes narrowed as she spoke.
“All I want is the best for Emily. I will try anything that will aid her and the baby. I am happy to apologise for dragging you from work, but I will never apologise for trying to save my family.”
Fitzgerald did not reply immediately. She eyed Simeon and then stepped forward and placed a hand on his cheek. “You are a better man than I expected. My patients are usually passed saving, but I will do my best.” She turned and began to climb the stairs.
“She…she will be in her room at the far end of the corridor. Fir…first landing,” Simeon stuttered. He had been completely taken aback by Fitzgerald’s familiarity. As he turned, he could feel his face flush. He gave a glance over his shoulder, but Fitzgerald had already disappeared to the upper floor. Simeon was silently thankful because he was at a loss of what he would have said had she been staring back at him. He took a handkerchief from his jacket and wiped the sweat from his palms. Taking a breath, he returned the handkerchief from where it came and then walked into the drawing room.
Without saying a word to the men, he crossed to his desk and studied the documents on its surface. He wanted a drink but knew more than one set of eyes were upon him.
“Sir Simeon, are you feeling all right?” Naismith asked.
“Erm…yes forgive me. I am just trying to get our next move right in my head,” Simeon replied unconvincingly.
Naismith stood and walked over to where a number of bottles stood. He poured a healthy amount of whiskey into a glass and delivered it to Simeon’s hand.
“I find a drink can clear the mind.” Naismith smiled, and the returned to his seat.
“As long as it is just one,” Simeon replied and then downed the contents of the glass. He closed his eyes as the liquid raced down his throat. As it warmed from within, the usual composure he showed on the exterior, returned. “Forgive me gentlemen for my momentary lapse in focus.”
“We are all human,” Abberline’s gravelled voice sounded.
“I cannot afford to allow my thoughts to become clouded.”
“Now we know where William gets it from,” Abberline chuckled. “Leading men can be a lonely task, but I would remind you that this room contains many leaders. Share your thoughts, and you will share the burden.”
“Bloody hell! Frederick Abberline, the philosopher. God works in mysterious ways,” Naismith teased.
“I merely point out that Sir Simeon can rely on us,” Abberline replied his annoyance showing.
Naismith held up a hand to calm the inspector.
“I know Abberline. I meant no disrespect,” Naismith replied. The beaming smile still present.
Simeon cut across the chatter.
“It seems that after Finch had left these shores, Gilbert Wilde continued to use his position at Drummonds to obtain properties and to filter funds. Naismith and Benjamin have gathered information on other properties that we believe are in the possession of the men we seek. They have also brought to light substantial funds that I will use my contacts to freeze. We will raid the properties and close them down. Strangely, there was also a fishing vessel called the Bonnie Prince. but we have already made enquiries, and it has been reported sunk off the coast of Scotland.”
“And Finch’s list?” Jack asked.
“Three properties that Wilde obtained were on Finch’s list. It shows that Wilde was either more successful at convincing the owners or they used other means. We will concentrate on the properties that we know Cronos has obtained. William could be being held at any of them, and so, we must act with caution.” Simeon paused for a moment and then walked over to the whiskey and poured another drink. He passed the bottle to Naismith and indicated that he should provide everyone with a drink. “We will be, as I said, cautious but…our first obligation is to destroy Cronos and bring the Ripper to justice.”
“Are you sure?” Naismith asked.
“The dead demand that we complete our task. I love William as much as any father could love a son. But is his life worth more than Obadiah’s or the countless others that have been torn from this world by the Ripper, and his minions. I would happily exchange my life for William’s but I will not deny the dead their justice. I have never been a religious man, but I swear to you all that I will bring ruin to the Ripper and his followers…no matter the cost.”
“Then what is our first move?” Abberline growled.
“That is for tomorrow. I have not been drunk for twenty years. Tonight, my friends we will feast and drink. When the new day breaks, we go to war and shall tear down the Ripper’s world.”
***
Dr Fitzgerald rapped her fingers on a bedroom door. She could hear a music box and guessed that Emily must be within. She had dawdled in the attempt to converse with Emily. There was a reason that she surrounded herself with the dead. Those robbed of life were not talkative or in need of emotional support. From an early age, Fitzgerald had witnessed brutality, which ended in the loss of the only person she had ever loved. It had been a turning point; she had withdrawn from people. They had become nothing more than an irritation. Any interaction was kept to a minimum, and usually only occurred in relation to her occupation. It wasn’t that she loathed people; she simply found the majority of them tiresome. The few that she did respect found her difficult to comprehend. The dead, however, you knew where you were with the dead.
The knock on the door received no acknowledgement. She was about to knock again, but she was never one to wait patiently. She turned the room’s handle and slipped inside. Her eyes were drawn to the bed, but it showed no signs of life. Then a voice sounded from over at the window.
“Tomkins, there is no need to keep visiting me. I am fine.”
Fitzgerald looked to the figure that had not turned to see who had entered her room.
“Forgive me, Emily. There are too many men downstairs, and I seek sanctuary from their common ways.”
Emily turned and raised an eyebrow.
“Hmm, you do not strike me as the sort to be cowed by boorish behaviour, Dr Fitzgerald. Are you sure that Simeon as not drafted you in as reinforcement?”
“Reinforcements?” Fitzgerald asked.
“Simeon seems to think I am in deep despair.”
“Is he wrong?” Fitzgerald pressed.
“Not despair. I am perhaps overconfident in William’s abilities. I know he will walk up that road,” she pointed out of the window, “I know its foolish but standing here day after day, I hope to be a beacon and guide him home.”
“It would be hard to be overconfident in William’s abilities. He is a remarkable man. However, I doubt he would want you spending your days doing nought but awaiting his return. You are not a faithful old hunting dog. Besides, your child will benefit from the country air, and a seat at the window would also be advantageous.”
Emily stared at Fitzgerald as if she was terrified of uttering her next words.
“But what if I miss his return?” As she spoke, her lip trembled.
“There is not an army in the world that could prevent him from finding you. Now, why don’t you get a shawl, and we shall take a walk in the grounds. I imagine the men in this monstrosity of a house will be busy with making their plans, and consuming copious amounts of alcohol. When we return, we can have a small meal. Afterwards, I will arrange for a comfortable chair to be placed at the window.”
“The fresh air would be a pleasant change. Tell me Fitzgerald did Simeon ask you to examine me?”
“He wanted me to enquire as to your health. My name is Anne. I only insist on being called ‘doctor’ when dealing with men. I find it offends their view of the world.” Fitzgerald gave a mischievous grin.
“You are wicked, Anne. But you haven’t asked about my health.”
“You know your body better than any doctor. If you become concerned, then I am here. Sir Simeon Harkness is like most men and is at a loss when a child is on its way. They cannot control nature, and so they run here and there, resembling a headless chicken. Women would do well to ignore their wing flapping. Now, let us take that walk.”




Chapter 17
Gossup strode through Slaughter Yard’s gates. His upturned collar had done little to protect him from the torrential rain. Soaked clothes felt like ice as they pressed against his skin. The discomfort only added to his annoyance at not being able to catch the scent of Finch.  He opened the door to the Yard’s office and felt warm air rush out.
“Hello!” He called out because he thought the Yard would be empty. There was no reply, and unconsciously his hand moved toward the blade hidden within his jacket.
“Move Goss, I’m getting soaked,” a voice sounded to his rear.
Gossup turned to see John, his arms filled with logs.
“What you doing, John?” Gossup replied. He stood to one side and held the door so his friend could pass more easily.
“Orders,” John replied over his shoulder. He moved towards the fire grate and dropped the logs without ceremony on the floor. “I’ve been asked to stay here as a point of contact for any of the men as they carry out their tasks. We tried to send you word, but nobody had a clue as to your whereabouts.” John dropped a log on the fire; it crackled and sent a cloud of thick smoke into the air. “The rest of the men are scouting properties believed to belong to the Ripper.” John suddenly stopped talking and looked Gossup up and down. “Get those clothes off. You will catch your death.”
Thirty minutes later, Gossup was sat in front of the fire in just his underwear. The hot tea in his hands helped to drive the cold from his body.
“I thought you were giving up this game, John?”
“So, did I. I had hoped that Tom’s mother would ask me to come live with her in the countryside.”
“She resisted your charms?” Gossup teased.
“It’s not that,” John’s face suddenly looked serious. “I think she feels that I should have done more to keep young Tom safe.” John stared into his own mug.
“She lost her boy. A mother isn’t likely to think straight,” Gossup replied.
“Isn’t she thinking straight? I told her I would keep Tom safe and he’s dead.”
“He was murdered by bastards. There was nothing you could do. Besides, Tom was no boy and old enough to make his own decisions. Lads of his age have been blown apart for the good of the empire for decades. I liked Tom but why should he be any different to every other poor wretch that walks these streets. We rise each morning without any guarantees that we will see the end of the day.”
“That’s the truth,” John nodded his head as he answered.
“Besides, thinking on the dead will not bring them back or keep you safe. Put it from your mind.”
The next few hours passed with little conversation. John seemed to be lost in his thoughts, and Gossup slipped in and out of sleep as dancing flames convinced him of his tiredness. His eyes had just closed when a sharp rap sounded at the door.
“What damn fool is out in this?” John asked.
The door was knocked again. Gossup sighed and got up from the chair. He stopped at his drying clothes and pulled his blade from one of the pockets. He crossed to the door and opened it at arm’s length, so that he would be prepared for an attack. The visitor looked as though he had spent a thousand nights sleeping rough.
“Sorry Goss, you said finding that man was urgent,” the man blurted out as he shook with cold.
“Get in here, Grub. John get another brew before this one drops dead on us.”
“Much appreciated, Goss. I’m wet, but the note is dry… honest.”  Grub forced his hand into his drawers, which were held against their will, by twine. “Mr Chivers told me I should bring you this,” he held out a note, “said it was important.” Gossup stretched out a hand and reluctantly took the note from Grub.
“What does it say?” John asked.
“Finch has managed to get passage to America on the Benvenue. It seems Finch has obtained some funds. It is a trading vessel and would have cost a great deal to convince the owners to take a passenger,” Gossup replied.
“Then let’s go get the bastard.”
“No, the ship doesn’t leave until the morning. Finch won’t risk breaking cover until the last minute. Besides, we are going nowhere. You have your orders to remain at Slaughter.”
“But it could be dangerous,” John protested.
“Oh, it will be. But I will try not to hurt anyone,” Gossup smiled as he replied.
***
Gossup had left Slaughter Yard before the rising of the sun. He knew that John would have tried to accompany him on his task. He knew that John was a good man and could handle himself in a fight, but Gossup had always liked to work alone. He knew how to track his prey and when to strike; if a mistake were to cause his death, then it would be his own mistake. He had seen far too many good men die in the ranks because of the errors made by poor officers. He had grown to loathe those in authority. William and Gaetan had been the exceptions. Both men led by example and didn’t ask their men to take risks that they were not prepared to take themselves. Gaetan was dead, and William would probably never return, and so, he would work alone.
The note that Gossup had received the previous night told him that Benvenue would set sail from the Royal Albert Dock. That would mean that Finch would need to be within a short walk of the ship. Finch was not the sort of man to spend the night in a slum and would require a place to lay his head that offered comfort if not luxury. Gossup knew that only two such properties fulfilled the criteria. The Three Feathers, a public house that provided rooms, and a boarding house known as the Crib. Cummins owned a number of boarding houses, but this was by far the most upmarket.  Prostitutes were barred from the rooms, and it was even rumoured that the bedding was free from fleas. The problem facing Gossup was that both the Feathers and the Crib were three streets apart and he could not watch both. He took his time as he walked the streets of London. He tried to place himself in Finch’s position; a trapped animal will see danger at every corner. Which building would afford Finch the best protection? The Feathers would be noisy. The approach of an enemy in search of Finch would be concealed until the very last minute. The Crib, however, was known for running a tight ship. Place coin in the right person’s hand, and warning would be sounded long before the room door was being kicked in. Gossup decided on his course of action. He would find an advantageous position outside the Crib and wait.
Thankfully, the rain was no more than a persistent drizzle. Gossup watched the Crib and the street for any unusual activity. The Crib had shown no movement but outside in the street three men seemed
busy acting as though they belonged in their surroundings. Two stood together and chatted away. Gossup noticed that they would frequently glance in the direction of the Crib, seemingly unconcerned with anything else in their surroundings. The third man leaned against a wall; a newspaper clutched in his hands. Gossup could tell that the man’s line of sight was above the printed news of the day. Then, movement at the Crib caught Gossup’s eye. A figure had emerged wearing a full-length coat, the collar of which had been pulled up to cover much of the face. A hat also helped to hide his identity. However, the man was hefty, and no coat in the world could hide such bulk. Gossup decided that it was Finch who had emerged, and it seemed that the three strangers in the street had come to the same conclusion. As Finch walked away, the three figures followed; Gossup was left with no alternative but to do the same.
As Gossup watched the men to his front, the two that had stood together disappeared up a side street. He assumed that they intended to race ahead and block Finch’s path. The third man, however, stopped, turned and looked straight at Gossup. The stranger’s hand moved to his inner jacket and drew a blade. Gossup knew things were about to get interesting. His would-be attacker was now running. Perhaps he thinks I will run away? Gossup thought as he calmly pulled his carved weapon from his jacket. The stranger charged forward without speaking a word. As he neared, he threw his hand forward; clearly, he hoped for a quick kill. In one rapid movement, Gossup slipped beneath the blow and brought his own blade round, slashing his attacker’s inner thigh. Before the attacker could contemplate his error, Gossup had turned full circle, and drawn his blade across the man’s throat. He waited to see his enemy fall to the pavement. It was only a matter of time before the man bled out on the street. Gossup moved away quickly, determined to catch up with Finch before he walked into a trap.
Finch was a big man, and that slowed his progress. He must have heard Gossup approaching; Finch spun around, pistol in his hand. Gossup was far too fast for the terrified lawyer. The former soldier slipped beneath the pistol and brought his blade up. Its wickedly sharp edge stopped as it pressed against the flesh of Finch’s throat.
“I’ve killed one man today. I have no reluctance to making it two,” Gossup whispered.
“What do you want? I... I have money,” Finch stammered.
“Quiet! I am one of Sir Simeon Harkness’s men, and you are being hunted.”
“What! How do you know?”
Gossup took the pistol from Finch.
“Forgive me, but I have no wish to be shot in the back as I protect your pathetic arse. I know, because I have just killed the man to your rear and two more are waiting for you up ahead.”
“We should go back the way we came.”
“And then we would have no idea where our enemy is or when they will attack. Give me your hat and coat.” Finch looked confused but did not argue. Gossup quickly put on Finch’s garments. They looked ridiculous, but he was betting that by the time those who lay waiting realised that he wasn’t Finch, it would be too late and the trap would have failed. Gossup pushed Finch into a doorway. “I promise that if you move from this spot, I will forget my orders and cut your bloody head off. Do you understand?”
Finch did not reply.
“Do you understand?” Gossup slapped Finch across the face.
“Yes!”
Gossup turned and walked towards the docks. He may have seemed confident to Finch, but he was concerned. His task was to re-capture Finch and to identify those that hunted him. He wondered how he was going to keep Finch as a prisoner and capture one of the would-be killers. For the first time, he regretted not bringing John. His mind was brought into focus when he heard a noise up ahead. As he moved forward a figure stepped from the shadows, ten paces to his front. He eyed the man, but as he did so, he felt another presence stepping from a doorway no more than a pace away.
“You have been summoned, Finch,” a voice sounded to his side and a hand grasped his coat.
Gossup slipped from the oversized garment and brought his blade around. Its intended victim was caught entirely off guard and looked in horror at the knife protruding from his chest. Gossup retrieved his weapon and allowed the man to collapse.
“Bastard!” The second man called out and moved forward.
Gossup raised Finch’s pistol, but the appearance of the firearm did not slow his foe’s advance. Conscious that he needed the man alive Gossup pointed the pistol at the man’s thigh and pulled the trigger.
“Finch, you bloody arse!” Gossup called out as he realised the pistol wasn’t loaded.
The attacker moved forward with speed and Gossup was forced to drop the pistol and move out of harm’s way. For the first time, he could see the man up close. He was tall and sinewy. Resembling Jack in his build. He also had confidence in the way he moved. Gossup could tell that this man was a killer with skill. His enemy darted forward; the small blade was flicking out like a serpent’s tongue. When Gossup had managed to take a step back, he was nursing a cut to his thigh. The attacker’s smile had vanished to be replaced with anger as he fingered a wound to his shoulder. Gossup realised that he could not fight at a distance; his foe had both skill and the reach. He moved one way and then dived forward taking the taller man to the floor. Gossup’s blade was knocked from his hand and the attacker was able to gain the upper hand. Gossup was held down by the man’s body weight, feeling him trying to stab him in the gut. Frantically he glanced around for his knife, but all he could see was Finch’s pistol. He swore and then allowed the attacker’s blade to move downwards. He felt a burning pain, but now his hand was free he grasped the pistol from the ground and drove it into the attacker’s eye socket. The man sat upright as he screamed and tried to pull the pistol out. Gossup withdrew the blade from his own body and drove it up through man’s chin. The screaming stopped abruptly, and the attacker slipped from Gossup.
A bloodied and injured Gossup forced himself to his feet. He returned to the doorway to where Finch had been ordered to stay.
“Bloody bastard!” Gossup cursed. He also realised that he had failed completely. Finch was gone, and those that hunted him were dead.  He knew that his injuries were too serious to give chase, and so, slowly he began the journey back to Slaughter Yard.




