Prologue of ‘Fatal Incision’ by author WR.PARK

“Smoke and foul gas fumes choked the darkened filthy maze-like streets and alleys.  You could not see your pudgy wiggling fingers before your face.  It’s bloody pea soup smog-—believe me, gents.  Raw sewage flows openly in the East End among disgusting, sardine-packed, two-story houses-—and that is where we discovered their disemboweled bodies.

“I suggest you take notes.  It is the Yard’s judgment that the killer faced his victims to discuss terms of solicitation.  When they lifted their skirts in accommodation, and their hands thus occupied—-he proceeded to strangle them—-stifling cries for help.  Considering the manner in which he butchered each of the five women, the surprising evidence suggests that he laid them down gently once rendering them unconscious.  There was no evidence of bruising on the back of their heads; he did not allow them to fall.  All faced left in death.  Accumulated evidence indicates that since blood splatters were absent—-and blood pooled beside or beneath their bodies—-victims were relaxed and unconscious when he viciously slashed and nearly severed their heads. 

“A single slash of the throat was the fatal incision; it severed the large throat muscle, larynx, carotid artery, and other vessels—-clear to the spinal cord.  Death was immediate.  Mutilation followed.  I might add that there was no evidence of sexual intercourse.  

“Legs were pushed up to shorten the distance between the abdomen, knees bent outwards.  After exposing the body cavity and removing the intestines, Jack placed them over the left shoulder.  Only someone with some degree of medical training could have made the precise extractions of organs such as the uterus, liver, and heart—-while avoiding damaging surrounding organs.  That initial assumption considers a medical man as a prime suspect.  However, additional mutilation of the bodies, such as multiple stab wounds, facial disfigurement, crude carving and removal of breasts—-reckons not with our prime suspect’s surgical technique.  Therefore, the Yard believes that when examining the entire bulk of evidence, taking into consideration the vicious mutilations, the theory of a medical man as killer is farfetched.  Thus, we rightfully peruse all other leads.” 

A young man in plain street clothes stood and raised a hand; his face was ruddy in complexion, surrounded with neatly trimmed mutton-chop sideburns and mustache.  Brushing away strands of black hair from his forehead, he waited for Chief Inspector Henry Moore to recognize his gesture.  Eyes of a dozen uniformed and plainclothes officers locked onto the rookie, unfamiliar with the tradition of never interrupting the Chief Inspector when briefing an assembled task force.  Chief Inspector Henry Moore stepped away from a large board featuring crime scene photos of five murdered women and a copy of a letter signed Jack the Ripper.  Gray eyes searched a water-stained spot on the ceiling; then Moore took a deep breath to check his temper.  Much to everyone’s surprise, a faint smile appeared.  At least that is what several men would later swear they had witnessed.   “Yes, young man...your name?”

Placing a finger inside his starched collar and tugging as if to loosen a tight fit, he swallowed hard, then hesitated as groans murmured in the room.  “Special Task Force Detective Officer Matthew Ward, Chief Inspector, Sir.”

“You have a question—-or are you merely seeking permission to go to the bathroom?  You appear quite uncomfortable, Detective.”  Everyone erupted with laughter.  Moore’s eyes deliberately swept the room void of all visual distractions with the exception of the evidence board and a large framed picture of the Queen—-then waved the room silent.  Standing with arms crossed, he stroked his goatee and waited for Detective Matthew Ward’s answer.

Straightening his broad shoulders, Ward lifted his chin in defiance of his fellow officers’ catty remarks—-and mustering as much courage as possible under pressing circumstances, blurted out, “Sir, the letter’s spelling would indicate it to be written by someone with poor education; cockney, no doubt.”  He pointed to the letter on the board.  “I’ll read it aloud.”

“Old boss you was rite it was the left kidney I was goin to hopperate agin close to your ospitle just as I was goin to dror mi nife along of er bloomin throte then cusses of coppers spoilt the game but I wil be on the job soon and will send you another bit of innerds.”

Others sensed that the unusual and untimely interruption was an immediate irritation.  Moore rolled his eyes and stated smartly, “Yes, young man, that is the current opinion of the Yard’s experts and our present assumption.”  Out of frustration, mockingly he went on.  “You have more to add?”

