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Chapter 1
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August 7th 1888 starts as a normal day in Whitechapel. An overpopulated, cosmopolitan, poverty-stricken suburb of the East End of London, known for being a hotbed for crime, and prostitution. At night, there are areas where even the police dare not venture into alone. Come nightfall the alehouses and other salubrious dens of iniquity thrive as many of the poor and homeless men and women seek to drink away their troubles, spending what little money they possess or had managed to earn that day. 

However, this day would be no ordinary day, and would turn out to be the catalyst for a fearsome killer to stalk the dimly-lit fogbound streets of Whitechapel slaughtering and butchering the street prostitutes, who were forced to ply their trade all hours of the day and night simply to survive. 

The Sinking Ship tavern was one such alehouse. The night was another normal night for the landlord Arthur Scrivens. A number of fights had broken out, which had resulted in him having to eject a number of drunken males. As well as having to remove a number of local prostitutes trying to ply their trade and solicit his customers. Closing time came at last at 2.00am. All his customers had left except for one table of men who were still acting in a boisterous manner. His barmaid Lucy Locket was clearing the tables. 

Scrivens moves over to the table, “Come on me lads let’s be having you, time to go home or to wherever you’re gonna lay your heads tonight.” 

One of the men sat at the table looks up at him and says, “No point in going home, no ale to be found there.”

Another man at the table joins in, “I’d rather stay here. I don’t have to listen to my old woman snoring.” 

Scrivens smiles at them, “Well you are lucky to have an old woman.” 

The second man replies in a jovial manner, “Well you go back to my place, and I will stay and look after this place.” 

They finally all drink up, and Scrivens ushers them towards the door. As the men pass by Lucy on their way towards the door, one of them grabs hold of her backside. “Ere keep your hands to yourself. You men are all the same,” she shouts as she slaps him around the back of his head. 

Scrivens smiles at her, “You can go now my dear, leave the rest until tomorrow, I will lock up.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Scrivens. I’m done for tonight.” She puts on her shawl; he walks her to the door opening it. The men are still stood outside talking. They see her coming out on her own. One of the men turns to her and says, 

“Now my dear the night is still young. How about you and I go for a bit of slap and tickle?” 

The rest of the men in the group continue to egg the man on. Lucy stops and confronts him. “The state you are in, it would probably take you all night, to do what you want to do all night.” 

The man’s friends all let out a cheer and laugh among themselves. Mr. Scrivens is stood in the doorway and says to her, “Shall I walk you home?” 

Lucy replies, “No, I will be alright, this lot are all mouth and trousers, see you in the morning, goodnight Mr. Scrivens.” 

“Good night my dear,” he says as he turns and goes back inside, closing the door behind him. 

Despite being summertime, there is a chill in the air. Lucy starts her journey home. A journey, which would take her through the dimly-lit, fogbound back streets of Whitechapel. The only sounds she hears are the soft patter of her slipper shoes on the cobbled streets. As she continues her journey home, she notices that the streets are surprisingly empty. 

She is tired because of the long night and has only thoughts of her soft warm bed that awaits her. Suddenly, she is startled by a sleeping dog that she has frightened that knocks over a bin as it makes his escape. She takes a deep breath and gains her composure, and continues the now short journey to her lodgings at George Yard Buildings. As she approaches the front of the building, a shadowy male figure dressed all in black rushes out, almost knocking her to the ground, frightening her to the point that she gasps for breath. 

“Er, excuse me!” she shouts at the man as he disappears into the darkness. 

She makes her way up the dimly-lit stairs and sees what she believes to be a female lying on her side apparently sleeping on the stairs. She goes over towards the female and lightly touches her with her foot, saying, 

“Come on wake up you can’t sleep here.” 

The movement of her foot touching the female causes her to roll over so that the sleeping female is now lying on her back looking up. Lucy looks down, and notices she is standing in a pool of blood; she looks at the female and sees her clothes are drawn up around her waist and can see deep wounds to the female’s stomach. Lucy screams and runs back out into the street shouting,

“Murder, murder!” 