Chapter 18
Gossup refused to see a doctor. Instead, he had John clean up the wounds and rested for two days, never straying far from the fireplace at Slaughter Yard. On the third day, he had John arrange a carriage to take him to Cloveney Hall. The decision had not made John happy.
“You are bloody mad. I’ve seen wounds like that send men to their graves,” John shook his head as he chastised Gossup.
“Stop mothering. I’ve had worse trimming my toenails.” Gossup winced as he rose from the chair. He looked at John and saw the concern in his face. “When I reach Cloveney, I will rest.”
“The carriage ride could kill you.”
“I will be fine. Is the carriage here?”
The next few hours were equal in discomfort to any Gossup had endured during his time in the ranks. Every bump in the road sent waves of pain through his body. Each time he glanced at his bandages, they were bloodier than before. His vision was becoming blurred and fighting to remain conscious. He slumped and fell to the floor of the carriage. His breathing became ragged, and he was only vaguely aware of his surroundings. The carriage seemed to be filling with light and he felt a hand on his face.
A muffled voice said, “Goss…come on. Goss, don’t go to sleep.”
Gossup tried to answer, but his world turned to darkness.
***
Gossup woke to a cool cloth being applied to his forehead and then a gentle hand stroked his cheek. He opened his eyes and looked into the face of Emily.
“What are you doing? You silly old rogue. You scared the life out of me, Goss,” Emily whispered.
Gossup was surprised to see tears in her eyes. He placed his hand on hers, and gave it a gentle squeeze.
“I’m sorry,” he replied.
“Sorry is not good enough. What about young Alfie?” Upon hearing the young boys name, Gossup tried to sit up, but Emily placed her hands on his chest and prevented the action. “He is fine and believes you have had a minor accident. You will have to heal some more before you see him.”
Gossup went to reply, but another face appeared over Emily’s shoulder. It was Sir Simeon Harkness and his arrival stirred feelings of shame. He was suddenly emotional. He wondered if it was the wounds or seeing Emily close to tears. It was a new sensation for Gossup, and he did not enjoy it.
“I am sorry,” he apologised again.
“What for?” Simeon Harkness asked.
“I failed the mission.”
“Why don’t you tell me what happened. Let me be the judge,” Harkness replied.
“Help me up, would you?”
“Of course,” Simeon replied. He and Emily put an arm each under Gossup’s to bring him forward. Emily rearranged his pillows and Simeon offered him a glass of water then he began.
“I scoured London for Finch but the search was without success. I thought that he had already left the city. Nonetheless, I put the word out to my contacts. At first, I received no news but when I was at Slaughter Yard, I got a lead. Finch had arranged to board the Benvenue and travel to America. John wanted to join in tracking down Finch, but I refused. I set about bringing Finch in on my own. It was an easy task to work out where he would be staying, and I simply waited for him to emerge. When he did, I was not the only one watching from the street. Three men were close on his heels, and I could tell they were not in his employ. To bring him in I had to try and save his life. To do that I had to remove the threat. The last of the three men was a proper bastard and nearly did for me. I had no choice but to kill him and so missed the opportunity to bring in one of the Ripper’s men. As I fought, Finch took the opportunity to make good his escape. So, I failed to bring him in.”
“Hmm, let me see. Finch, was a spent force. He would only have tied up valuable manpower. Yes, I would have liked one of the Ripper’s men, but you have removed three dangerous men. Who knows how many lives you have saved? I agree you should have accepted John’s assistance. William has told me of your talents. To use his words, ‘you are a right dangerous bastard.’ But you are still just a man. No, Gossup you have not failed me.”
“Thank you,” Gossup replied. He was shocked to find that he had to wipe a tear from his eye.
“Well…yes. Get some rest.” Harkness gave Gossup an awkward pat on the shoulder and then hurried from the room.
“It seems you are a dangerous man, Goss. You forced the great Sir Simeon Harkness into a full retreat from your sick bed.” Emily chuckled, and wiped a tear from his cheek.
“Don’t know what’s wrong with me. Soldier’s don’t cry like a child.”
“Soldier’s may not, but men do. Now get some rest, that boy of yours will be anxious to see you.”
***
William sat on the edge of his bed. He had lost track of how many days he had been held captive. Faraday had visited on a number of days and when he didn’t his food was delivered by a hooded figure that refused to speak. He rose from the bed and paced the room. There was one door that was locked from the outside. The only other possible way in or out was a narrow window, Unfortunately, even if he could fit through the slender opening, the window itself had been nailed shut. Given time, he could dig out the nails, but without any suitable tools, it would be an impossible task. William knew that the only real chance of escape lay with the man that had deceived him. Somehow, he must convince Faraday to aid his escape. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a key turning in the door’s lock. William was disappointed to see a well-built hooded man step into the room. He carried a tray with a bowl containing what looked to William to be some kind of stew. It also held a small jug and a glass.
“Oh, gratitude the service is excellent. I must tell my friends.” William made no effort to hide the sarcasm from his voice.
The figure did not reply but walked passed William to place the tray on the small table next to the bed. For a moment, William looked towards the door that had been left open. If his focus hadn’t been on the door, he might have seen the blow coming. The hooded stranger had delivered a powerful punch to William’s gut. Another blow was thrown. However, despite the pain to William’s abdomen, he managed to spin away and avoid further violence.
“Come on then, you bastard!” William balled his fists, but the figure had already closed the gap between them with terrifying speed. Two jabs were sent in William’s direction; he blocked the first but the second rocked his head backwards and split his lip. William realised that his opponent was dangerous and tried to read his movements. He blocked another two blows and replied with a jab of his own. It struck somewhere within the hood and succeeded in stopping his assailant in his tracks. William wondered if the man liked to inflict pain but had no stomach for receiving it. His attacker, however, raised his hands and dropped the hood. “Charles Coldridge, I wondered when I would meet you again. Obviously, you do not possess the intelligence to be the Ripper. So, I guess you are merely a hired thug?”
“Payment is not required when your death is the prize,” Coldridge replied.
“You have tried that already, and it cost you dear.”
“This time your father will not be here to save you,” Coldridge growled.
“But this time you will have to do the act yourself.”
Coldridge moved forward his powerful fist pulled back and ready to sweep down and crush William.
“Stop!” A voice bellowed from the doorway.
“Stay out of this, Faraday,” Coldridge hissed.
“Alpha said that William is to remain unharmed. You may be a trained killer but how long do you think you will live if you disobey Alpha. Your throat will be cut before a new day dawns.”
“I want Harkness dead.” Coldridge made to move forward, but a familiar click made him hold his advance.
“One more step and I will blow your bloody head off. Get out and don’t enter this room again.”
Coldridge gave Faraday a furious stare then moved toward the door. He stopped a pace away from Faraday.
“You have made an enemy this day.”
“I hope you don’t mind standing in a queue. Get out!”
As Coldridge left the room, William walked over to his bed and slumped down. He poured some water and took a drink, wincing as the glass touched the cut on his lip.
“I have been summoned to London,” Faraday announced. “Don’t worry Coldridge will also be away.”
“Shame, I do so enjoy his visits.”
“When I return, I will find some way of getting you out of here.”
“They will want you dead.”
“Hell, you were right. It is only a matter of time before they kill me, and if truth be told, I was dead the moment I allowed them to sink their claws into me.” Faraday took out his pistol and passed it to William. “Wait until I return. You won’t get far without my help, and I need to thin their ranks.”
“Thank you.”
“Don’t thank me yet. We will probably die in the attempt.” Faraday nodded his goodbye and left the room.
William stared down at the pistol.  Trust was hard to earn once it had been lost. He could not help checking to see if the weapon was loaded. He smiled, and for the first time in days, he believed that he might just see Emily again.




Chapter 19
Alpha stood on the deck of the ship called the Starling. In its day, the Starling had danced across the waves of the world. However, its timbers were now sixty years old, and only the brave would venture out to sea in her. Now it played host to secretive meetings that Alpha had no wish to be overheard. This night was no different.
He had thought that taking William captive would have given him time to carry out his plans. It had been a surprise that Sir Simeon Harkness had continued with his investigation. If anything, his enemy seemed to be even more determined. Cronos’ funds had been scrutinised at Drummonds. Accounts had been frozen and two properties had been raided. At this point, he could only guess how much of the cult’s wealth had been compromised. Coupled with the loss of the smuggling revenue then the cult of Cronos was in deep trouble. Sooner or later, members were bound to fall into the hands of Harkness. He had always been careful to keep his identity secret but had one of the followers become curious? Had one of them realised that he had spirited away funds? It was becoming necessary to accelerate his plans and eradicate the members of Cronos. It was not an easy task. The followers were still numerous; far too many to remove in one lethal act. He knew he must trim but without alerting the others.
The boat stood just off St Saviours Dock. Despite the lateness of the hour, this part of London still hummed with activity. Alpha’s vantage point allowed him to see two small launches begin their journey from a secluded area beneath the Rotherhithe Wall. The steam-powered vessels were not the quickest but more than adequately coped with the waters of the Thames. Alpha continued to watch the arduous journey as two figures approached.
“I sense tension, gentlemen.” His tone let the other two men know that he found the prospect amusing.
“It is nothing,” one of the men replied.
“Faraday, all those years in the police force have done nothing to improve your skills at speaking untruths,” Alpha replied.
“He is concerned that I got a little physical with William Harkness,” the other man replied.
“A little? You wanted to kill him, Coldridge,” Faraday replied, his temper clearly beginning to rise.
“Enough! Faraday, go below and ensure that all is prepared.” As Faraday moved away, Alpha turned to address Coldridge. “It seems that Faraday is aware of your true identity?”
“My hood fell off during the altercation with Harkness.”
“Creates somewhat of a problem.”
“I do not see why. William will not be allowed to live, and Faraday has lost his usefulness.”
“But Faraday obeys orders, somewhat reluctantly, but he obeys. I told you that William Harkness was not to be harmed.”
“With Sir Simeon Harkness’s investigation still ongoing, I thought William’s imprisonment futile.”
“That is why I lead Cronos. It would be wise to let me do the thinking. William Harkness will meet his end soon enough. But that will be when I say and not before. Do not make me consider you surplus to requirements, Coldridge.”
“Forgive me, Alpha…” Coldridge replied. He appeared hesitant, as though he had more to say.
“Spit it out, Coldridge.”
“I just don’t understand why we are killing our own.”
Alpha remained silent for a few moments,
“Have you ever had a garden, Charles?” Alpha asked, his tone softer.
“Erm…My father had many gardens and always loved to walk among them. I confess that they held no allure for me.”
“Then I truly feel sorry for you. A garden is both beauty and knowledge. You walk through nature’s offerings and revel at its splendour. Then, as you work the soil, you think on the world and gain clarity of thought. I had a singular rose within my garden. Despite all the beauty in the garden that one plant was my favourite. Every few months I would take the secateurs and trim away the dead. So beloved was the plant, it caused me actual mental anguish. That was, however, nothing to the heavy pruning that would take place once a year. The rose would be reduced dramatically in size and lose much of its grandeur.  However, if you want the plant to be healthy and strong for the coming years, then you must be cruel. Failure to act would leave it vulnerable to disease, and the entire plant would die.”
“We are pruning?”
“Clearing away the weak, so that the strong can be reborn. Now be prepared, we have visitors.”
***
Within the hour a table played host to fifteen followers of Cronos. Fourteen had been invited by Alpha, who sat at the head of the table.  These members were not part of the inner circle. Most of them had found their calling working for the more influential figures in the movement. Alpha looked around at them, he held nought but contempt for each one. They were no more than mere sheep. Killing them would be a service to the world. It hardly seemed worth the effort to add theatre to the process. He held up a glass of wine.
“Cronos, bringer of order. We salute you.” Each of those seated around the table followed his example. “I have brought you here because I know that you must be concerned. Our movement has been quiet, but I assure you that we are working tirelessly. I will inform you of our plans, but first, I wish you to indulge in this meal that Cronos has provided. This is a mere sample of what awaits us when the glory of Cronos is recognised throughout the land.” He rose from his seat. “Please my friends, eat.” His guests did not need much persuasion as the foods on display were a joy to behold. As the chatter began to rise, Alpha slipped from the room. He closed the door and silently slipped the newly fitted heavy bolt into position. As he climbed the steps toward the deck, his nostrils filled with the unmistakable stench of coal oil. Once on the deck, he could see Faraday and Coldridge emptying barrels, not one inch of the deck was spared. “Are we ready?”
“The last barrel is for the steps to the lower deck,” Coldridge replied.
“Make it quick. I am no lover of this stench.”
Within ten minutes all three men were climbing into a launch. It moved away slowly, and as it did, Coldridge lit a lamp and tossed it high into the air. It disappeared over the Starling’s rail. For a moment, Alpha thought that Coldridge had thrown the lamp clear over the ship. He was about to order the launch to turn around, but then the flames erupted from the deck of the old clipper. In just a few minutes the Starling was a floating fireball with no hope of surviving. The passengers in the depths of its hull would be fortunate if smoke filled their lungs before the flames engulfed their flesh. As the small craft reached its own secretive dock, Alpha watched as the Starling slipped beneath the waters of the Thames. There had been screams from the populace of London, and even a few smaller boats had set out to try and perform a rescue. The intense heat had stopped them in their tracks, and they were reduced to observers. Alpha stepped from the transport his mind no longer concerned with the fate of the Starling or its passengers.
“Faraday, you will return to watch over William. It is not safe for you in London, and you are to prepare for my arrival. Coldridge, you will remain with me.”
“When should I expect you?” Faraday asked.
“I shall send word, but it will not be for a number of weeks. I must determine what progress our enemies have made.”
***
Faraday arrived at Hartshill Castle two days after the sinking of the Starling. He could have made the journey in half the time, but Alpha’s method of disposing of the Cronos followers had sowed the seeds of an idea. He did not stroll up to the gates of the castle; he arrived on a wagon. The back of the transport was filled with all manner of foods and a plentiful supply of wine. He was tempted to rush to William’s quarters but knew that he had to oversee the unloading of the cargo. Besides, he assumed that Coldridge would have spread the rumour that a former policeman could not be trusted. Faraday knew that he must appear dedicated to the Cronos cause. The heavy wooden timbers to the castle swung open.
“Alpha sends supplies,” he called out.
“It’s needed on nights like these.” The man waved him through.
As the wagon lurched forward, he tried to estimate how many defenders stood between William and his freedom. There was about a dozen men that were merely paid thugs. Some had been present when the nuns were violently removed from the castle. Faraday also knew that another half a dozen such men were watching the various roads. Over the past few weeks, at least eight hooded figures had arrived on Alpha’s orders. Faraday thought that this figure could have grown in his absence. Faraday pulled on the reins and the muscular beast that pulled the wagon came to a halt.
“Get me, two men.” He pulled a bottle from beneath the wagon’s seat and threw it to the man. “I have a few bottles of rum and some kegs of wine. Anything to help take our mind from this bloody place.”
“Get yourself inside, and I will get some men, more suited to the task.”
“Gratitude for the offer, but Alpha will be arriving soon, and I need to ensure I have the supplies for the celebratory meal. He is not someone I want to disappoint.”
The man nodded that he understood.
“I will send you the men but be quick I doubt this bottle will last long.”
“Plenty more where that came from,” Faraday winked as he spoke.
Faraday did not wait for the men to arrive before he started to unload the wagon. If his plan was to work, then he needed time to hide some of the cargo. Thankfully, the two men who had been selected to aid him, had obviously not seen the urgency and did not arrive for nearly an hour. They mumbled an apology on their arrival. Faraday, however, was inwardly delighted and struggled to give them a disapproving stare.
“Fortunately, it is only the food remaining. Take it to the kitchen.” He grasped another bottle and placed it on the seat of the wagon. “When you have finished grab some grain and water for the horse, and then the bottle is yours.” They nodded their acceptance of the task. Both sets of eyes were hungrily taking in the sight of the rum. Faraday gave his thanks and quickly moved away.
He turned the key to William’s room. The prisoner was on the bed seemingly asleep.
“You have an instantly recognisable walk, Faraday,” William announced without opening his eyes.
“Kicked by a horse when I was a boy. Broke my right leg in two places. It never seemed to want to keep up with the left after that.”
“Did you have a productive trip to London?” He opened his eyes and sat up.
Faraday walked over and sat on the chair.
“Interesting to say the least.”
“In what way?”
“Alpha is killing his own men. I don’t think he is finished either.”
“For what reason?”
“William, I do not know the man, and he certainly does not take me into his confidence. Besides, we have more pressing matters at hand. I have the beginnings of a plan to get you out of here.”
“Our chances?”
“Slim but I can’t see the odds getting any better with time. We have about twenty men to avoid within the castle. After that, there are only the men watching the roads.”
“Castle?” William asked.
“Pardon?”
“You said castle.”
“Yes, you are being held at Hartshill Castle.” Faraday’s reply made William laugh. “What is so funny?”
“The bastard picks a property no more than ten miles from Cloveney. He has bigger balls than a bull elephant.” Suddenly, William’s smile faded. “I know this area. I visited this place as a child. What happened to the nuns?” Faraday looked at his feet and could not bring himself to meet William’s eye. “No! How many?”
“All were slaughtered,” Faraday replied. Now that he had spoken the horror out loud, he knew that he could never return to his former life. The room fell silent.
It was at least ten minutes before William spoke.
“You do know the Ripper will kill you for aiding me to escape?”
“My soul is damned, William. No God could look kindly on the things I have done. In truth, I think the Ripper plans to kill me anyway. I deserve no better than his other victims. I believed that he held the woman I loved and was willing to make my mistakes public. I realise now I was played, manipulated to do his bidding. The man is both intelligent and evil. Which is why I want you out of here before he comes.”
“The Ripper is coming here?”
“If Alpha is the Ripper, then yes he is.”
“Then, for the time being, I must stay,” William replied.
“Are you insane?”
“If the Ripper comes, he will reveal himself to me?”
“Why should he? He hasn’t revealed himself to anyone.”
“He will, to me. It’s the game he is playing. A game that only I am invited to play.”
“But my plans?” Faraday shook his head in disbelief.
“Put them in place. When I know his identity, then we shall attempt to leave.”




