THOMAS BURKE
(1886-1945)

Thomas Burke has held a specigl distinction in the world of detec.-
tive fiction ever since the publicatioy of “The Hands
imaginative reworking of the search for Jack the
errorized London iy | 888. In 1949, 4 board of emi.

termole,” an
Ripper, who ¢,

until he was nine, Placed in an orphanage, he left at age fourteen

haped his literary career. [, developed an intimate k
Limehouse and London’s seedy East End, where the Ripper com.

ing house, they iy an office. Yet, hi early life

nowledge of

beauty, evil,
some essays

about London, by after his friend 1paq deported for operating an
opium den, Burke wrote @ series of stories about he area he kneyw
so well. Limehouse Nights: Tales of Chinatown (19] 6) was an
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A few paces south—a f] i
A . ood tide of life, foamin i
thzrt;;—}gr:)l{)ff Elo“:] shuffling figures and muffled pul%einglé) e b
e thou i(:-,nt on, tlge last refuge of European Vagx.'ants was in
with hoagh In. ulltle with the street’s spirit, he too walked .slo i
o nead down. seemed that he was pondering some pre cing
o 3 ut | e }:Jvas hot. He had no trouble. He was l::v lsli;ng
howly becau t; - ebhad been on his feet all day; and ha -
pent in abst hc ion because he was wondering whetiler the IT/I'WE?S
would ha Whi:ll;nngs lft:)r his tea, or haddock; and he was ¢ i
o peide whi itwou d be the more tasty on a night like thli.ymA
pmetehed n fat :]vis., of damp and mist, and the mist wands.
into his madan 1s eyes, and the damp had settled on ered_:
D reasy spurkle that e o cFar®e Lmpligh fll € sene
made his speculations more agreec;rl;l:lee,t (;1130];1:& E)ifmczgﬁiasi’ it
o beiche iether herrr .haddock. His eye turned frorrf ' 'tl?:r
Bl nay s that ma e his horizon, and went forward half a il 'e
T Saw & gtoa ; kitchen, a flamy fire, and a spread tea tn-gle.
There quuants e;:?ustl!:}; h:;r}tl];r;r;d a singingbkettle on theasid‘z
ne of gs, or maybe of
Ene?;l;s I;:ussleigei. .The vision gave his achi):'lg feeth:dfl:)rc k!; 0;
phergy. He s 0&). imperceptible damp from his shoulders0 Od
But Mr., Whybre +uty, o
oro M. 3 evznrow wasn't going to get any tea that eveninbe.."
oy othet & dlng. Mr. Whybrow was going to die. Som 'hg":.
ithin a & I\:II red yards of him, another man was walkq ain
o ke I r. %ybrow and much like any other man
ut nly quality that enables mankind to live pes
gether and not as madmen in a jungle. A man Withpf: ;
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Murder (said old Quong)—oblige me by passing my pipe—mur-
der is one of the simplest things in the world to do. Killing a
man is a much simpler matter than killing a duck. Not always
so safe, perhaps, but simpler. But to certain gifted people it is
both simple and entirely safe. Many minds of finer complexion
discolored themselves in seeking to name the
hor of those wholesale murders which took. -
t man or woman really was, I know no
I have a theory of the person it could
d for time 1 will elaborate

than my own have
identity of the aut
place last year. Who tha
. more than you do, but
have been; and if you are not presse
that theory into a little tale.” :
As 1 had the rest of that evening and the whole of the next
day for dalliance in my ivory tower, I desired that he would tell
me the story; and, having reckoned up his cash register anc
closed the ivory gate, he told me—between then and the dawn—
his ‘story of the Mallon End murders. Paraphrased and co
densed, it came out something like this.
At six o'clock of a January evening Mr. Whybrow was walking
home through the cobweb alleys of London’s East End. He had
left the golden clamor of the great High Street to which the tram
had brought him from the river and his daily work, and was now
in the chessboard of byways that is called Mallon End. None o
the rush and gleam of the High Street trickled into these byways
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(t)f;altw l:flr.“\,?]fhgbrow had injured him. Not that he had any d
Fulioe fgo st s v o Pothing of him s