Within a few short moments, the area comes to life. Residents from the building and other houses in the street soon congregate on the stairs ogling the body. In the distance, the sounds of police whistles can be heard; the cries of murder have reached the ears of the police constables on foot patrols in the area. 

The constables eventually arrive and try to calm the agitated and excited crowd, and at the same time attempt to clear the stairway where the body has been found. The first police constable on the scene is Constable Smith a relatively newly commissioned officer who is shown to the body. Having never seen a dead body before, he is almost sick at the sight of this blood-soaked body lying before him. Clearly the female is dead, and he throws his cape over the body and clears the remaining few residents off the stairs back into their rooms, and others back out into the street to await the arrival of the detectives. 

The first detective to arrive is Detective Sergeant William Thicke an experienced young detective with ten years police experience. He does a cursory examination of the body on the stairs. He is followed a short time later by his superior Detective Inspector Abberline, who is a highly respected detective, in the twilight years of his long and distinguished police career. He arrives in a horse-drawn carriage. He exits the carriage as Thicke approaches him and Abberline says, 

“What have we got Sgt. that’s made you drag me from my nice warm bed at this unearthly hour?”  

“Well Sir we have a body of a woman found by one of the tenants on the stairs when she returned home. She has been stabbed repeatedly.” 

Abberline turns towards the building, “I best go and take a look then Sgt.” They both go into the building and up the stairs to where the body is. 

The police surgeon Dr. George Bagster Phillips, having arrived is just finishing off his cursory examination. They acknowledge each other. 

“What can you tell me then Doctor?” Abberline asks him. 

The doctor wiping his bloodstained hands replies, “Well, she has been the subject of a ferocious attack. She has many stab wounds. I can give you a better picture after I have carried out a full examination of the body at the post-mortem later today.” 

“How long has she been dead?”

“No more than two hours I would say, she’s still fairly warm.” 

Abberline turns to Sgt. Thicke, “Do we know who she is?” 

Thicke replies, “She’s not from these flats; she could be a street woman who came here to do her business and picked up the wrong man perhaps?” 

Abberline again looks at the body and asks, “Have we found a knife anywhere?”  

“Not so far, but uniform officers are checking the building, and nearby for that purpose, and to trying to find any witnesses.” 

“Who found her?” Abberline asks. 

Thicke replies, “A young woman coming home, she is outside with uniform officers,” he points towards Lucy Locket who is still very distressed. Abberline and Thicke make their way over to her. She has already spoken to Sgt. Thicke who then says to her,

“This is Inspector Abberline. He would like to ask you a few questions.”

“I understand it was you who found the body?” Abberline asks. 

“Yes and I wish I hadn’t. I can’t stop shaking, and to think this happened practically outside my front door.” 

“Did you see anyone around at the time?” 

“No.”

“Tell the Inspector exactly what you saw,” says Thicke. 

“I saw this man who scared me half to death and nearly made me piss myself,” Lucy says. 

Thicke interrupts her, “Get on with it.” 

Lucy glares at him and continues, “Well Inspector as I got to the front entrance this man rushed out of the building. He was in a mighty hurry; he knocked me flying.” 

“Did you get a good look at him?” Abberline asks.

“No. He was too fast, and besides it was dark.”

“Can you tell us anything about him? Age, height, what he was wearing?” 

“Not a thing Sir, he just came rushing out.”  

“Ok thank you Miss., someone will take your statement,” says Abberline. 

Thicke and Abberline then turn and walk away, as they do Thicke turns to Abberline and asks, 

“What do you think Sir, did she see the killer?” 

“Quite possibly, if that was the case you could say she had a brush with death,” replies Abberline. 

“What do you want doing here now?” Thicke asks Abberline.

“I want all the residents in the building spoken to, see if any of them came home and saw anyone hanging around, and see if you can find out who our victim is.” 