Chapter 20
Days turned into weeks and the weeks into months. William was not the only man growing frustrated with the passing of time. Sir Simeon Harkness pulled the hunting rifle up to his shoulder and looked down the sights. The prey in the distance turned to a blur as his mind wandered back to when he taught a young boy to shoot.
The boy was angry; since his mother’s death, he had been a raging ball of fire and fury. The rifle was too large for his stature. He refused to give in, despite the recoil of the weapon hurting his shoulder. The whole day had been spent trying to hit the centre of a target. Time and time again the firearm was loaded, fired and re-loaded. Then just for a moment the rage vanished as the centre of the target exploded. The boy whooped with joy and then embraced his father. The show of tenderness was fleeting as the boy remembered his hatred. Simeon’s mind returned to reality as the prey in the distance dove for cover.
“Sir Simeon,” a voice sounded to his rear.
Simeon quickly wiped the tears from his eyes.
“What is it, Tomkins?”
“It is time to leave. Are you sure you want to do this, sir?” Tomkins looked a little sheepish questioning Simeon’s plans.
Simeon turned and looked at Tomkins. He could not help but smile; it seemed that the man had somehow caught the spirit of Obadiah. His old friend had no love for social etiquette.
“I am stepping into my son’s sizeable boots until he returns. Men risk their lives on my orders. Tomkins.  I will do well to lead from the front as he would do. I would appreciate your close attention to Emily. Is Miss Bull settling in? Since I arranged for her to join the household, I have had little opportunity to converse with her.”
“Erm… yes, Sir,” Tomkins replied unconvincingly.
“You do not seem sure of your answer.”
“It’s just that she is rather stern.”
“With Emily?”
“No, she is most attentive with the young lady. With…with me Sir Simeon. She is not an easy woman.”
Simeon laughed.
“I am sure that for Emily’s good you can face the peril posed by Miss Bull?”
“Of course,” Tomkins replied.
“Good, man.” Simeon slapped Tomkins on the shoulder, and both he and Tomkins walked back to Cloveney. “I know you can use a weapon such as this,” he tapped the barrel of his hunting rifle, “but can you use a pistol.”
“Pardon the expression Sir, but I could shoot the balls of a boar at twenty feet.”
Simeon raised an eyebrow impressed by the bravado shown by Tomkins. “Good, from now on I want you to carry a pistol at all times. On my desk in the study, you will see a wooden box. Inside, you will find two Enfield pistols and ammunition. If you would be so kind as to fetch one for me, the other one is for you.  I have tested both weapons. They fire straight and true. If you are as good as you say you are, then the household is in good hands.”
“I am, sir.”
“Good, keep Emily safe. At the moment, she is all that I have in the world…until William returns.”
***
Sir Simeon Harkness had decided the mission would be undertaken on horseback. The target had been a bit of surprise, situated as it was, not in London, but the outskirts of Oxford. However, the more Simeon thought about it, the more it made sense. The property was a small brewery, which had experienced a rapid growth of sales in London. For a small company to achieve such prominence in the alehouses of London was remarkable. Simeon realised that the operation provided the Ripper and his followers with income and the opportunity to move goods, and people, around the city with ease. Barrels could carry a whole number of products other than ale. The brewery, coupled with the smuggling operation down on the south coast, offered unlimited sales opportunities to plenty of willing customers. Simeon could not help thinking that the cult of Cronos behaved more like a London street gang than political activists. However, with followers that were devout in their allegiance, they posed a far greater threat than the ordinary criminal class.
The men were ready. Simeon was surprised to see Gossup take to the saddle.
“There is no need for you, Goss. We have enough men for the task.” Simeon manoeuvred his horse in alongside that of Gossup’s.
“I’m healed enough. Besides, that bloody Bull woman won’t leave me alone.”
“Orders from Emily I expect,” Simeon replied.
“She’s worse than my first sergeant. Years ago, they would have burnt the old cow at the stake.”
“It’s true. She wouldn’t even let me smoke my pipe inside,” Abberline added.
Simeon held up his hand in mock surrender.
“Very well gentlemen. We shall retreat from the dangerous Miss Bull and do battle with killers and thieves instead. Let us hope they are less ferocious.” Simeon clicked his heels, and his mount moved forward. He hoped that this mission would reveal some clue to the whereabouts of his son.
***
To ensure that their approach remained unobserved, Simeon instructed the riders to use the main routes until they were ten miles from their target. Once within that distance, they cut across the countryside. The going was not easy; the ground was saturated. The mounts slipped on the treacherous surface, an act that was met with curses from each of the riders. Simeon felt the cold of the day seep into his bones, his soaked clothing sticking to every inch of his body.  He considered making camp for the night, but that would mean missing the rendezvous time with the rest of the men.  As he looked towards the horizon, he could see a plume of smoke. Then a figure emerged from the trees and waved.
“That’s Tallow,” Simeon announced. Although, it was more a statement of relief than to inform his fellow riders.
Gossup sniffed the air. “I’ll wager that’s rabbit.”
The riders urged their horses on. Simeon called out a welcome as the horsemen drew closer to Tallow, who in return waved them forward. They moved through the trees until a small clearing came into view.  A small shelter had been built at one end, and just a few paces in front of that, lay the fire. Simeon could not help licking his lips as he observed the carcasses of two rabbit’s roasting on the spit.
The group dismounted and immediately crossed to the small shelter. Tallow gave each a tin mug and filled it with tea. Simeon felt the warmth from both fire and mug. Simple things, but both brought him great pleasure.
“Where are the other men?” Simeon asked as he removed his boots.
“Bakari, Benjamin, and Josh are watching the brewery. Naismith has gone to a nearby village. He hoped to gain some information from the locals about the brewery. I also think that he went to find something a little more refined to drink than my tea.” Tallow took a swig from his mug. “Not that I can blame him.”
“Your tea warms chilled bones, but perhaps,” Simeon pulled a flask from his jacket, “a drop of something more potent would be beneficial to our souls.” Each of the men held their mugs forward and Simeon obliged them. “One flask is not going to be sufficient on a day like this - let’s hope that Naismith is successful on his hunt.”
“We will know soon enough,” Tallow replied nodding over Simeon’s shoulder.
As Naismith approached, the heavens darkened and the rain intensified. Simeon thought for a moment, then motioned for Tallow to come closer.
“Bring the men in. They will see nothing in this weather and tomorrow they may be required to fight. I would have them fed, and rested.”
“I will see to it,” Tallow said, and rose immediately.
Tallow’s horse pulled away from the camp, as Naismith precariously dismounted. He had somehow managed to ride with what seemed to be a large iron pot. “Abberline, a hand please,” Naismith pleaded. He crossed toward the inspector and deposited the pot into his hands, then returned to his horse. He pulled a large hessian sack down from his mount.
“What have you been scavenging,” Abberline growled.
“In the pot is a kind of stew. In truth, I cannot vouch for the ingredients but I can for the taste.”
“And the bread?” Simeon asked.
“Bread for the stew and…” Naismith bent down and opened the sack, “and a little something to wash it down.” He held aloft two bottles of gin. “Again, I cannot commit to its quality.”
“We could have done with you in the ranks,” Gossup announced looking impressed.
“A soldier who cannot shoot. I think not,” Naismith replied.
“A soldier that keeps the men who can shoot fed. You would have been treated like bloody royalty,” Gossup replied, as he took a bottle.
“Seems you missed your calling, Naismith,” Simeon suggested with a smile.
Within the hour, Tallow returned with the men from the brewery. The pot of stew was warmed over the fire. Naismith pulled a number of wooden dishes from the sack and all consumed a hearty meal. The flesh was torn from the rabbit carcasses, and men laughed as the gin took effect. The shelter offered sanctuary from the persistent rain and the fire slowly dried their clothes.
Simeon wondered if this was why his son loved soldiering. The possibility of danger and death offset by being part of a group. He thought this must be what Shakespeare meant by the term band of brothers.  He lay down on the ground and listened as the chatter in the camp, died away.




Chapter 21
The rain had stopped during the night. Simeon had been the first to arise, getting up to breathe life back into the dying embers. He put the large iron pot on the fire to warm the remains of the stew.
“William always rose early when in the ranks,” a hoarse voice sounded to his rear.
“Was he a good soldier?” Simeon asked.
Gossup scratched his arse with a twig. The action seemed to be helping him contemplate his answer.
“Depends by what you mean by ‘good soldier’. He was the devil himself in battle. A crazed killing bastard, if there ever was one. Too bad tempered to roll over and die. He watched out for the recruits, without being a mam’s teat. Orders - orders are another thing. Those above him tended to dislike him that’s for sure. More than one tried to get him killed on purpose. I think he rather enjoyed being a pain in the arse.”
“Now that I can believe,” Simeon responded.
“I’m no judge of what makes a good soldier. But William is a soldier’s - soldier. Good in a fight - won’t get you killed unless he has to. Plus, he can drink like a bloody fish.” Gossup paused as the twig snapped from excessive scratching. “And even old crooks like me are offered friendship. Good soldier or not, he is a bloody good man.”
“That is good to hear. I’m afraid that despite being his father, I don’t know him as well as I should.”
“My old Ma used to say, ‘the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree’. Of course she was talking about me. My father was an old bastard, a waster if there ever was one.”
“I think your mother would be proud, especially, if she saw how you care for young Alfie.”
“She died when I was fighting in the Afghan, but she may look down and give a wink. She was never one to waste words.”
“I suppose it is more important to make those that still live, proud.” He looked to the skies. “The day promises to be fine.” Simeon offered a bowl of stew to Gossup as the other men began to rise.
***
Within the hour Simeon and his men were observing the brewery. Simeon thought that it looked as a brewery should look. Workers moved from building to building; barrels were loaded and unloaded; nothing seemed out of the ordinary. No sentries were watching the roads. He wondered if a den of illegal activities should be unconcerned by who might come calling. He decided to test if the brewery was as innocent as it seemed.
“We go in nice and easy. No show of force.” He announced to the men. “Josh, find a spot where you can watch the main courtyard. If things get sticky, let Betsy do the talking.”
“Will do,” Josh replied.
The riders moved forward. Before they got too close, Josh separated from the main group, to go in hunt of a good vantage point. It would take time for him to get into position, and so, Simeon slowed the pace. The ground suddenly grew firmer as they crossed from field to track.
Before long the sound of the horses in the courtyard heralded their arrival to the workers. Some of them hurried away, but others eyed the riders with obvious distrust.
“I think this is where you come in, Abberline,” Simeon suggested.
Simeon and the others dismounted. Abberline stepped to the front, puffed out his chest and eyed the nearest worker.
“I am Inspector Abberline of Scotland Yard. Who is in charge here?”
“I know who you are,” a voice said from one of the buildings. A figure emerged onto the stairwell that ran up the side of one of the buildings. He moved slowly; each step was taken with deliberate arrogance.
“Do you know why we are here?” Abberline asked.
The man stepped onto the courtyard and moved toward the Inspector.
“Oh yes,” he replied, as he removed his spectacles and jacket. “I have been expecting you.”
“And these workers?” Simeon asked.
“Ah! Sir Simeon Harkness, we are honoured.”
“Answer the bleeding question,” Abberline growled.
The man’s sickly smile never faltered.
“Not one knows why you would come calling. However, I imagine that more than enough will dislike you disturbing their working day.” As he spoke a number of the workers closed on Simeon and his men. None of them carried a firearm, but their tools of the trade would end a man’s life with ease.”
Abberline pulled his pistol from his jacket, but Simeon caught his hand.
“We cannot shoot men for just defending their place of work, Fred.”
“Then what do you suggest?” Abberline asked.
“Billy clubs and a bit of good fortune,” he replied. As Simeon stopped speaking, he spun on the spot and punched the nearest worker squarely on the jaw. The man collapsed without uttering a sound. The other workers moved in quickly causing the horses to bolt.  The master of the brewery, however, did not move he stared at Simeon. It was an unspoken challenge that Simeon understood all too well.
“Now or after the men have had their fun?” he asked.
“Oh! It would be a shame to miss the entertainment,” the man replied. He took a step back and then sat on the stairwell, seemingly without a care in the world.
Simeon turned, he was not going to watch, as his men faced danger. His fear for his men, however, was misplaced. Workers were crashing to the courtyard surface. Bakari kicked one man in the groin as he held another in a choke hold. Jack weaved in and out, as he threw devastating jabs that stopped his attacker’s dead in their tracks. Gossup fought like a small wild beast. Naismith held two men pinned against the wall; his long cane sword, hovering dangerously close to their throats. Three men lay at the feet of Abberline and his Billy club. Tallow had just deposited a man in a barrel of ale. Simeon could not help smile until a rifle shot rang out. He spun around to observe the master of the brewery with a knife advancing on his position.
“Changed your mind, bastard?”
The man ignored the question and pushed the blade forward. Simeon blocked the move, and punched the man in the gut. Simeon took a step back. He had no wish to make this a quick affair. The man straightened, the sickly-sweet smile was gone and in its place was rage. This time Simeon’s opponent slashed with the blade, but the result was the same. Simeon crouched beneath the weapon
and brought his fist up hard. The man received a mighty blow to his guts for the second time. He exhaled as though all the air had rushed from his body. Simeon waited patiently for the man to recover.
“This is only going to end one way. Tell me where my son is?”
“It will end with me cutting your throat, Harkness!”
The man rushed forward, his weapon sweeping through the air stopping abruptly as Simeon caught his opponent’s arm. He then threw his head forward, butting the man. Blood and mucus exploded into the air. Where the man’s nose had been, was now, just a bloodied mess.
“I am losing my temper. Where is William Harkness?” Simeon demanded.
The man dropped his blade and moved over to where he had left his jacket. For a moment, Simeon thought the man sought a pistol. However, the man pulled a cloth wrapped package from one of the pockets. The package was slowly unwrapped to reveal another weapon.
“That’s a Cronos follower’s blade,” Abberline announced, as he stepped alongside Simeon.
“I will ask you one final time. Where is my son?” Simeon asked unconcerned about the Cronos blade.
“Your son has defied Cronos. His bones will turn to dust amongst the angels of a false God.” He raised the weapon, and then dragged its edge across his own throat.
“No!” Simeon screamed. He rushed the falling man and held his hand to the open wound. “Where is my boy!” The man’s mouth opened, but no sound escaped. Moments later, Simeon allowed the
lifeless body to slump to the floor.
“Bloody bastard,” Abberline announced. He turned on his heels and strode towards the workers that were now huddled in one spot in the courtyard. “As I asked before, who is in charge?”
“I... I suppose I am now,” a frail voice spoke from a doorway. The man must have been at least seventy years old.
“And who are you?”
“Edward Wooks,” the elderly man replied.
“Of Wooks Brewery?” Simeon asked, after regaining his composure.
“Yes…I had nothing to do with these men,” he added quickly.
“Tell me what happened,” Simeon insisted.
“For months we had people coming around attempting to buy the brewery. I refused, since my wife died, it and my children had been my life. I hoped to pass it on to them upon my death. Just over a year ago, that shit,” he pointed to the dead man at Simeon’s feet, “came into the courtyard with a number of men. Some of which are still here. He asked me to sell. I refused, I told him the brewery was for my children. He grasped me by the throat but my boy Daniel broke his hold and threw him to the ground. They killed my boy, Mr Harkness - slaughtered him like swine,” the old man sobbed.
“I am sorry. Did they force you to sell?”
“They simply took over. The workers were kept in line with threats of violence. I was told my daughters would be killed if I didn’t hold my tongue.”
“I cannot bring your son back, Mr Wooks, but the business is yours again. The men that have intimidated you and your employees will be removed. Is there anything you can tell about their activities?”
“I was not allowed in the office after they took over. You may find something of value in there. I hope you get your son back, Mr Harkness. It is a terrible thing to lose a child.”
“So do I, Mr Wooks…. So, do I.”




Chapter 22
Simeon had failed to find any clue to William’s location. However, despite the frustration, he could not deny the smallest feeling of inner happiness at being able to help the unfortunate Mr Wooks. The journey back to Cloveney had been a quiet affair.  Each of the men seemed lost in their thoughts, Simeon was no different. Although he didn’t admit to his fellow riders, he was unsure of his next move. The addresses found at Drummonds had so far revealed little and took up valuable manpower. The taking of the brewery by the followers of Cronos had created a possible link to countless businesses within London. It would take the entire police force of the old city to investigate them all. There were also properties not yet visited remaining on the list from Drummonds. He decided that the base for the investigation needed to move back to London. He would remain at Cloveney Hall in case William managed to find his way home. It would also allow him the opportunity to stay close to Emily. William had been absent for six weeks; Simeon could not ignore the fact that his son may not be present at the birth. Simeon was determined that at least one Harkness would be in attendance. He despatched the men to Slaughter Yard as they neared Cloveney. The likes of Naismith and Gossup could not hide their delight at the prospect. They would be nearer to those that they loved.
He continued the remaining part of the journey in solitude, hardly taking notice when the substantial gates of his home came into view. The hour was late, and he decided that he would slip into the household without ceremony. For a moment, he wished that he had offered the men a comfortable bed for the night, but in truth, he wanted to be alone with his thoughts. He hoped that Emily had retired for the evening because he had no wish to tell the story of their mission or see the disappointment on her face as she realised that William had not returned. He climbed down from his horse and was immediately met by the stable hand.
“Look after her, Sid. She has carried me well.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“The rest of the horses are in London. They will return by the end of the week.” As Simeon handed over the reins, he heard the main door to Cloveney open. He closed his eyes as he imagined Emily waiting, desperate for news. Reluctantly, he turned around to face what he feared.
“Welcome home, Sir,” sounded a familiar voice.
“Thank you, Tomkins. I hope all is well with the household?”
“All have retired. Will you require anything?”
“I think I shall retire like the household, Tomkins. The day has played the devil with these old bones.”
“Very good, Sir.”
Simeon passed his hunting rifle and coat to Tomkins and entered Cloveney. Without another word, he climbed the elaborate staircase to his quarters.  After washing the day’s grime from his aching body, he slipped beneath the covers.
The screaming jarred him from the world of slumber. Despite the tiredness of his limbs, he leapt from his bed. He raced from his room and almost collided with Tomkins.
“What the hell is going on, Tomkins?”
“I believe it is coming from the young lady’s room.”
Simeon hurried up the next flight of stairs that led to the landing that held Emily’s room. Courtesy demanded that he knocked before entering the room, but the screaming overruled courtesy. He burst in and saw Miss Bull desperately trying to wake Emily.
“She will not wake!” Miss Bull shouted. The fear was evident in her voice.
Simeon rushed forward, and as gently as the situation would allow, pushed Miss Bull out of his way. He then grabbed Emily and pulled her into an embrace. For a moment, she continued to scream, her arms flailing as if fighting an invisible beast. Simeon held her tight, ignoring the pain as Emily slapped him about the face.
“Emily, my sweet girl. It’s Simeon… it’s Simeon.”
Emily’s body suddenly went limp and she stopped screaming. Simeon gently laid her back on the bed. Her eyes opened, and upon seeing Simeon, she began to sob.
“What is it, child?” Simeon whispered.
“William is in mortal danger. Flames rage, men in hoods and Charles has a knife.” She continued to sob.
“I will bring William home. I promise he will be at your side.” Simeon knew that it was a foolish oath, but Emily needed certainty to drive the demons from her mind. His words eventually seemed to soothe her despair, and as he stroked her cheek, her eyes closed.
“I will stay with her,” Miss Bull whispered.
“No, fetch me a chair and blanket,” Simeon replied.
Minutes later Miss Bull and Tomkins had manoeuvred a large chair into position. Simeon rose from Emily’s bed and took up his position at her side.
“You two had best retire.”
***
Slaughter Yard played host to a night of drinking.  It was the early hours before most the individuals drifted to their homes or rented rooms.  They would return when rested and the previous day’s grime cleaned from their bodies. John remained at the yard, partly because he had been set that task, but mostly because he had nowhere else to go.
Naismith was the first to arrive. It was just before ten and the previous night’s endeavours showed clearly on his face.
“Bloody hell! You look like you just crawled from the grave,” John teased.
“The way my head thumps, death would be a blessing.” Naismith looked over John’s shoulder into the office.
“You are the first. Would you like a drink?”
“A drink?” Naismith asked surprised at the offer.
“Nothing strong. I have coffee on the stove.”
Almost relieved, Naismith nodded his acceptance. “That would be most kind. I will take it in the office as I look through the documents from the brewery. We may have missed something.” He was not enthusiastic about the possibility, but with so little encouragement in their pursuit of the Ripper, he had no choice but to re-visit the paperwork. He sat down at the desk and wiped the tiredness from his eyes. His head swam from the nights drinking, but that paled in significance to the aching of his joints and the soreness of his arse from the long ride. He looked down at the lettering on one of the documents, the words merged and became a blur. His head thumped; for a moment, he thought he would pass out. He was only partly aware of the door to the office opening.
“You won’t be able to work until that head eases,” a voice sounded. Gossup had entered the room.
“I am not sure it will ever ease. Not without leaving this world.” Naismith forced his eyes open. He noticed a large bowl filled with what seemed to be paper and a liquid of some kind.
“God provides. He gives us the cause and the remedy,” Gossup replied.
“Is this witchcraft, I see before me?” Naismith tried to joke, but the thumping within his skull prevented a smile.
“Take it from an old soldier. I have seen all manner of wounds, but the one inflicted by demon drink only has one cure. Brown paper soaked in vinegar and placed on the forehead.” Before Naismith could protest, Gossup tipped back his head and applied the paper to his flesh.
Almost immediately he could feel a lessening of the pressure within his skull. “I don’t believe it.”
“The pain will cease within the hour, but you will stink worse than the cheapest whore. I suggest that you bathe before you consider romance,” Gossup replied.
John entered the office and placed a drink for both Gossup and Naismith on the desk.
“I’ve made it strong. It will help chase the devil away.” As he spoke Tallow, Benjamin, Josh and Bakari all entered the office. Jack and Abberline quickly followed their arrival.
Naismith waited until the chatter had died down.
“I am not sure how long Sir Simeon will remain at Cloveney, but I think we need to make some preparations.” Inside he wondered if these men would follow his instruction. “We do not have much to work with, but I suggest we just carry on until Simeon tells us differently.”
“Agreed,” Abberline replied.
The others around the room nodded, which gave Naismith the confidence to continue.
“If Benjamin and John remain at Slaughter Yard. Benjamin will continue to work on these documents and any others that we obtain. John will ensure that we have clear lines of communication. Josh, I think it will be prudent to have a system for delivering messages to Sir Simeon. I am fortunate to possess a small cottage in Ashby St Ledgers. It lies roughly halfway between London and Cloveney. It will be more comfortable than a tavern. If we look at the remaining premises on the list, some are more likely to have fallen into the hands of the Ripper. We will prioritise those and observe each of them for a few days. Two men to each property, reporting to Slaughter. Are we in agreement?”
Naismith looked around the room nervously. He had led investigations for years, but these men were leaders in their own right. Not only that, this investigation was personal. If he made a mistake, then it could lead to William’s death. However, he felt relief as all of those present nodded their acceptance of his plan.