streets,
taken possession of his empty zellstltl;t:n l?:c?dpil::)],c:dfzﬁﬁf W

o:i ‘:Lx;enzlzple from a dish of half-a-dozen equal apples; or that
and dest ur; to send a cyclone upon one corner of- th’lz:':' - that
stroy five hundred lives in that corner, and leave ?Itl':dfhe
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i ‘ harmed. So this man had
ndred in the same corner un .
g::k::iuon Mr. Whybrow as he might have pl::iked on ){r]{:: }(:; $:;
ithin his dai tion; and even n .:.
e been within his daily observation; and ) as
t:ei V‘irng through the blue-toned streets, nursing his é:lirgea[\:ghl:: _
hancll)s moving ever closer to %/Ir. Whybrow’s tea table, |
’ i .
to Mr. Whybrow himself. |
dol—ifw?asn’t thisyman, a bad man. Indeed, he had mtarg)}r ofn ;};e
?
social and amiable qualities, and passed as a res}lzeg a rﬁe nar (;.
as most successful criminals do. But the thought ha ':l:)od nto
his moldering mind that he would like to murdt%r sotmed : iz, and
man, he was going to ) :
as he held no fear of God or , he e i,
: his tea. I don't say that flipp )
would then go home to ; . flippancly, bu
. Strange as it may seem :
as a statement of fact. § y se ° hurnane,
i to meals after a murder.
rers must and do sit down .
pl“r:gereason why they shouldn't, and many reaS{-)ns1 w}gr ntll;?f
1sshould For one thing, they need to keep thglr ph'ysmah an | el
tal vita.lity at full beat for the business of covering }tl eir m
For another, the strain of their effortf ma‘li(es. thder:;hinlénﬁg;lgs
i i lishment of a desire
satisfaction at the accomp e T e
i f relaxation toward human p . . _
Eee}(:;lg :on—murderers that the murderer is alyvays mfercome}_lbi)s_ra
?:::r f(g)r his safety and horror at his act; but this tygjtii ;‘Ia:;'; His
i is i diate concern, ‘a
ty is, of course, his imme ity is
?n‘zlskzzfzﬁali;y of most murderers, and th}s;tt, ii)gether Wé:l:et_l;e
i him confident that he can se Bl
thrill of conquest, makes ; Lhat he can secute,
trength with food, he g o1
when he has restored his s ' v
i:guring it as a young hostess goes about the arlgr{glr}gofl)({: b
first big dinner—-a little anxious, but no more. rlztmlr;1 - ng;_b
and detectives tell us that every murderer,‘however ll;t'nt 12 SIgip £ or
i e slip in his tactics—one h
cunning, always makes on : cs—one little siip 12
i i to him. But that is only _
brings the affair home e
ly of the murderers who are caught. e
;;‘;en(:: }(I:aught: therefore, scores of murderers do not make an
o1 |
; t all. This man didn't. ’ :
mI}S\tsa];'zrahorror or remorse, prison chaplains, -docto'rs, acrl;ctl ri,d
ers have told us that of murderers they have mte}x;mewe s
yond»szmnation and the shadow of death, only one here an £
]caas expressed any contrition for his act or shown- anytsh%iﬁh
mental misery, Most of them display only c;a.xaspeie;gor;raindig ¥
ndiscovered,
ught when so many have gone u .
]t)'eena(t:abeging condemned for a perfectly reasonable act. :ilowfv.
r:g;]mal and humane they may have been before the murder, |

Street now, among the tents of the wa
A minute or so, and you are in Loya
houses that shelter the useless and th
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are utterly without conscience after it. For what is conscience?
Simply a polite nickname for Superstition, whick is a polite nick-
name for fear. Those who associate remorge with:murder are, no
doubt, basing their ideas on the world-legend of the femorse of
Cain, or are projecting their own frai} hto.

the murderer, and getting false reaction
hope to make contact with this mind

ing provocation, bring themselves even

this sort who imagine the murderer in t
fear of the law, whereas he is actually sitting down to his tea,

The man with the large white hands was as ready for his tea

, but he had something to do before he

went to it, When he had done that something, and made no

mistake about it, he would be even more ready for it, and would

g0 to it as comfortably as he went to it the day before, when his
hands were stainless.