“Uniform officers are knocking on doors as we speak,” says Thicke

Abberline says, “Right I am going to go back to bed, there is nothing more to be done here tonight. I will see you in the morning at Whitechapel Station, get there early and commandeer an office for us to use.” 

“Ok Sir will do.”

Abberline gets back into the horse-drawn carriage and drives off leaving Sgt. Thicke standing in the road.
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10.30am August 8th, the following morning. Whitechapel Police Station. Inspector Abberline walks through the front door. The station is thronging with people from all walks of life. Sgt. Jones the desk sergeant looks up and spots Inspector Abberline.

“Well as I live and breathe, Frederick Abberline, fancy seeing you back here, what brings Scotland Yard’s most illustrious detective here then?” 

Abberline pauses and with a smile replies, “They told me to come and help you woodentops detect your crimes. So here I am, have you seen anything of my Sgt.?” 

Sgt. Jones smiles, “Third door down the corridor Fred.”

“Thank you Sgt.” 

Abberline breezes past him and down the corridor. He comes to an office door and opens it, and goes inside. Sgt. Thicke is sitting reading at the desk. 

“Good morning Sgt., I trust you managed to get some sleep.” 

“A few hours Sir,” replies Thicke.

Abberline takes off his coat and hangs it on the door hook, “So who is our victim then?” he asks. 

“Well, we are having a problem identifying her. We know she is a street woman, so far we have been given different names, Martha Tabram and Emma Turner, but it is believed she is more than likely to be Martha Tabram aged about 40; she has no proper address. She was last seen around 11.45pm when her and her friend Pearly Poll went off in different directions with two soldiers they had met.” 

Abberline is quick to ask, “I don’t suppose we got anything from knocking on doors in the area where she was found?” 

“Not so far but officers are out there still trying,” replies Thicke. 

“Best send someone to make some enquiries at the army garrisons at Wellington Barracks and The Tower just in case a soldier returned last night covered in blood. I am now off down to the mortuary to see what I can gather from the good doctor,” says Abberline. 

Abberline leave the police station and swiftly walks the short distance to Clare Street where the mortuary is located at the rear of the workhouse, which, in effect, is nothing more than a wooden shed. As he approaches, he sees several wooden handcarts outside with dead bodies lying on them covered with cloths. 

He pushes open the front door and enters; on entering he smells the stench of death, which hits him full in the face causing him to hold his breath momentarily. Dr. Phillips the police surgeon with his sleeves rolled up is washing his bloody hands in a small bowl, whilst the mortuary attendant is cleaning up the body of a female on the examination table. 

“Too late again Inspector,” says Dr. Phillips jokingly. 

Abberline asks, “What have you to tell me then doctor about our victim’s death?” 

Dr. Phillips having washed his hands starts to roll down his sleeves, “Well, she probably died from one wound to the heart, but I counted 39 separate stab wounds in all.”  

Abberline then asks, “Could the wounds have been caused by a bayonet? She was last seen going off with a soldier.” 

“No the knife was much smaller than that, but pointed and fairly sharp I would say. The position of the body also suggests she was either in the stages of intimacy, or had been intimate, with the legs wide open and drawn up. However, I could find no specific sign of that having taken place.” 

Still smelling the stench of death, Abberline is in a hurry to exit and says, “Is there anything else you can tell me Doctor?” 

“I am afraid not Inspector.” 

“Thank you. I will expect your report in writing in due course.” Abberline hurriedly leaves the mortuary. Outside he stops and fills his lungs with the fresh morning air, but the nauseating smell of death is still in his nostrils. He returns to Whitechapel Police Station to continue the investigation but little does he know that the chain of events, which would soon follow would leave Whitechapel in the grip of fear, and the ensuing months would become known as “The Autumn of Terror”.
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August 31st 1888, 1.00am Flower and Dean St., Whitechapel. Although light rain is falling there are many people still walking around. Forty-three-year-old local prostitute Mary Ann Nichols, also known as Polly, is standing on the street corner accosting men who are passing by. She is desperate to earn some money this night, just so she can get a bed for the night in one of the hundreds of dosshouses, which make up the lower-class part of Whitechapel. So far, this night she has failed to solicit one single customer. Her plight is not helped by the fact that there are other prostitutes all plying their trade in the same way. A man approaches. 