Chapter 23
Abberline moved towards the Fox tavern. It felt good to feel his boot leather against the cobbles of the city. He realised that Naismith had instructed that they should work in pairs but visiting Cochran was a task that could only be done alone. Cochran did not hold sway over the most influential street gang in London by being loose-tongued with strangers.  Despite Joseph Cochran being on the wrong side of the law, Abberline could always trust him to play with a straight deck of flats.  Abberline entered the Fox to be greeted by the thick, acrid stench of cigarette smoke. For the most part, he was ignored by the tavern’s customers. He noticed a couple of men whispering to each other as they looked in his direction. Both men then moved towards him. Abberline took out his pipe and casually began to fill it with tobacco. It was a subtle statement but one that he was sure they would understand.
“What are you doing here, peeler?” the shorter of the two asked.
“Can a man not enjoy an ale in peace?” Abberline replied mockingly.
“Not your sort. Not in here.” The dropped his hand to his belt and revealed a bone-handled knife.
“That’s a fine weapon. It would be a shame to lose it.”
“And why would I lose it?”
“Because if you try to use it, I will ram it up your arse. Now be a good fellow and tell Joseph Cochran that I wish to speak with him.” The smaller of the two men did not like taking orders, and his hand rapidly moved towards his blade. Abberline kicked him in the groin and before the larger of the two men could react the Inspector drove his fist forward. It connected with the man’s jaw; knocking him cold. “By God’s bollocks,” Abberline cursed as he looked at the broken pipe within his fist. “That was my favourite.” He kicked the small man as he groaned in pain.
“Calm yourself, Abberline. I will buy you a new sodding pipe,” a voice sounded from across the room.
“Your employees are not very welcoming to customers,” Abberline replied.
“They didn’t seem to warm to you,” Cochran moved closer as he spoke.
“Ah! They are not the first.”
“It’s strange they cannot spell their name but can spot a copper a mile away. How are you, Fred?” Cochran held out a hand.
“I need a word, Joseph.” Abberline shook the offered hand enthusiastically.
“I get the feeling we will need to drink the good stuff.” Cochran turned to face the man behind the bar. “Bring a bottle to my office. Actually, make it two.” He motioned to Abberline and then moved through the crowd.
Abberline had sat in Cochran’s office before. It was orderly and devoid of clutter. It reminded Abberline of a banker’s office rather than a self-educated man who rose through the ranks of a street gang. Abberline thought that the son of an Irish immigrant was probably one of the most influential men in London. He watched Cochran as he poured them both a drink.
“What can I do for you, Fred?”
“I’m not here about any law-breaking, Joseph. At least not of your making.”
“I am merely an honest man of business,” Cochran chuckled.
“Hmm – I’m here to find out about one of your properties.” Abberline reached inside his pocket and took out a piece of paper with a written address on its surface. “I do not know what the purpose of the property is… only that the men we seek may be interested in it.” Cochran reached over the desk and took the note. As he read the address, Abberline saw a change in the man.
“It is a small holding on the outskirts of the city. I purchased it from a family that ran a transportation business, six or seven wagons, and the beasts to pull them. They were good people, Fred. No laws were broken, and I paid them a fair price.”
“When did you buy the property?” Abberline asked.
“Must be three years ago, but you know that others have been interested. Otherwise, you would not be here.”
“As part of my investigation, we have been trailing a group that has been attempting to acquire property. Their attempts have not always been legal.”
“I will tell you everything, but this is between two old friends. I will not expect reprisals or appear to give evidence.”
“Of course,” Abberline was surprised that Cochran felt the need to make the point.
“About a year back, three men walked into The Fox. They introduced themselves to my brother, Samuel. They offered a great deal of money for that property. Samuel used his usual gentle approach and threw them out. He told me about them later, but to be honest, I paid little attention.”
“I didn’t see your brother in the bar.” Abberline suddenly realised how strange it was not to see Samuel engaged in heavy drinking.
Cochran, however, ignored the remark.
“A week later the three men returned. This time I was in the bar with Samuel. They walked up to me and made a more substantial offer than previously. I’m a businessman, Fred. The money offered was far more than what the property was worth. Any rational man would have accepted, but they got beneath my flesh. They looked at me as though I was shit on their boots. I told them no. That I wouldn’t sell to them - no matter the offer. They smiled and walked from the bar as though they hadn’t a care in the world. A week later I received a letter confirming their offer. I bloody well received a letter every week for the next two months. Each one went into the fire. Then finally the letters stopped. I thought that their interest had ended. Six months ago, me and Samuel got into an argument. It was an argument we have had a hundred times. A rival gang being disrespectful. He wanted to break heads, but I wasn’t convinced. He stormed out and disappeared for a few days. I wasn’t concerned, he had done it countless times. Then Eddie Hemsworth, of the Bowson gang, came calling.”
“I know him. Scrawny fellow, likes to use a cosh.”
“That’s one. Well, it took some balls walking into one of my places. He was fortunate that I was at home. Some of my men hit first and ask questions later.”  Cochran paused and took a large drink from his glass. “The Bowson’s had found Samuel’s body in their territory but denied any involvement in his death.”
“They could have been lying,” Abberline suggested.
“To what end. If they had killed Samuel and wanted that fact hidden, then why announce his death in the first place. It is not so difficult to make a body to disappear. To be honest, at that point I did not care who did the killing. I just wanted my brother home. I got Eddie to show me where Samuel had been dumped.” Cochran took another drink. “They had made a mess of him, Fred. It was hard to see where a blade hadn’t struck his flesh. In all the sea of blood, a white rectangle stood out like a beacon. Pinned to his chest was a letter.”
“Let me guess, another offer for the property.”
“Yes, the bastards thought they could intimidate me. I called all the gangs together and for the first time, I offered violence as a first resort. I promised them blood in the streets if they did not help me track down the men that killed my brother. It took two months, but finally, the culprits were sat in front of me, and as ordered, they had not been harmed.” Cochran stopped talking.
“Joseph, what you tell me in this room will go no further… you have my word.”
Cochran nodded his gratitude at Abberline’s reassurance.
“If they were scared, then they did not show it. To begin with - that is. The arrogant bastards freely admitted to killing Samuel. I asked them what made the property so important. They simply replied that they had been ordered to obtain it, which confirmed to me they were acting on orders. I asked who had sent them, but they would not give up a name. I had never killed a man in all my years on the streets. I have given orders that have led to murder but I have always sought a better way. I took a knife and cut the first man’s throat. For the first time, I saw fear in their eyes. However, the remaining two would not give up their master. I decided to get creative. A hammer was my second choice of tool. I broke the kneecaps of the second man. He screamed and sobbed, but would not give up a name. The hammer went to work on his ankles, his elbows and wrists. He was broken, but his tongue remained silent. All I could do, is hope the treatment of the second man would make the third talk.  To heighten the fear, I removed the second man’s ears, and then dropped them into the third’s lap. I would have gone further but my victim’s heart must have given way. One moment he was screaming and the next he was gone. The third man took a beating. It was strange to see the blood of another man on my hands, but I gave him no respite. Two hours I worked on loosening his tongue but he would not talk. He even laughed at me towards the end.  I had my men hold him up, and knowing that I had failed, I split him from balls to chin with his own knife. I do not know who held sway over these men, but he has a power not of this world.” Cochran opened his desk drawer and withdrew an item that was wrapped in cloth. He passed it over to Abberline to unwrap.
“A number of the men we seek possess a knife such as this,” Abberline divulged, as he examined the Cronos knife.
“I make my living working in shit. Until that night, I had convinced myself that I was different from the other beasts that stalk the streets.”
“Don’t let the fate of those bastards play on your mind. I have spent years on their trail. Trust me, no tears should be shed at their passing,” Abberline replied.
“Still… “
“No, Joseph. These men deserved to die. I have spent my life upholding the law, but these men need to be put in a hole. Their guilt is not in question.”




Chapter 24
Cloveney Hall
It had been two weeks since Emily had woken in the night, screaming. From that point it had seemed to Simeon that she had lost all enthusiasm for life.  Her sleep had been plagued with demons ever since. Simeon spent each night seated at the foot of her bed, like a loyal hunting hound. The days were consumed with attempts at pulling her from melancholy. On one of the rare occasions that she enjoyed a deep, peaceful sleep Simeon and Miss Bull took the opportunity to take nourishment. Both were seated in Cloveney’s substantial kitchen. They hungrily consumed a bowl of soup.
“It won’t be long before the child arrives,” Simeon announced. He wanted reassurance, but he was reluctant to give voice to his fears.
“God willing,” Miss Bull replied.
“The child will be…” Simeon could not bring himself to say it.
“Sir Simeon, giving birth is a battle. A woman needs to fight just as hard to bring a life into this world, as some men fight to rip one from it. I have seen women obtain easy victories, but I have also seen women fight with everything they had, and still lose the battle. Win or lose they all have to fight.”
“Are you saying Emily, will not fight?”
“I’m saying that she may not be able. We will not know until the time arrives.”
“If only we could lift her spirits. I would give all my wealth to ease her woes.”
“I have not been in your employ long, Sir Simeon but I can see that only one person can lift her spirits.” Miss Bull shook her head as she spoke.
“But we cannot simply allow the child to die!”
“The child? There is more at stake than a new life. It is possible that Emily may not survive.”
“What? But you said she was in good health.”
“She is. I have delivered over a thousand babies into this world. It is a life that has brought me great joy, but I have come to realise that joy is only one step from misery. When I was no more than a girl myself, I had delivered seven beautiful babies into the world. I had no reason to expect the pregnancy of Rose Wright, would be any different. She was a farm girl, strong as an ox, and so happy. She loved her man, Sir Simeon. They had been married less than a year when the accident happened.  Her husband had been chopping at a fallen tree. He was some distance from the farm, and so, when the axe slipped and opened up his leg, nobody heard his scream. He wasn’t found until the evening, and poor Rose was devastated. She had nothing left to give.”
“William isn’t dead. Emily will stay alive for him. I know she will.”
***
London – Slaughter Yard
Slaughter Yard had been a hive of activity for some weeks.  However, despite the valiant efforts of Naismith and the rest, they had gathered no solid leads to the whereabouts of William, or the cult of Cronos. They had kept in constant contact with Simeon, via Josh at Ashby St Ledgers. Naismith could tell that Simeon had far more pressing matters on his mind; the messages he received from Cloveney were short and nothing more than ‘keep going’. Naismith sat quietly in the office at Slaughter Yard and wondered what he would do once the list provided by Drummonds, had been exhausted. Only three properties remained, and not one of them looked a viable hiding place for the Ripper.
He reached into the desk drawer and took out a number of glasses. Inside the drawer was an unopened bottle of William’s favourite whiskey. He poured a generous helping into each vessel. He quickly downed the contents of the first glass and grimaced as the burning liquid raced down his throat. He refilled the glass and placed the bottle back into the drawer. He looked at his tumbler and consumed its contents for the second time.
“Are you drinking alone,” a voice asked from the doorway.
Naismith looked up to see the familiar face of Abberline staring back at him.
“Just waiting for you all to arrive,” Naismith replied.
“Then there is no point putting the bottle away.”
Within ten minutes the room had been filled. Each man savoured more than one glass of the whiskey. Only one glass remained with its contents intact. It was a silent salute to William, and like a dutiful wife, it would await his return.
“I asked you all here tonight because we are reaching the end of the list. We only have three properties to investigate. I do not hold out much hope that they will lead us to William. I am also aware of how long it has been since you spent time with your families or took time away from our task. I have decided that we will take two days to re-join the human race. On Monday we will continue our search for the Ripper. Perhaps if we are fresh, then we will find it easier to see through the mist of deception that surrounds our task.” Naismith passed a note to Tallow. “That is your property. If you and Bakari would investigate. It is some distance away. You may be better to make your entertainment closer to the target.”
“Leave it to us,” Tallow replied.
Naismith passed a second note to Abberline. “I thought that I would accompany you on this one, Fred. I have some former associates that live near to the property. They may be able to provide us with some insight.”
“Let’s hope for some success,” Abberline replied.
“The third property is for you, Jack and Goss.” He handed the note to Gossup. Naismith was surprised to see the former soldier grimace when he read the note. “Is there a problem?”
“It’s just Alfie has the fever. I was hoping to stay in London until he has recovered.”
“I could do it.” John volunteered. “I will go with Jack. Goss could watch the Yard until his boy is better.”
“That’s fine with me,” Naismith replied.
“Thank you, John,” said Gossup.
“No need for thanks. I’m sick of the bloody place,” John replied.
Naismith clapped his hands together and gave a huge sigh.
“That is the plan, and we all know our tasks.  If we ensure that each group send a report back to Slaughter by Thursday at the latest.”
***
Hartshill Castle
Two hooded figures stood at the gates to Hartshill Castle. The tallest of the four thumped his fist against the timbers and then took a step back. Footsteps sounded then a small hatch opened in the main gate. The lamp carried by the owner of the footsteps highlighted his face as he peered out into the night.
“Alpha is here, open the gates!” the tall figure called out.
“Bugger…Err, yes of course,” came the reply.
Moments later, the heavy bolts of the gate could be heard being drawn back to free the timbers. The hooded figures entered the castle. The smaller figure glanced around, and unknown to his comrade, he felt a deep satisfaction.
“Where are my quarters?” he asked.
“In the north wing, Alpha. We have made them more comfortable. The previous inhabitants must have thought discomfort brought them closer to God,” the taller figure replied.
Alpha moved in closer to the taller figure and whispered,
“You have done well Coldridge. When you have shown me to my quarters, I will need to see Faraday.”
“It will be arranged,” Coldridge replied.
One hour later Alpha was seated in his quarters. He stared towards the night sky through one of the castle’s substantial windows. A knock sounded at the door. He slowly took another drink of his wine and then pulled his hood into place.
“Enter!” he called out.
“You wanted to see me?” Faraday slipped into the room. He quickly took in his surroundings.
“You seem nervous, Faraday. If I decide to kill you, it will not be in my quarters.”
“Blood can be the devil itself to clean,” Faraday replied.
Alpha chuckled. “That it is… I wanted to thank you for a task well done. These premises are more than adequate for our needs. How fairs our guest?”
“Dangerous and keen to cut our throats.”
“He doesn’t appreciate you defending him against Coldridge?”
“I have broken his trust. To him, I am just another killer,” Faraday replied.
“But what is he to you?” Alpha pressed.
“William Harkness is a good man. I would avoid his death if possible.”
“So would I, Faraday. However, the future is unclear, and we must prepare for all eventualities.”
“Harkness is keen to meet you,” Faraday replied.
“He will, but not tonight. Let him know that I am in residence but have no plans to meet. If I rush to see him, it might swell his ego. We must all learn humility.”
“It will be done.”




Chapter 25
Five days later William was sitting on the edge of his bed when a figure entered his room. Despite the hood, he knew it was Coldridge. William thought that even when standing still, the bastard oozed arrogance. William rose from the bed; fully expecting a beating. That belief intensified when two further figures slipped into the room.
“Come to do the deed, have you?” William snarled.
“When your life is forfeit, I shall come alone,” Coldridge replied. He made a signal and the two men shot forward and grasped William by the arms. “Alpha has asked to meet with you. He didn’t say that you should be unharmed. So, I suggest you keep your mouth closed.”
William grimaced as his hands were bound so tightly that he could feel the fibres of the rope cutting into his flesh. Coldridge turned and walked away leaving his comrades to bundle William out of the room. On two occasions he was allowed to fall to the floor by his careless captors.  Finally, Coldridge stopped at a doorway and turned to face William.
“Be respectful and don’t try anything,” Coldridge snarled before punching William in the gut.
William forced himself to remain standing despite the agony. Coldridge grabbed him by the hair and led him into the room beyond the door, leaving the other two men outside.
“Coldridge! Release him,” a voice sounded.
William did not wait for Coldridge to loosen his grip. He pulled his head free losing some hair in the process. “I will kill you, Coldridge. Make no mistake about that.”
“You are welcome to try,” Coldridge sneered back.
“Coldridge, go and… just go.” Alpha ordered.
“But it would be unwise to remain with Harkness alone.”
“William is a gentleman and a man of his word. If I were to order his bonds cut and you and your men to wait outside, then he would offer an oath that he will not try to escape.”
“What?” Coldridge asked clearly outraged.
“What do you say, William, do I have your word?” Alpha asked.
William understood that the man to his front was the puppet master, and he was already playing his games. He also realised that to agree and not attempt an escape, would mean Coldridge would be expelled from the room. The thought of causing Coldridge a great annoyance was too enticing.
“You have my word.”
Coldridge gave a bad-tempered grumble but did not speak a word. He grabbed William’s bound hands and then cut the fibres. William felt the blade slice into his flesh.
“Bastard,” William whispered, but Coldridge was already leaving the room and closing the door behind him.
For the first time, William studied the seated, hooded figure to his front. The head was slightly lowered to ensure his features could not be discerned. The table, was set for two people. The wine had already been poured, suggesting this was nothing more than two friends enjoying each other’s company.
“Please, William take a seat.” The voice was muffled. It was no more than a faint whisper, but William was sure he knew the voice.
“Do I call you Alpha, or Jack?” William asked. He moved forward and took a chair.
“I have become many things to many people. Therefore, I have many names.”
The image swam into William’s head. He didn’t want to believe his own thoughts.  He could not deny the voice, despite its muffled state, belonged to one man. He tried to hide the revelation, but his eyes swam with tears of treachery. He suddenly felt short of breath. Rage mixed with sorrow to make both the heart and head, feel physical pain. His discomfort must have been noticeable because Alpha let out an audible sigh. William watched as the figure to his front raised his hands, and then pulled back the hood. A familiar face stared back at him.
“You were my friend,” blurted William.
“I am still your friend. I have done all in my power to keep you alive.”
“You were supposed to be dead. I grieved for you.” William grasped the wine glass too hard. It smashed apart in his hand. Blood and wine mixed. It stained the white cloth that lay on the table.
“I was left no alternative but to leave that life behind. The tramp-like professor that spent his days in the park had outlived his usefulness. It was a simple matter to find an old man to create the illusion.”
“Kill him, did you? Just another body like Gaetan, Obadiah, Tom. No more than pieces of meat.”
“Gaetan’s death was not on my orders. As for Obadiah and Tom, they died so you may live. The followers of Cronos wanted blood. I had to offer them your men to calm their bloodlust.”
“And Mary Kelly? In what way did you protect me by murdering a woman that only brought beauty to the world?” William felt his temper beginning to rise.
“I did not kill Mary Kelly or give the order.”
“Liar! You sent me the pendant.”
“What advantage would I gain from murdering Mary Kelly. Besides, she was making you happy on your return to these shores. I admit that I sent you the pendant, but I played no part in the murder.”
“Then who did?” William demanded an answer.
“Who was the one person that would benefit from her death?” Alpha asked.
“My father? No, my father is many things, but he would not slaughter an innocent woman. Obadiah had the opportunity, but he would not go against my father’s wishes.”
“Which leaves,” Alpha could not avoid smiling.
“Emily… you expect me to believe that Emily is a cold-blooded murderer?”
“Cold blooded, no. The murder was all about passion.”
William could not bring himself to talk. The thought that the woman he loved could have slaughtered Mary Kelly hit him like a Billy club.
“You should not judge her too harshly. She never went to Mary Kelly’s home with murder in mind. Crossed words turned to violence, and the butchery was simply an act of theatre to point the police in my direction.”
William shook his head. “How would Emily have known about Mary, and how did you come to be in possession of the pendant?”
“Have you not understood, William? Emily was a follower of Cronos. She was all alone in London. Her husband a vile abuser and her family dead and buried. You were not there, William. The only man that she ever loved had run away like a child. She was abandoned and sought safety with Cronos and me.”
“Emily would never…”
“Oh, do not misunderstand. She knew nothing about our activities. Cronos had welcomed her into our warm embrace only a matter of weeks before the fates brought you back to London. The night Mary Kelly died she came to me. Covered in blood and distraught at her actions. I took the pendant from her and reassured her that her sins would never come to light. My people cleaned her up and saw that she returned home safely.  In the coming days and weeks, you would become involved in the attempt to bring me to justice, and your romance with Emily would re-ignite.  Emily and I have met only once since that night. We agreed that she would never reveal my identity, and I would not instruct the authorities of her part in Mary Kelly’s death. I should have removed the threat she posed, but I thought that she might bring calm to your chaotic soul.” Alpha picked up his wine glass and was clearly studying William for a reaction.
William did not know what to think. He knew that Alpha was a grotesque pied piper that could make people dance to his tune. He also knew that Emily was the gentlest of creatures, but she had proved that when someone threatened William, she was capable of taking a life. He was reminded of the time when Bessie had threatened his life. An enraged Emily threw the former maid through one of Cloveney Hall’s windows. Bessie was smashed apart on the hall’s courtyard. Emily had seemed genuinely upset at the girl’s death. He could not help wondering if it had all been an act? I want to return to my quarters.” The fury and fight had died in him.