Innocent of his faux pas, the young man said, “Well Sir, I’ve studied all the evidence, and if I may be so bold, I differ with the Yard’s opinion.”  There was a loud collective groan.  Officer Ward stood stone-faced, showing no emotion.  He waited for both shoes to fall. 

Chief Inspector Moore’s eyes narrowed as he stared at the brazen rookie detective.  Turning his back, he took two steps and spun around. Agonizing moments passed, until, to the amazement of all assembled; he made a rolling motion with his hands—-as if to order the assessment to proceed.

Once again gaining his composure, the young detective began his evaluation that disputed the case as presented by the Chief Inspector.  “Considering the gentle way the killer initially handled the strangled bodies and the expertise of organ removal —-mutilation makes little sense.”  

Ward paused in thought, tilting his head to one side.  “Unless the vicious disfigurement was added to throw us off the track—-just like the misspelled letter.” 

Though his mouth had gone dry minutes earlier, he managed to conclude, forcing his deepest voice to dramatize the moment, “The letter is a forgery, Sir. As is the murder evidence.”

Officer Matthew Ward returned to his seat.  It was so quiet you could have heard the inspector’s goatee grow.  Before the crimson-faced Chief Inspector Henry Moore had the opportunity to respond, Ward added in a confident voice emphasized with a wagging finger, “To the contrary, Sir.  The murderer is well educated—an experienced medical man—- and a shrewd manipulator of planted evidence.  A master criminal, to be sure.”  

Moore opened his mouth, his words cut short by the rookie who raised the finger again to gain attention—-signifying he was prepared to continue.  “Consider if you will, Chief Inspector: each of the five murders occurred on either a holiday or weekend when a doctor’s office would normally be closed.”

All eyes darted back and forth—from the man standing stiffly before them, fire in his eyes—-to the young officer confident in his evaluation but now sitting uncomfortably in his seat.  For the first time, a small trickle of perspiration found its way down the side of his ribcage—-and he could sense tension crackling throughout the room. Everyone except Detective Matthew Ward was agonizingly aware of his innocent misstep.

Detective Matthew Ward was driven by the single secret ambition to one day be regarded as England’s greatest sleuth, rivaling the mystical Sherlock Holmes, but as of now, from the fiery expression on the Chief Inspector’s face, his goal was taking an early sidetrack.  Matt had studied the tomes of the day on the subject, including all of Arthur Conan Doyle’s publications. His hobby was to read the exploits of fictional characters and attempt to solve the crimes before the master detectives did—-and he boasted a fair degree of success.

            Page Two of Fatal Incision
“Damn, it’s so cold this Christmas Eve that you have to chip the bloody smog with your nightstick to see where you’re going, Matt me boy.  Whitechapel’s not the place to be any time of the year; I can tell you that for sure.”  Having a good laugh at the expense of his fellow officer, Jimmy Black whacked his partner on the back.  “How does it feel to be back in uniform?  Not the same as being a bloody plainclothesman sitting in a warm tavern killing time, is it now?”

	Matthew Ward chewed on his lower lip and scowled into the swirling green-looking fog that hung about on the cold winter’s wind.  His talkative partner continued his never-ending chatter.  “What did you expect—-challenging the Chief Inspector like you were a seasoned member of the Special Branch of Scotland Yard?  There were too many witnesses to let it slide no matter how bright a prospect you are.  You gave the old man little choice.  From what I heard, you wouldn’t shut up, for God’s sake.”  Black laughed aloud.  His words echoed in the ever thickening gloom.  “Bloody hell, I’d have given either testicle to have been a tick on old Moore’s arse.”

Matt and Jimmy bunked together during their time at Scotland Yard’s training school—-and became fast friends.  Black was a bit shorter than his friend and featured a more rugged frame.  His light-brown curly hair, as Ward had so often said, reminded him of an unkempt bed.  With an ever-present boyish grin and dark eyes that appeared to twinkle with amusement—-Jimmy was known for his no-nonsense approach to life.  He remained a uniformed officer due to his rough edge and infamous quick temper.  Whereas Matt, who appeared far more sophisticated, yet equally tough-minded, was recently promoted to detective.  Though they were from different sides of the social tracks, so to speak, neither held it against the other.  They were like two peas in a pod. With one notable exception: Ward was blessed with an abundance of patience—-whereas Black suffered from the lack of same. 