In inimitable prostitute terms, she asks, “You looking for a good time me duck, tuppence a touch, or I will do you a good ’un for a tanner?” 

The man totally ignores her and carries on walking. A moment later she accosts another man in the same way, this time she stands in front of him stopping him from passing. She lifts up her skirt. 

“See anything you fancy me duck?” 

“Get out of the way,” he growls at her and pushes her aside, and she falls to the ground. 

As she starts to get up, she shouts loudly at him, “You bastard, I will remember you, there will be another time.” 

As she is getting up another prostitute, Irish Molly, comes along and starts to help her up and says, “I saw that Polly. You shouldn’t let him get away with that, come on let me help you up.” She helps her to her feet and asks, “How is business tonight?” 

Nichols dust herself down rearranges her clothes and replies, “Bad, haven’t even made me money for a bed for the night, what about you?” 

“Same here, I can’t even give it away,” Molly replies. 

“What you gonna do then?” Nichols asks. 

Molly looks around and says, “I am gonna walk down towards the city, might be one or two toffs still about who won’t mind a bit of rough, what about you?”

Nichols with a deep sigh replies, “Not much I can do, got no money, and got nowhere to sleep. I will keep trying me luck, perhaps Lady Luck will smile on me before the night is passed.” They both say their goodbyes and walk off in opposite directions. 

It isn’t many minutes before Polly is away from the hustle and bustle of Flower and Dean Street into the quieter back streets of Whitechapel. She is feeling depressed, and unhappy, and starts to sing softly to herself. She has no place to go, no one to care for her, nowhere to sleep; she starts to sob at the prospect of another day just trying to survive. 

Her journey takes her into Berner Street. A quiet cobbled street. She knows it to be a shortcut through to another part of Whitechapel where she is hoping to be able to earn some money. There is no one else in sight. The only sound is the sound of her footsteps on the cobbled stones. 

As she passes a doorway at the end of the street, a shadowy figure reaches out silently and grabs her around the mouth preventing her from shouting out, pulling her towards the doorway. The last thing she will ever see will be the flashing of a long-bladed knife in her face. She feels the knife cut deep into her throat and gasps for breath still unable to cry out, and unable to free herself from the grip of her attacker. 

Sadly, Lady Luck does not smile on Polly Nichols that night, or any future night. The killer releases his grip on her, as her now lifeless body falls to the floor. He pulls her skirt above her waist and in a fevered frenzy, plunges the knife deep into her abdomen in quick succession drawing it down each time. 

The killer hears footsteps in the distance. He stops, holds his breath to listen, and then makes good his escape in the opposite direction to which the sounds of the footsteps can be heard, leaving the body of Polly Nichols lying in the road, blood still oozing from the wounds to her throat and abdomen.

The footsteps are those of Charles Cross, a carman, on his way to work at Pickfords in the City Road. As he approaches he almost falls over the body of Nichols lying on the path. He goes over and can see she is covered in blood, and for a moment he thinks she is still alive. 

At that time, another man by the name of John Paul happens by, and Cross calls out to him, “Come over here, there’s a woman she’s covered in blood; she may still be alive.” Paul goes over and looks to see if there are any signs of life. 

He says, “I can feel a heartbeat. She is still alive I think she is still breathing, but it’s little if she is.” 

Cross says to him, “You stay with her. I will go and raise the alarm.” Cross runs off and in a few moments the sound of police whistles can be heard, as Cross reappears with a uniformed constable a small crowd starts to gather from the houses nearby. 

The report of this murder has been relayed to Sgt. Thicke who arrives at the murder scene at 3.00am. After looking at the body, he speaks to a uniformed sergeant, “You best go and get Inspector Abberline and send for the police surgeon.”

“The surgeon is already on his way. I will send someone for the Inspector,” replies the sergeant. 