Chapter 26
Camped on a small ridge overlooking the entrance to Hartshill Castle, Jack and John were beginning to lose patience. It had been two days and it wasn’t an ideal position. The building was far too big for two men to scout and most of the surrounding area was woodland, which made it difficult to ensure the inhabitants did not come and go without being seen. Having avoided the main roads on their approach, they were confident their presence was unknown to those within.
“I think we are wasting our time. We could wait here a month and still not see anything of any worth,” Jack announced.
“Well, we can’t go and kick in the bloody door. I don’t mind bashing a few heads, but I draw the line at nuns,” John replied.
“I doubt it would be so quiet if the Cronos followers were inside.”
“We could go back to Slaughter Yard,” John suggested.
Jack could tell by the light of the fire that John was not excited by the prospect of standing guard at Slaughter again.
“Perhaps we could see if there was another way inside. Have a look around if all seems normal, we slip out and return to the city.”
“And if we get caught by the nuns, we can just claim to be looking for shelter,” John replied with more enthusiasm.
“That’s settled it then. Erm - when do nuns retire for the night?”
“I have no idea?” John shrugged as he spoke.
“We would be wise to wait a few hours.”
***
A small balcony looked over the inner courtyard of the castle. A hooded figure gripped the rail and gave a wicked grin. Two men without hoods stood to his rear and awaited orders.
“Our visitors have decided to make an appearance?” The man at the rail asked.
“Yes, they are scouting the perimeter. I believe they intend to enter undetected. Should I inform, Alpha.” A figure to his rear replied.
“No, there is no need to wake him. Where is Faraday?”
“He retired early.”
“Good. Go tell the men to surround the courtyard but remain out of sight. Do it with haste because I also want you to gag William Harkness and bring him to me.” The figure could not keep the joy from his voice.  He thought to himself. If Alpha would not let him kill Harkness, then he would find other ways to cause him pain.
It wasn’t long before he could hear footsteps down in the courtyard. He stepped from the shadows so those below could see him. He raised a hand and suddenly, torches burst into flame around the perimeter of the courtyard. The forms of Jack and John were bathed in light.
“Bugger!” A voice emanated from below.
“Bugger indeed. It seems that you are a little outnumbered and outflanked. I suppose I am wasting my time asking you to surrender?”
“I was going to ask you the same,” came the reply.
“Jack… Jack Moore, isn’t it? Famous pugilist, close friend of William Harkness. It seems a shame to waste your talents. And your comrade is?”
“John Branford,” John announced.
“No… never heard of you.”
“Arrogant bastard,” John cursed.
“It has been said. Well gentleman, when our esteemed guest arrives, we shall begin.”
“Begin what?” Jack asked.
“Your murder, of course.”
***
William woke to a man ordering him to get up.  The owner of the voice had obviously tired of the lack of response, he grasped at William’s hair and pulled. The action stopped as a boot shot out from the bed and caught the man in the groin. William jumped and threw his hands into the air as a second man moved forward. “Forgive me. It’s a dangerous game waking a man in such a manner. The sleeper, even a prisoner, can forget when roused.”
“Leave it! We haven’t the time,” said the first man as he regained his feet. He took in a deep breath and cupped his genitalia as if the act of holding them would take away the pain. “Gag him and let’s go.”
William was man-handled through the various corridors of the castle.  At one point he considered making a break for freedom. His patience at his treatment was close to running out. It would better to choose the time of his death than await a blade in the night. A door opened and he felt the cold night air on his face. Forced through the doorway, he recognised the form of Coldridge.
“Ah! Our guest has arrived. Remove the gag.”
The cloth was ripped without ceremony from William’s mouth.
“What do you want, Coldridge?” Announcing the hooded figure’s identity to all within earshot was a small victory, but one that still gave William satisfaction.
Coldridge raised his hands and pulled at the hood. “I am not one for remaining in the shadows. Besides, we have more guests, and I would like you to look into the eyes of the man responsible. Come to the rail, William. I have arranged for you to see your friends. Am I not a most considerate host?” Coldridge waved his hands towards the rail.
William tentatively moved forward. The vision of Jack and John in the centre of the courtyard caused William to feel sick inside. He decided that it was better to die with his friends. However, as the thought of jumping the rail entered his mind, a pistol barrel was pressed against his head.
“Imagine yourself in the Colosseum. Can you feel the tension, will the gallant heroes survive? Shall we find out William?” Coldridge laughed.
William watched as the figures around the courtyard moved inward. Each of them drew a blade, signalling their intent.
“Don’t do this, Coldridge. It’s me that you hate. Take my life,” William pleaded.”
Coldridge leaned forward and whispered into William’s ear.
“You humiliated me, Harkness. You stole my wife and then used your father to take my wealth. You want me to show mercy? I will kill your friends, your father and Emily. I will take all that you love, and then you will die by hand. No, Harkness, there will be no mercy.”
“Jack run!” William screamed.
Coldridge roared with laughter.
“I promise you, Coldridge. I am going to kill you. I will tear you apart.” William fell silent as he observed Jack take a pistol from his jacket.  It was one of William’s pepperboxes and as he watched, the four barrels raged with fire. Three of Coldridge’s men were down. Two of them lay unmoving, but the third screamed as he held his hands to a face that had been torn apart. It served only to slow the remainder of the attackers. John caught the arm of one man, and the crack of a limb sounded around the courtyard. Suddenly, William started to hope that all was not lost. Two more attackers went down, plucked from their feet by Jack’s powerful blows. Then William drew in a sharp breath; he watched as a blade took John in the back. The big man swung around and smashed the jaw of his assailant, but John had received a fatal blow. John stumbled, and then another attacker darted forward and drove a blade deep into his ribs. John fell to his knees and then disappeared beneath an onslaught of enemies.
Jack was cut and bleeding, but his speed had prevented his enemies from pinning him down. However, William’s heart stopped as the men that had killed John now streamed toward Jack. The pugilist sent a vicious blow and caught a man in the throat, sending him crashing to the floor. William caught his friend’s eyes and he mouthed the words that he was sorry, just as three men took Jack down. Blades were raised and thrust downwards, but still Jack was able to kill one last enemy.
Silence descended, and Coldridge’s men dragged themselves upright. William stared at Jack’s lifeless body; ripped from the world in the same way as his brother. He felt burning rage and turned to face Coldridge. The barrel of the pistol now pointed at his forehead.
“Do it! If you don’t - I swear to God, that you will be dead within days.”
“Stop!” Alpha, entered the courtyard with Faraday following close behind. After taking a moment to glance around the courtyard Alpha turned to Faraday. “If you would escort William back to his quarters, Faraday. I need to speak with Coldridge.” Alpha held his hand up his hand and signalled that Coldridge should join him in the courtyard.”
***
Both men remained quiet as they walked the corridors of the castle. When finally, they reached William’s room, Faraday took a flask from his jacket.
“Take a drink.” Faraday pushed the flask into William’s hand.
“I’m going to kill that bastard. I’m going to kill all of the bastards.” He took a long drink from the flask. “I promised his brother.”
“Brother?” Faraday asked.
“Jack’s brother was my sergeant in the Afghan. He saved my life, and the last thing he asked me before he died, was to look out for Jack. They died the same way – cut to pieces. I failed them both,” William sobbed.
“I am going to get you out of here, William. Only you can bring the likes of Alpha and Coldridge to justice.”
“Don’t call him Alpha. His name is Jack the Ripper and the only justice they will receive is death.” William snarled through his tears.
“No matter what we call him, retribution will have to wait. You need to be free of this place and soon,” Faraday replied.
“We will leave tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow? But we haven’t planned,” Faraday protested.
“You have been making the preparations. I have smelt the coal oil and black powder on your clothing.”
“Yes, alright I have been. But we still need the opportunity.”
“The Ripper will ask to see me tomorrow.”
“How do you know?” Faraday asked.
“Coldridge acted without orders. The Ripper prides himself on being in control. He knows what his men think. He has been one step ahead of our investigation all the way through. Perhaps, I am starting to know him. He will show Coldridge that there is only one leader of Cronos and then he will attempt to know my mind.”
“Why should he care?”
“Because without holding the control he is nothing. Within this building. there may be as many as twenty men. I would wager that each, and every one of them could best the Ripper in a brawl. He holds power because he knows their minds and hearts. When he sees into their soul, he has the intelligence to bend them to his will. He finds a way in. Sometimes its ego, fear, anger or love that places people within his palm.”
“The need for vengeance?”
“Yes, but at some point, he has to fail. I refuse to believe that he is all-seeing, god-like creature.” William slowed his breathing and attempted to calm down. “What choice do we have? If we stay here, then we die anyway. George, I once offered you the hand of friendship – I am doing the same again. I need your help.” William held out his hand.
“My mind was clouded by the Ripper. Panic caught hold of me and I corrupted all that I hold dear. “I will be honoured to help you, William. Though I do not deserve your friendship or forgiveness for that matter.
William, however, did not lower his hand.
“My forgiveness or friendship is for me to decide. You were a bloody fool that is a matter for your conscience. If I stay here, I die. If you choose loyalty to the Ripper, I die. In attempting to escape, I may well die. But here and now I am offering you my hand.”
Faraday shook hands.
“We will need to ensure that we escape at night. If my preparations falter, then we will be better off with the cover of darkness to escape our pursuers.”
“Agreed,” William replied.
***
Castle Courtyard
Alpha watched as Coldridge strode across the courtyard. He knew that Coldridge was useful, but the man’s bloodlust for William was beyond control. Alpha had also noticed that Coldridge had rediscovered his swagger and arrogance. The training that he had undergone had only served to hide Coldridge’s natural traits temporarily. On the contrary, the training seemed to have intensified his more violent tendencies. Unknown to those within the courtyard, including Coldridge, Alpha allowed himself a smile.
“Gather around please, gentlemen.” Alpha glanced around. “Those that are able, that is.” Five of their number would never raise themselves from the courtyard surface, and another three would need weeks to recuperate. The announcement showed the cost of Coldridge’s actions. “I want each of you to look at the loss that we have suffered. Good men were torn from this world by one man’s hatred. Take off your robe, Charles Coldridge.” Every pair of eyes in the courtyard looked directly at the man that Alpha had addressed. Coldridge stood perfectly still. “I will only ask you one more time.” As if they had received a silent order each of the men drew their blades. The tell-tale twitch in Coldridge’s jaw showed his concern. The robe dropped to the courtyard surface. “Come closer.” When Coldridge stood no more than one pace away, Alpha commanded him, “On your knees.” Charles Coldridge stiffened, but slowly he lowered himself to the ground. Alpha slapped him across the face. “One blow for your arrogance.” Alpha struck him again. “One blow for placing your selfish actions above the lives of your men.” A third slap cut Coldridge’s lip. “A final blow, so that you remember your place before Cronos. You are to serve his purpose not your own. Have you anything to say?”
Coldridge remained silent for a moment. However, he eventually dropped his head. “Forgive me, Alpha.”
“Gentlemen, if you would carry on with your tasks. Coldridge and I will discuss how he can regain his robe.”




Chapter 27
Those resident in Cloveney Hall were ignorant of what had taken place on the previous night.  Loud groans had awoken the household in the early hours of the morning. Sir Simeon Harkness had been the first to find Emily pacing the landing of the first floor. Simeon had recognised a woman in labour but had been unsuccessful at convincing Emily to return to her bedroom.
“She is as well pacing, as sitting in bed,” a voice sounded from the stairs.
“Miss Bull, is this normal?” Simeon asked, as his face blushed crimson. He knew that he was not cut out for this kind of work. Give him pirates of the coast of Africa, sinking trade vessels around the Horn or salt of the earth crooks raiding his diamond mines. Those were pressures he understood, but women giving birth, he was lost, overwhelmed and feared to make matters worse.
“There isn’t a normal. A baby doesn’t wear a uniform and march to a military band. Both mother and baby have to work this out between themselves. We are here should the mother need help.”
“Gruhhhh!” Emily gave an almost beast-like grunt, which made Simeon jump. “I want William. He promised me that he would be at my side.”
“I’m sure he is trying, Emily,” Simeon replied.
Emily placed a hand on Simeon’s face, and just for a moment, her smile returned.
“You look terrified,” she whispered.
“I am,” Simeon replied. “Is there anything you need?”
“I just want William back. Find him for me, Simeon, please.”
“I will, Emily. I promise you that I will bring him back.” Simeon knew that he shouldn’t have given his word. William’s return to Cloveney Hall was out of his hands, but at this point, he knew Emily needed hope, not realism.
“The last thing we need is another man under my feet,” Miss Bull announced. “Sir Simeon, if you could get that fool Tomkins, to hurry along with the water and towels. Or do I have to pray to God so that he sends the angels to aid this birth.”
Simeon had the feeling that Mrs Bull was not impressed with him giving his word to bring William home. However, it was the last sentence that lingered in his mind, but he had no reason why.
“Erm – Yes, I will see to it.” He leaned forward and kissed Emily on the cheek, before going in search of Tomkins.
Simeon entered Cloveney Hall’s substantial kitchen. Tomkins was seated at the table, nursing a drink. He tried to rise, but Simeon indicated that he should remain seated.
“Miss Bull was wondering when the towels and water will be ready?”
“She asked for the water to be boiled, and then allowed to cool,” Tomkins replied. He looked like a man that was struggling to hold his tongue.
“Such times play on the nerves. I think her bark is worse than her bite.”
Tomkins sighed and blew out his cheeks.
“Forgive me. I have to admit that the woman gets under my skin. How a woman can be so caring and gentle to all she meets, and yet, only have scorn for me.” He shook his head.
“You think that she targets you?”
“It seems that way.”
“It has been my experience that people often use scorn to hide their feelings.” Simeon gave a teasing smile.
“What - no it couldn’t be. Besides, she’s half my age. I mean - she’s an uncommon beauty, but…” Tomkins stuttered.
“You think she’s beautiful?” Simeon asked.
Tomkins recovered his composure.
“On the outside, but within, she is a demon. If you don’t mind me saying, the sooner the baby arrives, the better.”
“On that we are in agreement.” Simeon suddenly stopped talking as face swam into his mind. “His bones will turn to dust amongst the angels of a false God.”
“Are you feeling all right, sir.”
“The man at the brewery said that William’s fate was to die amongst God’s angels,” Simeon replied.
“How can a man die with the angels?”
“Unless he meant angels that walk the earth. They would need to be observant of God, and do his work.”
“Such as a priest?”
“He said angels, meaning more than one. Tomkins, go to my desk and fetch the papers. They are in the top left drawer.” As Tomkins went to get the papers, Simeon crossed to the pantry. He opened the door and spied a large wooden box. He knew that the box had been Obadiah’s hiding place for his whiskey. Simeon lifted the lid and peered inside. He smiled as his hand grasped a bottle that was half full.
As Simeon returned to the table, Tomkins re-entered the kitchen. He placed the document in front of Simeon and then made to carry on with his duties.
“Have a drink, Tomkins.”
“I have my duties, sir.”
“One will not hurt. Besides, if I’m correct about the angels, then you will have other duties.” Simeon began searching through the documents. He knew the list was there somewhere. Finally, he smiled as he lifted the note into the air. He unfolded the paper and eagerly searched for the name of a property. It was with some relief that the very last entry on the list was what he wanted to see. “Hartshill Castle.” He victoriously slapped the paper onto the table.”
“Castle?” Tomkins looked bemused.
“The name is misleading. It is no more than a fortified collection of buildings. However, and more importantly, Hartshill Castle is inhabited by the Order of Fontevrault.”
“Uh?”
“Nuns, Tomkins. Can you ride?” Simeon asked excitedly.
“Pardon?”
“Can you ride, man?”
“Yes,” Tomkins replied.
“Then I need you to take a message to Ashby St Ledgers. There is no time to lose.” Simeon started to scribble a note.
“But my duties?”
“There are more than enough within the household. This task is of the utmost importance. I would not trust its delivery to any but you.”