Officer Black grabbed Ward’s arm and spun him around.  “Have you heard how the entire shift is referring to you?”   Ward shrugged.  As if he cared one bit.  “Officer Sherlock
–-that’s what.” 

	Out of frustration and irritated at Black’s words, Officer Matthew Ward smacked the palm of his left hand with his nightstick.  “What was I to do–-sit there and listen to the man walk the Yard’s crooked line?  He refused to listen to the facts as they appear before our very eyes.  This master criminal has led the Yard’s so-called experts down the path that he had hoped they would stumble.  The wrong path.”  He emphasized, stabbing the fog with his nightstick.  “To understand the killer, one must think like the killer–-not make decisions based on past murderers’ methods.  Each case must be examined...”

	A bloodcurdling scream pierced the cold night air like a hot poker.  Seconds later, a shrill police whistle followed an even louder cry.  “This way, Matt!” Black shouted, disappearing into the pea soup shrouded alleyway.  “It may be the Ripper’s doing!”

	Before plunging into the darkness where a small crowd had gathered, Matt Ward glanced up and noted the crooked Hanbury Street sign.  Annie Chapman, Jack’s second victim, was discovered butchered at 29 Hanbury Street, he recalled.  Would the Ripper be so bold as to return to the scene of that hideous crime?  The coroner’s description of the victim flashed in his mind.  Barely five feet tall.  Forty-five years old at the time of death and with a pallid complexion, blue eyes, dark wavy hair, and a thick nose.  The autopsy indicated she was undernourished and suffering from tuberculosis and syphilis—-and had a definite drinking problem and... A second whistle broke the momentary distraction.

	Like any Whitechapel neighborhood, the curious lit lamps, opened windows, and gawked at the activity below.  In the dim glow, a woman clutching her torn bodice to her chest stood shaking her head from side to side–-incoherently attempting to answer questions of the first officer on the scene.  Black arrived steps before his partner and immediately began interrogating those who admitted that they had witnessed the attack.  One woman identified him as a sailor with a long beard–-another swore it was a bald man with a humped shoulder.  Yet two others were certain the attacker was no more than five foot tall with a pronounced limp.  Listening to the various accounts, Ward noted that not one person, nor the intended victim, stated that they saw a tall man draped in a dark cloak, wearing a face-hiding hat, and carrying a shiny black bag–-Jack’s reported description.

	As it turned out, Tottie Fay, the intended victim, knew her attacker-—a disgruntled suitor from a nearby pub.  She had earlier spurned his advances and left the tavern to avoid further harassment.  Apparently, he had followed and in anger–-ripped her bodice from neck to navel–-then walked away laughing.  The officer of record wrote down the alleged attacker’s name, suggested Tottie stop by the station in the morning to verify and sign his report, tipped his hat, and stormed off to the afore mentioned tavern in search of Charlie Moon.
	
All eyes strained to see beyond the soup as the clock on the Black Eagle Brewery struck twelve midnight.  The incident all but forgotten, those remaining to gossip shouted, “Merry Christmas everyone!”

“That’s the correct fare, mate,” said the captain of the rusted cargo steamer, pocketing a fist of bills.  “It’ll be a long voyage for a high-born gentleman like yourself.  No bloody Christmas decorations on board my ship this New Year’s Eve.  We cast off as soon as my crew is aboard and all accounted for.  Those still asleep on a comfy tavern bench within the hour will be left high and dry; that’s my rulin’.”  

He removed a stump of a cigar from a hole once occupied by two rotted teeth and used it as a pointer.  “Go below.  Find yourself a berth with some privacy; we have no other passengers on this crossin’.  You’ll find one or two will suit ya fancy.  If nothin’, they’re clean.”  He crackled with shipboard humor.  “But no fresh linen from London to the New York City docks.  And ya better choose one away from the engine room.  It gets a mite noisy down there.”

Captain Phillips bent his knees to peer up into the tall passenger’s face, but a wide-brimmed black hat, fog, and shadows hid his features.  “Thank you, Captain,” the passenger said in a deep soft voice.  Pulling the collar of his long dark cloak around his neck, he proceeded to drag a large trunk behind him, heading for the stairway that would take him out of sight.  What looked like a herd of mangy rats scurried out from under the wooden steps and into the darkness below deck.  Yes, the voyage would be long and boring.  That was an acceptable tradeoff for refuge and what he planned to achieve in New York City.



                          










                