It isn’t long before Inspector Abberline arrives and acknowledges Sgt. Thicke, they both go over to where the body is still lying. 

“Do we know who she is?” Abberline asks. 

“A prostitute by the name of Polly Nichols,” Thicke replies. 

“Who found her?”

“A man on his way to work, he didn’t see or hear anything,” replies Thicke. 

Abberline appears to be on edge, “Get uniform to speak to some of these people in the street, and knock on the doors of the houses nearby, see if anyone heard or saw anything. Christ, she was almost killed outside someone’s front door, someone must have seen or heard something.” Thicke nods his head and walks off. 

Dr. Phillips the police surgeon arrives and acknowledges Abberline. He goes straight over to the body and starts a cursory examination. Abberline makes his way over to him and stands watching whilst the doctor examines the body.

“Not a pretty sight Doctor.”

Dr. Phillips looks up and replies, “These things never are Inspector.” 

Dr. Phillips stand ups and gives Abberline the results of his cursory examination, “Well, she was killed where she was found, no doubt about that, and not too long ago, her throat’s been cut with such force it’s almost taken her head off. She’s also got some wounds to her stomach. I shall be able to tell you more tomorrow after the post-mortem, I can’t see too much in this light.” 

“Could it be the same killer as the one at the beginning of the month?” asks Abberline.

“It would have needed a knife of about 6ins in length to inflict the injuries to the throat. Much bigger than the knife used in the last one,” says the doctor. 

Sgt. Thicke approaches. Abberline is quick to ask, “Anything yet Sgt.?” 

“No Sir, not a sausage.” 

“Well make sure that all the residents in this street are spoken to before the morning, let’s leave nothing to chance.” As they are talking, Nichols’ body is taken away on a handcart.  

A uniformed constable is swilling the blood off of the cobbled street. Abberline sees this and shouts out, “Oi! What do you think you are doing?” 

The constable stops and looks at Abberline, “Inspector’s orders.” 

Abberline scowls at him and says, “You could be washing vital evidence away.” 

“Shall I stop Sir?”

“Too bloody late now,” Abberline tells him. He then turns to Thicke and says, “Don’t they teach these constables anything nowadays? Anyway, I want two constables staying here until the morning to carry out enquiries. I want you to come back first thing in the morning and see if anything has developed overnight.”

Thicke acknowledges him and asks, “Right Sir, what you going to do now?” 

Abberline takes in a deep breath exhales and says, “I am going to walk back through Whitechapel and familiarize myself with it once again. It’s been a few years since I worked here. I need to get to know it again. I have a feeling we are here to stay for a while.” He turns and walks away from the murder scene into the darkness of Whitechapel. 

Later, that afternoon Inspector Abberline and Sgt. Thicke are seated at their desks in their office at Whitechapel Police Station. 

There is a knock on the door and in walks Dr. Phillips the police surgeon, “Good day gentleman,” he chirpily remarks.

Abberline looks up and quickly replies, “It will be if you have something positive to tell me about how our latest victim met her end and by whom.” 

The doctor opens his case and pulls out several sheets of paper, which is his post-mortem report. He hands them to Abberline and then pulls up a chair. 

“Well Inspector, I can answer one of those questions, but sadly not the other, it’s all in my report. She died from having her throat cut. The cut was so deep, and ran from below her ear around the throat, it nearly severed her head. I would say a very sharp knife was used, and whoever killed her used considerable force to inflict the wound.” He indicates with his hand the position of the wound and the movement of the knife across his throat. 

“Were there any other wounds?” Abberline asks. 

The doctor continues giving his verbal report. “There were no injuries to the body until just about the lower part of the abdomen. Two or three inches from the left side was a wound running in a jagged manner. The tissues surrounding the deep wound were cut right through. There were several incisions running across the abdomen. There were three or four similar cuts running downwards, on the right side, all of which had been caused by a knife, which had been used violently and downwards. The injuries were from left to right and might have been done by a right-handed person. All the injuries had been caused by the same instrument.”