Chapter 28
The day was ignorant of the woes of both William and Emily, and so, relentlessly marched toward night. William had stubbornly refused to meet with Alpha, twice. He had, however, agreed to speak with him as the sun went down. It would be a nervous wait, only broken when Faraday paid a visit to finalise plans. William took the pistol that Faraday had given him previously and tucked it within his jacket. He sat on the edge of his bed in deep thought. He went over the plan within his head. Tiny seeds of doubt began to take hold. Could he trust Faraday? Even with the fallen policeman staying true to his word, it would take a Herculean effort to escape the castle. Two men against at least a dozen enemy, who had no reservations about robbing a man of his life. Perhaps the Ripper had foreseen the attempt, and this was merely one of his games. He was not a man that sort favours from God, but on this night, he gave a small prayer.
“Just give me the strength to breach the walls and seek safety in the night,” he whispered to himself.
His mind wandered to thoughts of Emily. Had she been a member of Cronos? Had she taken a blade to Mary Kelly? Or had the Ripper found his weakness, and if so, to what end? William had so many questions requiring answers. However, the footsteps in the hall drew his attention. He lay back and placed his arms behind his head in an attempt to look relaxed.
Coldridge entered the room, wearing the usual look of disdain for William, but he refrained from aggression.
“You are required.”
“No beating today? The meeting with your master must have tamed the savage beast.” William made no attempt to hide his sarcasm. Coldridge did not reply but drew a pistol and waved it in the direction that William should go. Both men walked through the corridors of Hartshill Castle without engaging in conversation. William could feel the burning stare of Coldridge’s eyes upon the back of his head. He wondered how tempted Coldridge was to raise the pistol and pull the trigger. He knew that bloody murder came easy to Coldridge, but doubted that he would risk the enraging his master.
“Stop!” Coldridge ordered.
William stepped aside as his chaperone forced his way passed and rapped his knuckles against the door to their front. A voice within called out that they should enter. Coldridge opened the door and then pushed William inside.
“I have brought Harkness as requested,” Coldridge announced without looking at Alpha, his stare fixed firmly on the floor.
“Gratitude, you may leave. I am sure that William will offer his word that no attempt at murder or escape will take place.”
“I do,” William replied. He then turned to Coldridge and asked, “are you still here?”
Coldridge stared at William, his face a picture of pure hatred.
“I will be in the hall, Alpha,” Coldridge announced. He walked from the room and closed the door.
“I cannot see any other outcome than one of you killing the other.”
“Charles Coldridge will be face down and bleeding in the dirt before I Leave this world,” William replied.
“He is a far more dangerous character these days, William. You would do well to stay clear.”
“I thought you could see into a man’s very soul. You, however, do not know me,” William replied.
“Oh, I know that you will charge in. Defender of the weak – the man who takes wrongdoers to task. It’s only a matter of time before you get yourself killed, but that doesn’t matter does it. You would readily lay down your life for others, a little too readily.” Alpha picked up his glass of wine and eyed William.
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“I think you want to die. The role of fallen hero, a martyr to be worshipped. Your self-loathing is evident. You just want others to hold you in higher regard, and your death is a price worth paying.”
“You think so?” William replied.
Any reply was denied by an explosion that shook the castle. The glass from the windows exploded inward and knocked Alpha from his chair. As the dust settled, Alpha used the table to get to his feet, only to be confronted with William holding a pistol.
“What now, William? Do you hope to use me as a captive to secure your freedom?”
“No, I don’t think so.” William raised the pistol and fired. Alpha’s head was snapped back as the bullet struck.  He was thrown into the air and then crashed back to the ground. William, however, was not permitted to enjoy his moment of victory as the door was swung open. Coldridge rushed in, brandishing a pistol. William aimed and fired.  There was no burst of flame or loud bang; the pistol had jammed. William looked to Coldridge, who was smiling and bringing his own weapon to bear. With no room to manoeuvre, William knew his time was at an end. He looked down the barrel of his enemy’s pistol and then accepted his fate. Slowly, he closed his eyes and awaited death. He heard the small explosion as the gun fired and then felt the white-hot pain in his thigh. He refused to fall; he would face his death standing, and not kneeling before his enemy.
“Don’t just stand there, you bloody fool,” a voice sounded that did not belong to Coldridge.
William gradually opened his eyes. Before him, Faraday stood in the doorway with a billy club in his hand.
“But…” William was struggling to comprehend what had happened.
“I know you said we would meet in the courtyard, but I doubted you would be able to best Alpha and Coldridge.” Faraday walked towards William as he spoke. He took the cloth from the table and ripped a strip from it. He hastily tied the cloth around his wounded friend’s thigh. The pain focussed William’s mind on the task at hand.
“We won’t be alone for long, let’s go,” William said as he tested the wounded thigh by taking a stride.
The two men stepped over the fallen body of Coldridge and took a flight of stairs that led to the courtyard. When they reached the exterior, Faraday stopped. He bent down and collected a number of bottles with small pieces of cloth in the top. He took out the gift from William and lit each of the cloths. He threw them into the stairwell that they had just travelled. He then slammed the door shut.  He then rolled a large barrel in front of the door. It was at this point when William realised that the majority of Hartshill Castle was a mass of flames. He could hear men calling out for rescue and dogs emitting high pitched whining as the flames grew with intensity.
“You have been busy.”
“It’s amazing what you can achieve with fuse, black powder and coal oil, but we are not out of the woods yet. The main exit, go!” Faraday ordered.
William moved as quickly as he could manage. Upon reaching the main gate, Faraday once again collected two bottles, and their protruding cloths, which had clearly been hidden away. Faraday smiled as he threw one bottle against the left side of the gate. He raised the second and motioned that William should go through the gate. William stepped beyond the castle’s boundary and turned towards Faraday, who it seemed to William, was enjoying himself. The smile faltered, and William watched with horror as Faraday grasped at the side of his throat.
In the distance beyond Faraday’s substantial frame, Coldridge was striding across the courtyard. In his hand a pistol fired for the second time. William felt the bullet pluck at the fabric of his jacket, but it caused no bodily damage.
“Run you fool,” Faraday croaked. William’s attention was brought back to Faraday as the former police inspector began to close the right side of the gate. “Debt paid, William.” The gate slammed shut, and the familiar sound of a heavy bolt being slid into place. Another bottle smashed and then more flames became visible through the gaps of the gate.
William had no idea how many of the enemy would evade the flames, but he knew that Coldridge would not be slowed for long.  He began to run.




Chapter 29
Sir Simeon Harkness was worried. Emily had now been in labour for seventeen hours, and even to his untrained eye, he could tell that she was becoming exhausted. He had also observed the concerned look on Miss Bull’s face. He alternated between nervously pacing the floor of Emily’s room, or mopping her brow.
“Where is William?” Emily asked feebly.
“He is on his way,” Simeon replied. He could feel Miss Bull’s stare burning into the back of his neck.
“He should be here for the birth.”
“I am sure William is doing all that is possible to be at your side.” He lifted a glass of water to her lips.
She pushed the glass away and then sat bolt upright.
“He needs you, Simeon,” Emily announced, her eyes were wide as though staring into the pits of hell.”
“I’m sorry, Emily. What do you mean?”
“Go to your son. Bring him home to me.”
“But…”
She placed a hand on each side of his face, and pulled him closer.
“Simeon, he needs you.”
At that moment, despite there being no rational reason to do so, Simeon believed Emily. He rose from the bed; a sense of foreboding filled his soul. His eyes welled with tears as panic began to overwhelm his thought processes. He stepped away from the bed but was stopped by Miss Bull before he could leave the room.
“Where are you going?” she asked.
“To get William. Tomkins has returned from Ashby St Ledgers, use him if you see fit.”
“You shouldn’t give her false hope. Besides, you have no idea where to look.”
“Tell me, Miss Bull, what happens to Emily and the child without hope? What are the chances of me holding my grandchild in my arms if there is no hope?”
Miss Bull’s face flushed crimson.
“Perhaps, I spoke out of turn.”
“No, it’s madness,” he whispered. “It makes no sense to walk out into the night in search of my son. But Emily needs hope,” he paused and then added, “and so do I.”
Ten minutes later, Simeon was stood on the steps of Cloveney Hall.  He pulled up the collar of his heavy coat as Tomkins approached carrying his master’s hunting rifle.
“Let me fetch one of the stable lads, sir.”
“No, I will go alone.” Simeon turned to look at Tomkins. “Stay close to Emily.”
“I will,” Tomkins replied as he handed over the impressive weapon.
Simeon slung the weapon over his shoulder and then patted his inside pocket to ensure that he had remembered to pick up his pistol. Part of him wondered why he was carrying out such a foolish act, but Emily’s face swam into his mind’s eye. He remembered her conviction that he should find William.
“If I am not back by the time our friends arrive from London, tell them that I intend to travel toward Hartshill Castle. I will go cross country.”
***
William could still hear the occasional explosion from Hartshill Castle. He assumed that Faraday had used copious amounts of black powder and coal oil. He expected that Faraday was now dead. He doubted that the Inspector could have defeated Coldridge while suffering from such a severe neck wound. William dropped down into a ditch and just for a moment, stopped perfectly still, and listened to the noises of the night. Other than the sounds emanating from the castle, William could not detect the enemy. He pressed on, relying on memory to find his way because the only light available was the moon in the pitch-black sky. He picked his way through the trees, making sure he stayed away from any roads.
He had been travelling for about thirty minutes before he heard the first sound of dogs. He could tell that he had a substantial lead, but he knew that it would not take long before the animals were snapping at his ankles.  He dropped down into a stream. It would slow his progress but would make it hard for the dogs to pick up his scent. The water was ice cold, which helped numb the pain of the wound to William’s thigh. Each step, threatened to send him sprawling, as the stream bed was thick with mud. Nevertheless, he persisted until he was left with no alternative but to leave the stream. He clamoured up a steep bank and caught his breath as he leaned against a thick, trunked oak tree.
He could hear the dogs in the distance. It seemed that he had for the time being given them the slip. It made sense for William to head toward the nearest village but he had decided to go straight for Cloveney. It was only a few miles further, and he could be certain that he could trust those within his home. A village could be filled with those in the pay of the Ripper. He pressed on, moving within the shadows created by the trees. When open ground could not be avoided, he would wait for a time, watching and listening. Then ignoring the pain, he would burst into a sprint and cover the ground as quickly as his injury permitted.
He tried to estimate how far he had travelled. However, he knew that thinking clearly when exhaustion and pain wracked your body, was not an easy matter. He tried to push on, but lost his footing, rolled down a slope, and then dropped into a ditch.  Twice he tried to rise, but energy had deserted him. The cold mud sucked at his body and for a moment, he allowed it to hold power over him. Closing his eyes, he wondered if the ditch would be his final resting place. He gave a half chuckle; the son of one of the most powerful man in the empire, filthy, alone and dead in a ditch. He opened his eyes and observed a thick branch high above the trench.
A memory swam into his mind. A young boy and girl were playing on his father’s estate. The woodland was dense, and the young boy was jumping across one of the many ditches.
“I can’t,” the girl called out.
“All you have to do is jump,” the boy replied. His tone sounded his dismay at her inability to traverse the natural barrier.
“Don’t roll your eyes at me, William Harkness. My legs are not as long as yours.”
The boy sighed, but as he did, he saw a rope tied around one of the branches.
“Wait a minute.” The boy jumped back across the ditch and began to climb the tree.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“Just wait.” William took a small knife from a sheath that was attached to his belt. He cut into the knot and allowed one section of the rope to hang free.  He guessed that with the rope being wound around the branch a number of times, it would require no further securing. He began to climb back down the tree, but before he could reach the bottom, the girl had grabbed the rope. “Wait! I don’t know if it’s safe.”
“Well, we will find out won’t we,” she replied. Without another word, she whooped with joy and swung across the ditch.
William watched as she sailed across and then landed gracefully on the other side.
“You’re insane, Emily.”
“Come on, William. I can’t wait all day for you.” She laughed and ran into the woods.
William fixed his stare on the tree branch, forcing himself free of the glutinous mud. He clamoured slowly over the bank of the ditch, then lay on his back to regain his breath. He held up his hand and traced it over the base of the tree. It didn’t take long before he found the deep indentations caused by a young man’s blade.  His finger moved along the letters, which had been carved on the day that he had first kissed Emily. The beauty of the woman flooded his mind and forced him to rise from the ground. The thought of seeing her again forced him to lift one foot, and then the other. The earth beneath his feet was Cloveney Hall land. The tree had been the proof.
William was tired, but he knew that Cloveney and safety were not far away. He struggled up a slight slope pausing now and then to take in more air. As he finally reached the summit a figure appeared, and before he could raise his weary hands, a fist shot from the darkness, sending him sprawling back down the slope.
“I told you that I would kill you, Harkness. When I’m finished having my fun – I will pay a visit to Emily.”
“What are you planning to do, talk me to death? Be a man for a change, Coldridge. Get down here and use your hands.”
Coldridge took the pistol from his jacket and dropped it into the mud. The symbolic gesture was not lost on William.
“You’re tired, William. You can’t beat me.” Coldridge part walked, part slipped down the bank.
William answered the taunting with a jab that rocked Coldridge’s head back.
“The time for talking is at an end.” William threw another jab, but Coldridge stepped out of harm’s way. It was bravado on William’s part. His arms felt like lead weights, and he knew that he had no hope of besting Coldridge. However, he was determined to make the bastard bleed before the end.  Coldridge threw a punch. William saw it coming but didn’t have the energy to move out the way. It caught him on the top of the head, and forced him backwards. Coldridge must have sensed William’s exhaustion and quickly closed the gap. He threw punch after punch. William managed to block a few but most found their target. Within just a few minutes, William was beaten and bloodied, but refused to fall. Coldridge raced forward and took William to the ground.  William attempted to throw blows, but it wasn’t long before a pair of strong hands were around his throat. He struggled but could feel his body failing as it yearned for air.  He started to lose consciousness as darkness overwhelmed him.




Chapter 30
Sir Simeon Harkness reached into his jacket to obtain his flask. As he took a drink, he thought he heard voices. As he strained to hear better, he was sure he heard a man threaten to kill someone. He slipped out of his heavy coat and unslung his hunting rifle. Picking his way through the trees and undergrowth, he realised that the sound of voices had stopped.  He quickened his pace. Then, directly to his front, the moonlight picked out a shape on the floor. He raced forward, he did not know why, but every inner sense screamed at him to close on the form.
It was not until he was within five paces that he realised that the shape was two men and the one in need of help was his son. Without breaking his stride, Simeon slipped the rifle from his shoulder and use it as a club. The power of the blow plucked his son’s attacker from the ground and sent him flying through the air. Simeon dropped to his knees at the side of William.
“William!” Simeon tried to feel for a pulse, but his hands were numb with cold. “Wake up, come on boy.” Simeon slapped his son around the face. Panic was filling his mind; he slapped William’s face again. Simeon raised his hand for the third time, but another hand caught his wrist.
“Father, I have had a bad day. Enough with the slapping.”
Simeon pulled his son to his chest.
“I thought I lost you. My boy – my beautiful boy,” Simeon sobbed. All of the emotion that had been caged since William’s abduction broke free.
“I’m tired that is all, Father. Where is Coldridge?”
Simeon looked over to Charles Coldridge and noticed that he was recovering from the blow. Simeon pushed the rifle into William’s hand and then rose from the ground.
“It seems that the bastard is waking.”
“Be careful. He is not the bullying coward he used to be,” William replied.
Simeon waited until Coldridge had got to his feet and then took two steps towards him.
“Giving your weapon away is not an act of intelligence,” Coldridge announced as he fingered his scalp and studied the blood.
“I believe I warned you to stay away from my son. I don’t give more than one warning.” Simeon took another step.
“The time that I give a damn what the great Sir Simeon Harkness thinks or says has long since passed.” He slipped a hand into his jacket and withdrew a blade. “I’m going to gut you, old man. Then I’m going to cut your boy into little pieces.”
“Hmm, you seem to be mistaking me for my son.”
“What is that supposed to mean?” Coldridge spat out the question.
“William is a man who lives by a code. Like an Arthurian knight in a world of deceit and treachery. It must be a trait passed to him by his mother. Because Coldridge,” Simeon quickly drew his pistol, “I’m not interested in playing fair. I’m going to kill you, and make sure it bloody hurts.” Coldridge’s eyes open wide as Simeon pulled the trigger.  The bang and flash were followed by Coldridge calling out in agony as he clutched his left knee and fell to the ground.  Simeon moved closer as he pulled back the hammer of his pistol. “That must hurt.” He dropped the barrel so that it pointed to Coldridge’s right knee, and fired. Coldridge yelled out in agony, but Simeon was immune to his misery.  He stepped on the hand that still held a blade and fired another shot.  Simeon turned and walked back to William. He picked up the hunting rifle and left the pistol. After returning, he pointed the hunting rifle directly at Coldridge’s face. “Anything to say, Charles.”
“Please don’t…” Coldridge’s plea for mercy was cut short as the rifle fired.
“No – nothing to say. Jolly good.”
Simeon returned to William and helped him to his feet.
“I know you are tired, but Emily needs you.”
“What is wrong?”
“The child is making its appearance. I think it would be beneficial for you to do the same. Where have you been?”
“Hartshill Castle. Faraday, helped me escape.”
“Then where is he?”
“He’s dead. So is the Ripper.”
“I doubt anyone will mourn that bastard’s passing,” Simeon replied.
“Father, it was the Professor.”
“But…” Simeon went to reply, but William had obviously guessed what he was about to ask.
“He had faked his own death. It was strange that he still considered himself to be my friend.”
“He was always a strange fish. I suppose he definitely is dead this time?”
“I put a bullet in his brain, which is usually fairly certain.”
“I will send the men to search for his remains in the morning, but we have more pressing matters.”
***
Simeon Harkness walked into Emily’s room. Miss Bull cast him a look that suggested that she was less than impressed that he had broken his word to Emily. He ignored her and went to Emily’s side.
“How are you my dear girl?” he asked.
“William – did you find William?”
“He is a little untidy, not suitably attired to welcome my grandson into the world. He will be along presently.”
“He’s here?” Emily began to sob.
Simeon leaned forward and embraced her.
“Calm yourself. William is here and you both have a child to welcome into the world.”
“Emily,” a voice sounded from the doorway.
Simeon turned to see his son. He rose from the bed to allow William to take his place. His son moved to embrace Emily.
“I told you that I would be here,” he said in a gentle tone.
“And the Ripper?” she asked.
“Dead and in the past.”
“You spoke to him?” Emily suddenly looked fearful.
“I did. As I have said, the Ripper belongs to the past. Another world that we cannot change or influence but we do not have to let it dictate our future. Now enough of him – let us think of our child.”
Simeon watched the exchange and had no clue to what it all meant. He suddenly felt weary and decided to leave the young couple and the ever-present Miss Bull to the task of bringing a child into the world. Sleep was out of the question, but a glass of whiskey and a cigar would invigorate the soul. He gave one last look at the young couple, smiled, and walked away.