Abberline turns to Thicke, “Has anything come back from the uniform enquiries at the scene?” 

“Nothing really, except she was last seen around 1.00am in Flower and Dean Street,” replies Thicke. 

Abberline leans back in his chair throwing his pencil down on the desk and says, “Hmm, a lone female, she was easy prey then for the killer. I just hope we haven’t got a lunatic on the loose looking to kill prossies. Because if we have, I fear there will be more. You had better check with the asylums make sure they are not missing any inmates whom they haven’t told us about, and keep me informed. I am wanted over at court.” 

He stands up, as does Dr. Phillips, who says, “I am going the way of the court. I will walk with you.” Abberline and Dr. Phillips both then leave together. 

In the corridor, Superintendent Arnold, the officer in overall charge of Whitechapel Police Station is coming towards them. They all stop and acknowledge each other.

“Ah Abberline, I was just coming to find you. Hello Doctor,” says the superintendent.

Dr. Phillips acknowledges the superintendent, “How do you do Superintendent? Gentlemen if you will excuse me, I have work to do.” The doctor leaves them standing in the corridor. 

“This latest murder, are there any developments?” the Superintendent asks.

“Not as yet Sir.” 

The superintendent twirls the ends of his long moustache and says, “I hope you soon catch this killer. This is the second now, the last thing we want at the moment here in Whitechapel is a murderer on the loose, and especially one we can’t catch.” 

In a reassuring voice Abberline responds, “I am sure it will just be a matter of time Superintendent.” 

The superintendent turns to walk away and says to Abberline, “I sincerely hope so Inspector for your sake. I will be watching with interest.”

“Good day Superintendent.” They then both walk off in opposite directions. 

The Whitechapel police investigation continued into the murders of Martha Tabram and Mary Nichols. The information from the public was soon processed and documented. The sparse enquiries the police generated from the public information come to a grinding halt, giving no clues as to the motives for these murders, or to the identity of the killer or killers. However, it wouldn’t be too long before Whitechapel would be yet again in the grip of fear of this unknown killer.
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2.00am Hanbury Street Whitechapel, September 8th. Eight days after the murder of Polly Nichols. Momentary calm and normality has been restored to the streets of Whitechapel. However, prostitutes are still plying their nightly trade around the dimly-lit streets. 

Annie Chapman also known as Annie Sievey or Dark Annie, a plump middle-aged woman is one such prostitute. Homeless, penniless and like so many others in the same occupation, suffering from malnutrition.

She has positioned herself on the street corner, under a dimly-lit gas lamp; this enables her to seek out potential customers who may approach from different directions. Another prostitute Maisy Smith appears along Hanbury Street and approaches Annie. They both know each other well. 

“How are you doing Annie? There’s a chill in the air, not a night to be out on the streets.” 

“You’re telling me, where you heading?” replies Annie.

“Just making me way to Casey’s dosshouse to see if he has got any space left.”

“You got your doss money, then?” Annie asks.

“Yes, just done a toff up the road. What about you?”

“I am ashamed to say this, but I have earned my doss money three times over tonight and spent it all on ale,” Annie tells her. 

Maisy puts her arm around Annie and says, “Well come with me to Casey’s. He might let the two of us in for the price of one as it’s late.” 

Annie gives her a hug and replies, “Why not, I have nothing else to do and nowhere to go, what a life for a crust of bread.” 

They both walk off together and soon arrive at the front door of Casey’s dosshouse. 

Maisy knocks hard and loud repeatedly. After a short time, the door opens and John Casey the landlord is standing there in his nightshirt holding a lamp and shines it in the faces of the two women. He is not happy being woken up at that time of the morning, and he shouts at them, “What do you want at this time of the morning?”

“We want to doss for the night,” says Maisy. 

“Have you got your money?”

“We have got three pence,” she replies, and shows him the three pence. 

“You know it’s three pence each,” he answers in an angry voice.

Maisy tries to humour him and says, “Yes but at this time of the morning can’t you see fit to offer a bit of kindness, the nights are turning cold?”