Chapter 31
The noise seemed far away. Sir Simeon Harkness forced himself to open his eyes. An empty bottle lay on its side on the desk to his front. He remembered that one glass had turned to many on the previous night. Rubbing the tiredness from his eyes, he tried to think clearly. In the distance, he heard footsteps in the corridor, and then the main door to Cloveney Hall swung open. Simeon walked from his study and arrived in the hallway just as Tomkins was welcoming visitors into Cloveney.
“Morning gentlemen.”
Naismith smiled.
“Good morning, Sir Simeon. If you don’t mind me saying so, you look a little rough around the edges.”
“That’s because…” Simeon stopped speaking as the images of the previous night swam into his mind.
“Sir Simeon are you…” Naismith began to speak.
Simeon held up a hand to prevent further comment.
“Would you just excuse me for a few moments?” Without waiting for a reply, Simeon crossed to the staircase and rushed upwards, taking two steps at a time. When he reached the landing, he raced towards Emily’s room. However, he was stopped in his tracks as he neared. Miss Bull appeared from the room and held a finger to her lips.
“They’re asleep, and we should let them rest,” she whispered.
“They?” Simeon asked.
“William, Emily and your grandson,” she smiled.
“Is everything… I mean are they…?” Simeon stuttered, almost afraid to ask.
“All three are fine. But mother, father, and child require sleep. As do I for that matter.” She rubbed her eyes to emphasise her weariness.
“Why didn’t you wake me?” he asked.
“Tomkins told me that you were asleep, and to be quite honest Sir Simeon, you would have been no bloody use.”
He gave a reserved chuckle.
“Quite right, Miss Bull. May I suggest that you take the opportunity to rest. I will send one of the maids should our new parents need assistance.” She did not reply, but merely nodded, and then moved down the corridor to her room. Simeon watched her go and then stood perfectly still as he let the news of a grandchild, take hold. He wiped a tear from cheek and quickly moved to his room. Once there, he washed and changed clothes.
***
Twenty minutes later, Simeon had journeyed back to the ground floor of Cloveney Hall.  He could hear voices emanating from the dining room.  Simeon straightened his jacket and took a brief look in the large ornate mirror that hung on the wall. He told himself that he looked a little more presentable and then walked to the dining room.
“Good morning, gentlemen. Forgive the tardiness of my appearance earlier.”
“Is there something wrong Sir Simeon?” Naismith asked.
“May I have one of those coffees, Tomkins.” Simeon waited for his drink to be poured and then held his cup aloft. “Not the best drink to make a toast but we shall persevere.”
“What do we have to toast,” growled Abberline.
“Gentlemen, last night William returned to this household.” Simeon paused as the room filled with both happiness and relief at his son’s return.
“Is he unharmed?” Gossup asked.
“A few minor injuries but nothing to cause concern. However, that was not our only arrival. Cloveney Hall welcomed a new edition. My grandson came into the world last night.” Simeon beamed with delight, which was matched by those in the room. He shook hands and even enjoyed the moment that Naismith threw social standing aside, rushing from his seat to give an exuberant embrace.
“Sir Simeon, that is fantastic news, it could not be better,” Naismith announced as he continued the embrace.
“Do you think so? My son has returned. My grandson has arrived and,” he paused allowing his words to gain weight, “the Ripper is dead.”
“What?” Asked Abberline as he slumped back down onto his chair, the news naturally caused the old inspector a certain amount of shock.
“Many of you knew the Professor. It turns out that he was the Ripper all along. He faked his death in the park. Last night William shot him dead, and so, put an end to his slaughter. Charles Coldridge was also a member of Cronos.”
“And where is that bastard?” Abberline asked.
“Feeding the beasts. I killed him within the grounds of Cloveney.”
Naismith shook his head in apparent disbelief.
“Where did the Ripper meet his end?” he asked.
“Just a few miles away at Hartshill Castle,” Simeon replied.
“But that was on the list we obtained from Drummonds. Forgive me, Sir Simeon,” Naismith blushed as he apologised.
“Whatever for?”
“I told the men to rest. If I had insisted that they fulfil their tasks in good time, then perhaps William would have been home far sooner.”
“Wait!” Gossup was suddenly animated. “If William was at Hartshill Castle, then where are Jack and John?”
“I haven’t any idea,” Simeon replied feeling confused by the question.
“They’re both dead,” a voice sounded from the doorway. Each head looked passed Simeon to observe William entering the room.
“That bastard Ripper!” Abberline announced.
“He was a bastard, but that crime belonged to Charles Coldridge.  He laid a trap for them,” William replied. He killed our friends for no other reason but to spite me.”
“How do you know?” Gossup asked.
“Coldridge made me watch as they died.”
“I shouldn’t have sent them,” said Naismith, as he lifted a handkerchief to his eyes,
“You didn’t. John took my place because I wanted to be with Alfie.” Gossup slammed his fist on the dining table. “John should be here – not me.”
“Enough!” Simeon ordered. “Recriminations only add to the power that the Ripper wields. I will not permit him that honour. I would not allow that in life, and I will be damned if I will allow it, in death. The Ripper and his followers are responsible. Put other thoughts out of your mind.” He paused to allow his words to take effect. “Now, I see that we have only one further task. Hartshill Castle must be searched for bodies and the previous owners.”
“And to bring our friends home to be buried,” Gossup interrupted.
“We will bring them home, Goss. We must see if our enemy still lurks within its walls. Be ready to move within the hour. Make sure that you are well nourished – we have no clue as to the duration of our task.”
“I will get dressed,” William announced as he turned to leave.
“No, William. You will remain here with Emily and my grandson. You are wounded, and Emily has spent too long without your presence.”
***
The men were ready and mounted to travel within the hour, and within two they were just a few hundred paces from Hartshill Castle. Simeon took out an old eyeglass; the object would have been more at home on the deck of Nelson’s HMS Victory. However, its age did not detract from its usefulness. He raised the glass to his eye and spied the still smoking ruin of the castle.  He did not rush his inspection. He could see that the gates that once guarded the entrance were all but gone, only broken and blackened timbers stood as testament that they ever existed. He passed the eyeglass to Tallow, who studiously observed the remnants of the castle.
“Looks deserted,” he announced as he lowered the glass.
“There’s one way to find out. I will send word when it’s safe,” replied Gossup. He urged his mount forward.
“Gossup! It may not be prudent…” Simeon began.
“Forgive me, Sir Simeon. There is only one soldier amongst our number. This is what I am trained to do.” Without waiting for an answer, he tapped the flanks of his horse and started down the ridge.
“Bloody fool.” Simeon spoke in little more than a whisper.
“He may be rash, but Gossup is no fool. I have heard William’s tales of the man’s skill,” said Naismith.
“Oh, I do not doubt his talent. Only that he wished to find the castle unmanned. I think he has a mind for revenge,” Simeon replied as he watched Gossup dismount a few hundred paces from the castle walls. “Tallow, Abberline, and Bakari, go around to the far side and find a way in. Just ensure that Gossup doesn’t blow your bloody head off.”
“And what about us?” Naismith asked.
“In ten minutes, we are going to ride through the bloody front door.” Simeon took out his pistol to ensure it was loaded. After a moment’s hesitation, Naismith did the same.
Simeon had continued to look for signs of life at the castle. He had seen Gossup slip through the charred gateway and Tallow, with his accomplices Abberline and Bakari, work his way around the building.  He took his pocket watch from his jacket and decided that the time had come.
“I’ve never been one for sitting on my arse, Naismith. Let’s go.” He spurred his horse forward and was delighted that in this instant Naismith showed no reluctance. The ground was uneven for the first hundred or so paces, but the going became smoother as they reached a small track. As the building grew nearer the extent of the damage showed itself to be far more extensive. Not one window remained intact; the frames blackened and warped. Then, after dismounting and stepping through the main gate, Simeon was aghast to see that much of the building had collapsed in on its self. As he gazed around the destruction in awe, a noise to his left reminded him of possible danger. He spun around pistol at the ready.
“No need for concern, the place is deserted,” Gossup announced.
“It’s a big place,” Simeon replied.
“Yes, but the majority of the floors have given way. Other than the chapel, it’s nought but a shell.”
“The chapel?”
“Yes, it seems to have survived the fire.  If more of the bastards had God in their hearts then perhaps they would have been in the chapel, and safe from the flames.”
“Any bodies?” Naismith asked.
“Mostly, just bone pieces but I found Faraday. He didn’t die easy – I counted at least twelve stab wounds. I did find this. It was by some bones where William said he killed the Ripper.”
Simeon took the item.
“Looks like some kind of medallion with a coat of arms. A strange item to be in the home of nuns. Perhaps it belonged to the Ripper or one of his men.” He slipped the item into his pocket. “I suppose we should afford Faraday a burial as he helped William escape,” Simeon suggested. As he finished speaking Tallow and Bakari came into view at the far end of the courtyard. “Where is Abberline.” Tallow did not answer immediately, but the look on his face told Simeon that something was wrong. “What is it?” Simeon asked as Tallow drew near.
“We found Jack and John. Abberline remained with their bodies. It is not pretty, Sir Simeon. Abberline has taken it rather badly.”
“I will go to him,” Simeon replied, although, he dreaded the thought of witnessing the slaughter.
“There is something else. The bodies were thrown into a small pit. Under their bodies were bone fragments, lots of them. I think we have found the previous residents.”
Simeon paled at the thought.
“Nuns – they slaughtered nuns?” he asked.
“It would seem so,” Tallow replied.
“They attempted to burn the evidence,” Bakari added as he held up a small crucifix.
Simeon took the item and shook his head in disbelief. “I – I should go and see Abberline. Tallow if you could try and find something to wrap the bodies.”
“Of course.”
Simeon walked across the courtyard; he was unaware that Gossup and Naismith were silently following. He passed through a small door in the outer wall and glanced around. He spied his men’s horses and no more than ten paces to their right, Abberline crouched on the woodland floor. Simeon took in a deep breath and pressed on. When he was no more than two paces away from Abberline, he stopped.
“Fred,” he couldn’t think of anything else to say.
Frederick Abberline turned. His eyes were raw, and the tracks of tears could be seen on his face. Simeon took a step closer and placed a hand on his shoulder. However, the movement brought the horror of Jack and John’s fate into sight. Their deathly white skin played host to dirt and dried blood. The numerous wounds were a testament to the pain that each of them had suffered before death. However, the most terrifying part of the scene was the vacant eyes that searched nothingness. Simeon heard a gasp and turned to see Naismith with his hand raised to his mouth. Gossup walked passed Naismith and knelt at the side of the pit. He placed a hand on Jack’s swollen face.
“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.  He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name's sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.  Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever. I will miss you, my friends.”
“I didn’t know you were a man of God, Goss?” Simeon asked.
“I’m a soldier, Sir Simeon. Each step we make is with God sat on one shoulder, and the devil on the other.
Simeon wasn’t sure he understood what Gossup meant. However, he knew that now was not the time for questions. The three men at his side were far closer to those that had died, and so, slowly he slipped away from the grief. He returned to the castle grounds and instructed Bakari and Tallow to seek out a cart from the nearest village. They would then collect the bodies and take them to London, and if no family came forward with their own suggestions, they were to be buried alongside William’s friend Gaetan.




Chapter 32
Six months had passed since Jack and John’s funeral. It had been decided that with the Ripper and Coldridge dead, the cult of Cronos posed no further threat. Those that survived the fire at Hartshill Castle would slink back to their previous lives. Slaughter Yard would remain for one year to ensure that Cronos stayed a distant memory. The decision had been made, mostly to provide a regular income for Gossup who was reluctant to leave city life.  Simeon wanted to bring him and Alfie to Cloveney Hall, but the former soldier had refused. Naismith had also remained on Slaughter’s pay. Along with Abberline, who had all but retired from Scotland Yard, they helped the police with the more interesting investigations. They were unaware that the city had ceased paying for their services. Simeon had purchased Slaughter Yard, and the wages came from his pocket.
The sun had returned to Cloveney Hall. The flowers were in full bloom, and the sound of a child’s laughter had raised the gloom that had descended since the death of William’s mother. Simeon had also undergone a metamorphosis; his work was no longer all-consuming. He was never happier than spending time with his family. Once a month, he’d taken to inviting those who’d fought with William against the Ripper to Cloveney Hall However, this day would be the first that would be spent in Cloveney’s grounds as the weather had taken a turn for the better.  He had spared no expense regarding his guest’s comfort.  A fire pit was erected to guard against the temperature falling, and a large pig was set on a spit above the flames, the smell of which, tantalised the senses.
The day had been one of laughter. Emily even managed to get William to dance. Naismith allowed the alcohol to loosen his inhibitions and went down on one knee, and promptly offered marriage to Rebecca. For a moment, Simeon and the other guests stopped, frozen in time, as they held their breath waiting for Rebecca’s reply. The relief within the guests was evident when Rebecca nodded her head and began to sob with joy. The coupling of Naismith and Rebecca only served to make the occasion even more special. It wasn’t until Edward Simeon Obadiah Harkness, the latest member to join the Harkness household, fell to sleep in his mother’s arms, that the revelry died down.
“I will take him back to the house,” Emily announced. William made to rise, but Emily placed her free hand on his shoulder. “Stay, it’s rare that we are all in one place.”
William watched Emily as she moved toward the house. He knew that he should follow and try and raise the conversation that had plagued his mind since he had sat opposite the Ripper. However, his nerve failed each time that had been presented with an opportunity. He slumped back into his chair knowing that his bravery had deserted him once again.
***
The figure that stood in the trees had been watching the household for some time.  As he waited, he plucked a small bottle from his weather-beaten jacket. His fingers shook as he struggled with the cork, which was a barrier to relief from the pain. He knew that Laudanum was taking away his senses, his ability to think clearly had been diminished. Nonetheless, he needed to complete his task, and then he would seek solitude and the opportunity to mend his broken body. He took a substantial drink from the bottle, and as carefully as his hands would allow, placed it back within his jacket.
He continued to watch and for the first time, a member of the Harkness household broke from the other members. Emily was carrying her young son toward the Hall. The stranger felt the surge of excitement, no doubt aided by the opium that now coursed through his body. Picking his way through the trees, he was mindful not to be seen by those that enjoyed the Cloveney grounds. He watched as Emily climbed the steps to the Hall and passed through its main door. He smiled as he noticed that she made no attempt to close the door, and so, his way in was clear. He broke into a sprint; determined to cover the open space in front of the house in double time. As he slipped into Cloveney’s interior, he could hear Emily sing, as she climbed the stairs to the upper level. The figure waited until he heard her footsteps on the landing before beginning his ascent. He reached the next floor and used Emily’s singing to act as a beacon to close on her position.
He passed a number of doors until he came to a stop outside one that he believed the singing emanated. He slipped inside and observed Emily leaning over the cot that contained her sleeping son. Suddenly, she stood up straight and turned to face him. The horror on her face reminded him of his disfigurement.
“Your lover’s betrayal ripped away my flesh.”
“His betrayal? You were his friend, Professor and you brought him nothing but misery,” Emily replied.
“He is alive only because I permitted it.”
“He is alive because he is a better man than you. He will always be better than you.”
“Then why keep a killer for a lover? Betray his honour, if a pretty girl lifts her skirt.”
“My sins are my own. Not William’s and not my son’s. What did you tell William?”
“I merely pointed out that you had taken a knife to Mary Kelly.” The Professor smiled and then added, “I may have embellished the tale.”
“I would have told him the truth,” she said resolutely.
“Ah, well the truth is a strange beast. William may believe that you took a blade to Kelly and hacked at her flesh. You believe that a single knife wound had robbed Kelly of life and that your friends at Cronos had hidden the crime. Scotland Yard believe that the Ripper alone took a blade to Mary Kelly. It is miraculous how so many truths can be so utterly wrong.”
“Then what did happen?”
“When I arrived at Mary Kelly’s home she was seated on her bed. She nursed a wound to her abdomen that was serious but a decent physician could have saved her life.”
“You mean that I did not kill her?”
“I saw an opportunity, Emily. Place you in my debt and I may hold William within my palm.”
The professor took a blade from his jacket. The action made Emily glance to her sleeping child.
“I have no intention of harming the child. Remain quiet, and he shall not be harmed, but scream and he shall share your fate.”
Emily did not reply immediately.
“Very well.” She turned and moved across the room. She opened a door that led to an adjoining room. On her return, she grasped the cot and wheeled it into that same room, and then gently closed the door. She took the pendant from around her neck and laid it on the dressing table. With tears in her eyes, she gave the piece of jewellery one last stroke, before crossing to the bed. Emily lay down and closed her eyes. “I am ready.”
The professor moved to the bed; the blade within his shaking hand.
“All must know the price for disloyalty to the Ripper.” The blade went to work.
Ten minutes later the professor stepped from the bed. His thoughts turned from bloody murder to removing himself from Cloveney Hall. He moved to the doorway and glanced into the hallway. When he was sure it was safe to do so, he moved quickly across the hall, and down the stairs. He was about to leave through the main door when a man emerged carrying a tray. For a moment, the two were locked in a stare. Then the tray was falling, and the professor could see the figure going for a revolver tucked in his belt. Racing forward he grasped the hand holding the pistol and drove his knife forward. The blade took the servant in the left shoulder forcing him backwards and pinning him to the door. However, he managed to fire the weapon, and the professor knew that all present in the household would race toward the gunshot. Leaving both the injured man and his own blade, he ran across the courtyard and into the treeline.
***
Simeon was struggling to keep up with William. The moment that the shot had rung out all influence of alcohol vanished. The entire party had risen as one and raced toward Cloveney.  He began to tire has he closed on Cloveney, but the sight of Tomkins pinned to the door spurred him on. He watched as William ignored the injured man and disappeared from view as he entered the Hall. Tallow was the first to stop and attempt to care for Tomkins, but Gossup and Bakari followed William into the Hall. Simeon slowed as he neared Tomkins, but Dr Fitzgerald grasped him by the hand.
“Go to your son. I will tend to Tomkins,” she ordered.
Simeon rushed into Cloveney only to meet with a wail of pure woe.  “No, please God – no!” he called out. He began to climb the stairs but could not rush. Each step was a pace closer to a dark world that he had no wish to visit. Gossup appeared at the top of the stairs. His face was awash with tears as he slumped on the top step, placed his head in his hands, and wept. Simeon a hand on his shoulder as he passed the former soldier and moved slowly toward Emily’s room. Bakari emerged with the youngest Harkness.
“The child is unharmed, Sir Simeon.”
“Good,” Simeon replied. “If you would take him downstairs. Perhaps, Miss Bull will care for him until…” As Simeon replied, he could hear William sobbing.
“Yes, sir.” Bakari then clasped Simeon’s forearm. “Don’t go in there, Simeon. I would save you that nightmare.”
Simeon looked directly at Bakari. “I must. My boy… my poor boy.”
Simeon walked into Emily’s room.




Chapter 33
After Emily’s death, the grounds of Cloveney Hall had been thoroughly searched. However, the Professor had managed to evade capture. The search had been widened to the surrounding countryside and villages. A man matching his description had stayed at a local Inn but had not returned to his room since before Emily’s death. Days of fruitless hunting ended. Simeon was forced to accept that the professor had made good his escape.  Emily was buried in the grounds of Cloveney Hall. Friends and family gathered to pay their respects, but with one noticeable absentee. William spent the time in the meadow with his son. They watched the ponies as William and Emily had done as children.
In the afternoon Simeon left his guests as they nursed their grief. He walked down to the meadow. He spent some time watching William before finally plucking up the courage to approach.
“Hello Father,” William said as Simeon neared.
“We missed you, at the…” Simeon’s words failed him.
“I know, but Edward is too young to visit a grave.”
“I understand, son.” Simeon paused, unsure whether or not to talk of the Professor. “We failed, William. I am sorry.”
“It doesn’t matter.”
Simeon was shocked by the reply.
“It does matter. I won’t let the bastard get away with…”
“I am done, Father.”
“What do you mean?”
“Chasing that man. The cost has been too great. Who will I be putting in the ground next. Abberline, Naismith, Gossup, or you, Father? Or perhaps he will take Edward from me. No – the price is too high.”
“But we have broken Cronos. He is alone…”
“Leave it alone. I will not be swayed on this matter. Edward needs his father and his grandfather.” William paused seemingly fighting an inner turmoil. “I spoke to the Professor about Emily. He told me that she had committed a terrible sin. He said that she… she killed Mary Kelly, and she was a member of Cronos. It was not a planned murder, but a moment of desperation because she believed that I was in love with Mary.”
“And you believed him?”
“I do not know. Despite, how much I loved Emily his words worked their way into my mind. I bested him at the Castle. I put a bullet in his head and yet it’s his words held sway over my life. If Emily had not died, then his words may have been a barrier between our happiness for the rest of our years. I loved Emily with all my heart, but he found a way to dirty that love. If he can wield that kind of power, then no member of the family, or even those I call friend are safe. Do I spend my days distrusting all that are close?”
Simeon sighed, he knew that William spoke the truth. The Professor was a cruel and sadistic man, but only a fool could deny his talents. He could control hearts and minds like a grotesque pied piper. To best a man like that, you need to be his equal in deceit and willing to hide your true intentions from all that you hold dear.
“Very well, William.”
An awkward silence descended until Simeon realised that the conversation was at an end. He gave young Edward a ruffle of the hair. Then he started his journey back to the hall. He walked slowly, placing his hands within his pockets. He felt the medallion that was found at Hartshill Castle touch against his skin. He plucked the metal disc from his pocket and turned the strange object in his fingers. It seemed too small for a medallion and what appeared to be some kind of coat of arms, which was partially concealed by dirt and soot. He climbed the steps to Cloveney. The door opened before he had the chance to knock on its timbers.
“Thank you, Tomkins. How is the shoulder?” Simeon placed the medallion back in his pocket.
“It is healing, Sir Harkness. I just wish…” His eyes dropped to the floor, as though he was ashamed.
“You did all that was in your power, Tomkins. You have no reason to feel guilt. How are our guests?”
“A number of them seem to be awaiting your presence in your office.”
“Good, carry on,” Simeon replied, and then continued his journey. He knew that the men in the office wanted leadership. As he opened the door to his office and walked in, he wondered how he would tell these men that the investigation was at an end. Would they understand William’s decision, not to hunt down the man that had killed Emily? He strode over to the desk without speaking; he was thankful that one of those present had shown the foresight to pour him a drink. Picking up the glass, he first took in the aroma of the whiskey, he closed his eyes and downed the drink in one go. He slowly allowed his hand to fall away and placed the glass back on his desk. “Gentlemen, I have to inform you that William has expressed the wish that we cease all investigations into the Ripper.”
“What!” Abberline called out. “Surely, it is the grief.”
“He may change his mind in the coming days,” Naismith added.
Simeon held up a hand to prevent further comment.
“My son makes the wrong decision for all the right reasons. He wishes only to protect those he loves from further danger. Nonetheless, that love has blinded him to the fact that we cannot leave a man like the Ripper to continue to walk among men. He may be disfigured, he may well have lost his followers, but as sure as day follows night, he will not be happy to go quietly into retirement. He will take his time to heal his wounds and ensure that his pursuers have lost interest. Then, he will return.”
“But what about William?” Gossup asked.
“William will remain oblivious to our actions. We will hunt down the Ripper - and please let us refer to him by his proper name. No murderous bastard should be known as a professor. We will find this Ripper, and we will kill him. Are we all agreed?” There was no voice of descent in the room, all signalled their agreement. “Excellent, we should join our other guests. Isaac, may I have a word alone.”
Simeon waited as all but Naismith filtered out of the room. He picked up a bottle and refilled both his and Naismith’s glass.
“Isaac, I wanted to ask if you would like Cloveney Hall for your wedding. We have a small chapel, but I realise that Rebecca is Jewish, and in truth, I am not too certain how the whole thing works.”
“Both Rebecca and I are somewhat lapsed in our observance of faith. I can think of no better place to celebrate our love. Thank you, Sir Simeon.”
“There was one other matter.” He pulled the medallion from his jacket pocket. “What do you make of this? If you remember it was found at Hartshill Castle. I had forgotten all about it until today.” He passed the item over the desk. “I thought it was a medallion, but now I’m not so sure.”
Naismith took his time as he studied the item.
“It is not a medallion. I believe it is a jetton.” He dipped his thumb in his whiskey glass and used the liquid to clean one side of the disc.
“What on earth is a jetton?”
“For centuries they were used across Europe as a kind of money substitute. In many places they were used as coinage, but they rarely contained metals of any worth. This one, however, seems to be silver - and French.”
“How do you know?” Simeon asked.
Isaac held up the jetton to display the engraving that had emerged through his cleaning.
“That’s Louis the 15th, so this coin was minted around 1740.” He began to clean the reverse side. “Now that is odd.”
“What is it?”
“A coat of arms, but not belonging to the King of France. Well I never…” Isaac began to chuckle.
“Isaac!”
“Simeon, you are I am sure of my past employment. I dealt in intrigue, secrets, and deceit. Not the most honourable profession but one that becomes all consuming. I not only found the task interesting but also the acts of espionage throughout history. One story I found enthralling. The year was 1745, and Bonnie Prince Charlie was proving to be a thorn in the side of the British, but like all leaders, he needed an endless supply of people to flock to his banner. Winning battles is one way, another is to claim the support of God. To do that you need miracles. Bonnie Prince Charlie visits a place called Linlithgow Palace, famous home to the Stuarts. As he approaches an ornate fountain, the flowing water turns to red wine. So, Bonnie Prince Charlie gets his miracle, and the Jacobite ranks are swelled.”
“That is all very interesting but what has that to do with our medallion – jetton, whatever the blasted thing is?”
“Because the miracle was an illusion. It was an elaborate hoax set in motion months in advance. Linlithgow had men loyal to the Stuarts and therefore, to the prince. They met with the would-be king in secret. They would create a miracle, being loyal to the prince they would accept no payment. However, the prince gave them a gift. A French minted silver jetton that on one side contained the image of Louis the 15th and on the other,” Isaac held up the jetton, “a coat of arms showing a black hound chained to a tree, which just happens to be the coat of arms of Linlithgow.”
Simeon reached over and took the jetton.
“This is not the kind of item to be discarded or given away.” He knew that this item had worth not only to its previous owner but to the investigation. “Isaac, when we combined the list from Finch and Drummonds there was mention of a fishing vessel, do you remember?”
“Yes, but it was reported sunk.”
“And the Professor, as we knew him then, was reported decapitated in a London Park.”
“What was the fishing vessel called?” Simeon asked, but he was well aware of its name.
“The Bonnie Prince,” Isaac put his head in his hands as he realised the importance of the fishing vessel. “So, what is our next move?”
“If I wanted to avoid a man who has influence and resources then I would choose a place off the regular routes. I would also like somewhere that I knew – if by any chance my hunters come calling, I would know the lay of the land. I would have the advantage. I have not been a betting man for many years, Isaac, but I would wager that The Bonnie Prince is moored in waters close to Linlithgow and the Ripper is aboard. It is tempting to visit the place with all haste. However, I recommend we proceed with caution. I have no wish to alert the Ripper or William. In the morning, I want you and the men to return to London as planned. I will leave you the task of sharing our news with them. I will send word to you of when we will make our move. I am going to need an excuse to leave Cloveney Hall.”
“Surely your business endeavours?”
“William knows that I would not leave for mere business matters. No, I think I will need to enlist the services of our good doctor. Would you ask her to visit me?”
“Of course,” Naismith replied, his interest clearly pricked.




Chapter 34
Within two days the guests of Cloveney Hall had returned to their homes in London. At least all but one, Dr Fitzgerald had remained behind. She spent her time with Simeon. The pair of them had enjoyed fishing, hunting, and long walks within the Cloveney grounds. On the third day, William came down for breakfast early to find his father alone in the dining room.
“Has our guest not risen, yet?” William gave a smile as he spoke.
“I believe she will be some time. We were talking into the early hours,” Simeon replied casually.
“You are spending quite a considerable time with Dr Fitzgerald.”
“Anne is charming company.” Simeon refused to meet William’s eye.
“Oh! Anne is it?”
Simeon finally raised his head and looked at William.
“She is a good friend.”
“Father, you are allowed to find women attractive. You do find her attractive?”
“We just talk and have similar interests.” Simeon blushed.
“But you do find her attractive?”
“Yes, but it is not the right time. Not with – well you know.”
“Trust me – the here and now is the right time. How many years did I lose with my Emily? Do not waste a chance at happiness, Father.”
“It just doesn’t seem right.”
“My sadness will not increase because you have found joy.”
“Are you sure? Because Anne needs to return to Scotland for a few days and I would like to accompany her.”
“Of course, I don’t mind.” William rose from his chair. “I must get Edward dressed. He likes to go and see the ponies. If you have time why don’t you bring Anne down to us. We could have a picnic in the meadow.”
“I will and William, thank you.”
***
The ruse seemed to have worked. Seven days later, Simeon and Anne boarded a steamer. They journeyed below deck and were told that the rest of the men were already aboard. The captain of the vessel escorted them to their quarters. Upon opening the door to reveal a room containing a double bed, Simeon flushed.
“Captain Cartwright, my communication directed you to ensure that Dr Fitzgerald would require a room to herself.”
“Apologies, Sir Harkness, but we simply do not have the room.”
“Nonsense, Dr Fitzgerald can have this room, and I will share with you.”
“I am already billeted with the men, sir.”
“Simeon, I am sure that we can contain our animal urges for such a short journey.” Anne stroked his cheek and then strolled into the room. She playfully tested the springs on the bed. “Oh, this will be just fine. Simeon, come here and test the bed.”
“Erm – yes. Well… that will be all Captain.” Simeon entered the room and closed the door. He looked at Anne. “You have a mischievous streak.”
“Simeon, may I ask a question?”
“Of course,” he replied, as he opened the catch to his suitcase.
“When are you going to kiss me?”
“No need to keep up the act. William is not present.”
“Simeon, I know that your tenderness towards me is no act. Stop fiddling with that case and come sit next to me.”
“Anne,” he said as he sat next to her, “we have a task to complete and…” His words were cut short as Anne locked her lips against his, and before he knew what was happening, he was returning her kiss. Then suddenly, Simeon broke free and rose from the bed. “That was very enjoyable, Anne. There is nothing I would enjoy more than to remain here, but for the sake of my family, my mind must stay on the task ahead. Forgive me.” He gave a weak smile, and then reluctantly walked from the room.
The steamer cast off and began its journey up the coast. Simeon explained to the men that he feared that the Ripper could have recruited men to work as lookouts. For this reason, he had come up with a plan to evade unwanted eyes. Rather than arriving at a single destination, the steamer would dock at various points along the Scottish coast. At each docking, a pair of them would disembark and make their way to Linlithgow by land. Each couple would have a credible backstory to explain their presence and their eventual arrival at Linlithgow would be staggered, and so, unlikely to attract attention. It was decided that Simeon and Anne would travel to the small village of Blackness that served as Linlithgow’s dock. Once there, they would continue their ruse as lovers.  Each pair would take up lodgings in differing parts of Linlithgow and the surrounding area. Initially, they would do no more than observe. With Tomkins’s detailed description of the Ripper, it would not be difficult to recognise the man.
***
Simeon and Anne did not set foot on solid ground until nearly two days later. By the time they arrived at Blackness dock, the sun had already disappeared from the sky. It was prudent to remain aboard the steamer until the morning. Simeon slept in the dining area and allowed Anne the room to herself, but on land, he would have to sleep in the same room. He could not help feeling apprehensive over the situation. Simeon had not shared his bed with a woman since his wife had died. If he was honest with himself, he had not felt the twangs of passion for many years. Anne had stirred long-dormant feelings within his soul, and he wasn’t sure that he liked it.
The concern over sleeping arrangements held his tongue captive on the walk from the steamer to their lodgings. It took Anne whispering in his ear to bring him back to the task in hand.
“We are supposed to be lovers, Simeon. You look like you’re visiting a graveyard.”
“Yes, of course,” he whispered back. He placed his arm around Anne’s waist and even managed an energetic public kiss. The display seemed to be ignored by the population of Blackness, with nobody taking any overly keen interest in new arrivals. It was hardly surprising Simeon thought. Linlithgow was the ancestral home of Scottish royalty. Visitors had flocked to this area for years, and many would have passed through the small village of Blackness.
***
Two days passed and Simeon had received no positive news from any of his men. He had arranged a carriage to take him and Anne to Linlithgow Palace. This was partly due to him needing to talk to his men face to face, and partly because the sexual tension within his lodgings were becoming unbearable. Anne had invited him to share the bed on more than one occasion, but he had remained resolute and settled for an uncomfortable chair. However, he felt his determination was beginning to wane.
As the carriage jolted a stop outside the ruins of Linlithgow Palace, Simeon spied Naismith talking with Gossup. He stepped down from the transport and held out his hand to aid Anne’s disembarkation. Gossup gave Simeon the very slightest of nods and then steered Naismith along the path, which led around the exterior of the Palace. Simeon waited a few minutes, and then, he and Anne followed the same route.  After about one hundred paces Gossup and Naismith came to a stop and pretended to be transfixed by the countryside to the east of the Palace.  Simeon passed them but stopped within a couple of paces of their position.
“If he dwells in Linlithgow, then he never leaves his lodgings or knows that we are here, and is in hiding,” Gossup said, continuing to point into the distance.
“Blackness is too small to hide a man for long,” Simeon replied. “Where are the others?”
“Stay this path. You will come across them,”
Simeon and Anne moved away and continued around the Palace’s perimeter. It was not long until Tallow and Bakari came into view. They told Simeon that they too had searched the surrounding countryside of Linlithgow, calling at farms under false pretence. There had been no sign of the Ripper. Simeon received the same story from Abberline and Benjamin, who had concentrated their search on watching the boats around Blackness docks. Determining that the Ripper may have changed the name of his craft, they’d had little choice but to observe all of the vessels of similar type to The Bonnie Prince. Abberline was relaying their lack of success when Simeon raised his hand and pointed towards the north side of the Palace.
“What the hell is that?”
Naismith, having been within earshot, now approached. “It’s the Linlithgow Loch, sir.”
“Has anyone bothered to investigate its waters?” Simeon asked.
“Would it be big enough for a fishing vessel?” Abberline suggested.
“One with a shallow hull, definitely,” Simeon replied. He reached into his jacket and pulled out his eyeglass. He surveyed the coastline of the Loch. He could see nothing of interest, but then the glass came to rest on a small island at the far side of the loch. Suddenly, the sun glinted on an object. Simeon focussed trying to decipher the shapes in the distance. “There’s a boat moored on the far side of the largest of the two islands.”
“Shall I go and take a look?” Gossup asked.
“I’m tired of all this skulking around like some petty thief. We will all go. Anne, you had best return to Blackness.”
“Oh, that’s a good idea. Leave the safety of half a dozen armed men and sit alone in a room,” she replied.
“I see your point. There is no time like the present, shall we go?"




Chapter 35
The far side of the loch was at least a mile away. The group followed the coastline where possible. At the same time, they ensured that they could not be observed from the deck of the Bonnie Prince.  The journey was not without difficulty, Anne’s dress suffered at the hands of the terrain. Simeon however, was impressed with her determination.
Finally, they reached the part of the coastline that offered an unrestricted view of the northern side of the island.  There sitting proudly in the water was a vessel. Simeon looked at the bow, and there in bold letters the name The Bonnie Prince.
“Look at the stern,” Gossup suggested, “a small rowing boat.”
“That means that he must be aboard. Goss, take this,” he handed the former soldier a handful of notes. “I saw two men in a small boat, fishing. Give them what it takes for their craft. We shall remain here out of sight.”
As Gossup set off back up the coastline, Simeon and the rest retreated to a more secluded spot. As they checked their weapons Simeon stopped and stared at Anne.
“I think it would be prudent if you were…”
“Don’t even think about it. I have come this far, and I have every intention of climbing aboard that boat.” Anne stared at Simeon, her face full of defiance.
He sighed and then closed his eyes, knowing that he shouldn’t do what he was about to do. He retrieved a second pistol from his jacket and ensured that it was in working order. He passed the weapon to Anne and said, “Keep it pointed at the ground and don’t use it unless you have to.” Anne’s face erupted with a huge smile and he continued, “And try not to shoot me in the arse.”
“I will try, but I cannot make promises,” she said, laughing.
***
Gossup returned with the small boat within the hour, puffing, breathing hard to get his breath back and rubbing his thigh muscles, obviously aching with the exertion.
“Goss, Abberline, Naismith and Benjamin will remain here.” He held up his hand to stop the protestations. “If he is aboard then we will attempt to bring him ashore. Rest assured, you will all be present when justice is served.  The boat is small – we cannot risk capsizing when we are so close to our prey.” Without waiting for a reply, he strode towards the dock. Bakari held the boat steady as Tallow, Simeon, and Anne climbed aboard. He jumped in, and Tallow began to row them across to the Bonnie Prince.
Bakari was the first to clasp the side of the Ripper’s craft, climbing from one boat to the other. Tallow threw him a rope to tie off their craft and was the next to climb aboard followed by Simeon. Anne’s route was slightly different. Simeon and Bakari each took an arm and simply lifted her aboard.
They drew their weapons, but Simeon was already having second thoughts. Unless the Ripper was asleep, how could he have failed to hear their arrival? He motioned for Tallow to lead the way as he stayed close to Anne. Tallow opened the small wooden door that led to the confined living quarters of the small vessel. He took one look back at Simeon and then disappeared from view. Bakari followed and Simeon, clasping Anne by the hand, slowly moved forward. He looked down the small wooden steps and listened for signs of a struggle. When only silence met his ears, he pressed on.
“It’s deserted,” Tallow announced.
Simeon had expected as much, but he still felt a deep disappointment.
“Search the place. We may find clues to his whereabouts.”
As the others went to work, Simeon crossed to the small porthole. He could see his men on the bank and knew they would feel just as disappointed when they found out that the Ripper was absent. Then he caught sight of another figure. It stood no more than one hundred paces to the rear of his men.
“The bastard is on the shore! Bakari, Tallow go - you will be far swifter than me.” Both men raced from the cabin and ignored the small craft. They dove into the water and swam for the shore. The figure of the Ripper suddenly began to run. Simeon smiled; there was no way a man of the Ripper’s age could out run the likes of Bakari and Tallow. He heard the click of a pistol hammer and his smile faltered. He turned to see Anne pointing his own weapon at his chest.
“I am sorry, Simeon, but I cannot allow you to harm him.”
“All this time… you have been a follower of Cronos,” Simeon replied.
“No, I have never been one of their rank. They even sent one of their scum to try and kill me. I met the professor here - he gave me the will to throw off the shackles my father had placed upon me.”
“You mean he taught you to be a killer?”
“My father deserved to die. He was cruel, a waste of human life.”
“And what do you think the Ripper is?”
“Silence! Don’t you dare talk of him in the same breath as my father.”
“Or what, Anne, you will kill me?”
“If need be,” she snapped.
“Because there will be no trade. Do you think Gossup is the sort of man to offer terms? He will gut your professor the minute he lays hands upon him.”
“Then there is no point keeping you alive, is there?”
Simeon smiled.
“Oh, Anne have you not guessed yet. I’ve been on to you for quite some time. Do you really think I would sleep with a murderous whore like you?”
“Whore!” She screamed and pulled the trigger. Click…
“Or give you a loaded weapon?”
She wailed like a demented banshee and threw the pistol at Simeon. As she continued to scream, she glanced about the cabin. She grasped a bread knife and waved it in his direction.
“Be warned, Anne. I am not my son and have no reluctance to hurting the fairer sex if need be.”
She charged towards him, holding the bread knife high for the attack, screaming her hatred for him. Abruptly, she stopped, the blade dropped from her hand, and the scream died in her throat. Simeon lowered the smoking pistol in his hand as he watched the crimson liquid spread across Anne’s chest. She fell to the cabin floor her chest rising violently as she tried to breathe. Simeon stepped over her body. “Do not worry, your beloved professor will soon be at your side.” He climbed the steps to the deck and dropped into the small boat. He rowed ashore without another thought for Anne.
Simeon reached the bank and made his way up into the trees. He could hear men calling and soon came across Tallow.
“Where is he?” he asked.
“Gone to ground. He couldn’t have got far,” Tallow replied. “We will find him.”
A terrible cry split the air. Both Simeon and Tallow began to run towards the scream. The others arrived from different directions and another cry rang through the trees. Simeon scoured around to see that all of his men were present, and yet the screaming persisted. Simeon led them up a small incline and burst through the trees to see two figures in a small glade. One lay on the blood-soaked ground. The other stood above him a long, curved blade in his hand.
Simeon stepped forward and placed a hand on the standing figure’s shoulder. “I was not sure that you would get here in time,” he said gently.
“Oh, I wouldn’t have missed this, Father.”
“William – but how?” Naismith stuttered.
“We suspected that Anne might have been working with the Ripper,” William answered. “Forgive me, my friends but keeping the illusion seemed easier the less people that knew.”
“Was she?” Tallow asked.
“Yes, she just tried to kill me. She will not be returning home with us.”
The figure on the ground whimpered.
“He’s still alive, William,” Gossup announced.
William pulled a bag from his shoulder and emptied its contents onto the ground. These are the Cronos blades that we have collected as we chased this bastard. He and his followers used them to kill the innocent, our friends and our loved ones. The Ripper wanted fame and to be honoured in the halls of power. He thought he could manipulate an entire empire.” William wiped a tear from his cheek. “I say that we deny him his glory. Restrict him to no more than a story to frighten children. The slaughtered demand that they be remembered more than the killer. I have no wish to know this man’s name.”
Each man took one of the blades. The Ripper’s eyes spread wide as the men appeared above him. The blades were held aloft and then were forced downwards. Each weapon struck flesh time and time again, until what was once the form of a man was nought but a bloodied pulp.
The remains were gathered and transported back to the Bonnie Prince and placed next to the body of Anne Fitzgerald. The boat was set on fire, and as Simeon and his men washed the blood from their hands in the waters of the loch, all remnants of the Ripper were destroyed.
Gossup stood up and looked at the inferno. “Come back from that you bastard!”
The End
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
I have purposely not attempted to give my readers the same experience usually obtained from reading Jack the Ripper books. Partly, because there are many people with far greater knowledge than me on the subject but mostly because I am not so sure people really want to know the true identity of the infamous killer. Let’s be honest, the moment his/ her identity is revealed then the myth dies. In this series I have tried to capture the fear and anger experienced by the populace and the impotence of a police force. If I was to pick a single man responsible for the killings then I would lean towards the flamboyant Francis Tumblety, a complex character to say the least.
 

Thank you for taking the time to read my Jack the Ripper series.
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