He starts to close the door, Maisy steps forward to stop the door closing. Casey tries to push her back and says, “Look I am running a business here it’s not run on kindness, now hurry and decide which one of you is coming in and which one is going. I want to get back to me bed.” 

Annie and Maisy look at each other. “Go on Maisy,” says Annie, “It’s your money, you earned it. I will be alright; I might be able to still earn something. I am sure there will be some business about even at this late hour. I may see you later if I get some money.”

As Maisy enters the house she turns and looks back at Annie and with a tear in her eye says, “Alright Annie, you stay safe you hear.” 

Maisy goes inside, and the door closes leaving Annie walking away in a dejected mood; she walks around for a time, her mind straying back to years gone by and the better times and the better life she once had with a husband, a house, and her two children. All of which, she has lost to the evil that excess alcohol consumption has brought her. 

She eventually walks back into Hanbury Street; the street is quiet and deserted. She stops as she hears footsteps and sees the outline of male approaching; she braces herself to proposition him. She blocks his path and as he gets close, she sees he is wearing a scarf around his neck, which covers the lower part of his face, so she is unable to tell whether he is old or young. He is wearing a cloth cap with a peak, his other clothing is nondescript. 

He stops, and she speaks to him in a soft voice, “Hello kind Sir, is there anything I can do for you at this late hour, which might give you an appetite for your breakfast?” The male makes no reply. He then produces out of his pocket two silver coins, which he holds in the palm of his hand in full view of Annie. “Well that’s enough to buy us both a breakfast, come this way.” 

This an area Annie knows well, she knows the secluded spots where prostitutes are able to take their clients out of the gaze of the public and any police who might be patrolling the streets. She beckons the man to follow and walks a short distance down Hanbury Street and stops outside number 29. This house has an entrance via a hallway, which leads through the house into the backyard, which is almost as secluded as could be found at that time of the morning. She enters the hallway and beckons the man to follow. He still has not spoken a word to her but follows her into the hallway, and out into the rear garden, which has high wooden fences separating the garden from the houses on either side. 

“Ok this will do us just fine. We don’t want to make too much noise, because we don’t want to wake those upstairs asleep do we?” The man still remains silent. She is not concerned by this, as all she can focus on is the money she will soon have in her pocket. 

Having prostituted herself for many years on the streets of Whitechapel, she knows exactly how to engage in sexual activity with men she solicits. This situation was no different for her. She reaches under her skirt and removes her drawers and faces the wooden fence leaning forward, holding on to the fence with one hand, and with the other lifts up her skirt exposing her rear. 

She looks over her shoulder and says, “Come on then what are you waiting for? It’s all hot, wet and ready for you.” She turns back to face the fence, expecting the man to penetrate her from the rear. 

The man approaches her from the rear, armed with a different type of weapon to that which she is expecting. He pulls out a long-bladed knife and from behind puts his hand around her mouth pulling her towards him preventing her from crying out. With one swift movement of the knife, he plunges it deep into the centre of her throat severing the windpipe and in a continuing movement draws it across her throat severing the carotid artery causing instantaneous death. 

He allows the now lifeless and limp body of Annie Chapman to fall to the ground. Fuelled by his desire to mutilate her body, he lifts up her skirt exposes her naked abdomen and plunges the knife deep into her repeatedly, drawing it down causing long, deep wounds. His knife enters the abdomen so deep it creates such a large opening that her intestines uncoil outwards across her stomach. 

Suddenly, he hears movement and noises from the house next door. Realizing that he is in a confined space with only one exit he quickly runs from the back garden through the hallway, before, exiting into the street. He stops and looks up and down the street to ensure no one can see him. Satisfying himself that the coast is clear, he walks calmly and slowly into the cold night air, his deadly work yet again done for another night, and all without detection. 

Her lifeless and mutilated body would lie undiscovered until daybreak when John Richardson a resident of 29 Hanbury Street comes down and goes outside to use the outhouse.
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