orments of remorse and

Walk on, then, Mr. Whybrow, walk on; and as you walk, look
your last upon the familiar features of your nightly journey. Fol-
low your jack-o’-lantern tea table. Look well upon its warmth
and color and kindness; feed your cyes with it and tease your
nose with its gentle domestic odors, for you will never sit down
to it. Within ten minutes’ pacing of you, a pursuing phantom
has spoken in his heart, and you are ‘doomed. There you go—
you and phantom—two nebulous dabs of mortality moving
through green air along pavements of powder-blue, the one to
kill, the other to be killed. Walk on. Don't annoy your burning
feet by hurrying, for the more slowly you walk, the longer you
will breathe the green air of this January dusk, and see the

street organ. These things are dear to you, Mr. Whybrow. You

don't know it now, but in fifteen minutes you will have two

seconds in which to realize how inexpressibly dear they are.
Walk on, then, across this crazy chesshoard. You are in Lagos

nderers of Eastern Europe.
| Lane, among the lodging
e beaten of London’s camp

i
|
i
|
F
1
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llowers. The lane holds the smell of them, and its soft da;l;iei:::
. Oweh avy with the wail of the futile. But you are not se e
bo, imy leavgle things, and you plod through it, unseeing, l:ts yoh
do cvory € ning and come to Blean Street, and plqd t r(l)ug
do eVErY e‘i';,aasem’ent to sky rise the tenements pf an alien Eﬂ }t:n)& B
that: r('mzlows slot the ebony of their walls with liemon. e [i-:l !
i Wl'l:idows strange life is moving, dressed with forms 2_
fhose :’Vcl)f London or of England, yet, in essence, -thti'same agl(';:.e
aﬁ nlc')f that you have been living, and ton‘lght will live no Eatm.'-
Fron !lf' h above you comes a voice crooning The Song of " 5
. }llg window you see a family keeping a religious 11;1 e’
Through n ther you see a woman pouring out tea for her h}.ls.-._
B 2e a nr}lran mending a pair of boots; a mother bat ing.
bﬂm}; {Ou\s(f}fl have seen all these things befort‘a, and ]t(::’,ver t:;lo;_:
h.el' d ahy‘m You do not notice them now, but if you : eutrhe :1 .
o were .ever oing to see them again, you woulc} notice 't.
you were “will sgee them again, not because your life has run ld'5
Egtlu:'z":(r)urse but because a mlan wholm yo:);:3 zfﬁd(;f:le?opsziip :
, i n solita easu i)
p th?v[?ttl;e;:]t}liiiit? :flsn:gire; andr):iel;troy you. So Eerhaps i
e all that you don't notice them, for your par; in t e?:hi
o dWE No more for you these pretty moments ok nu(xl‘ el?n th
- e'l.- lv one moment of terror, and then a plunging dar mes
T Clos 01'lty ou this shadow of massacre moves, and now ed
Coner ?iybehind you. You can hear his footfall, but you do.
et yot head. You are familiar with foc-)tfalls. You ar? 11ln
Lo éurn i):'nmtl'rrle easy. security of your daily territory, and ["oots: :
]I;:l!:in(ﬁn,you, your instinct tells you, are no more than a mes ; g
o ];I‘l:tm ::n’ioymolt)xmﬁar something in those }f?otfatlgs—t-ws;);:e%;zg;.
i i i at? Something that says: Loc
ot 801;: Witthw‘::gdiﬁ;?; %an’t you hear t'he very sylla,}[l_‘i:_:
O?t, bc;l ;:;: murd—e,r-er? No; there is nothing in footfal!s.t Ih
grem:;utral. The foot of villaill:y fal}:s \gtﬁsth& rsar‘x;?h Eg;:w,-: ote
ose footfalls, Mr. W, are
as tl.1e foor t(:)f }LOL? e: tgai?ucff thands, and there is somethfng !
bearmgBm;lind You that pair of hands is even now stretc 1ndg_..
handsl' il re yaration for your end. Every minute of yti.ur d'at _
musc}:l es ‘beinpseeing human hands. Have you ever rea 17:(]3) | the
ygu al‘;error of hands—those appendages that are z; sgm ol o]
e mon nts of trust and affection and sa!utat'loq thave: (y)
(t)l?;urgr;gn:)? the sickening potentialities that lie within the sc
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of that five-tentacled member? No, you never have; for all the
human hands that you have seen have been stretched to you in
kindness or fellowship. Yet, though the eyes can hate and the
lips can sting, it is only that dangling member that can gather
the accumulated essence of evil and electrify it into currents of
destruction. Satan may enter into man by many doors, but in
the hands alone can he find the servants of his will.

Another minute, Mr. Whybrew, and you will know all about
the horror of human hands.

You are nearly home now. You have turned into your street—
Caspar Street—and you are in the center of the chessboard. You
can see the front window of your little four-roomed house. The
street is dark, and its three lamps give only a smut of light that
is more confusing than darkness. It is dark-—empty, too. Nobody
about; no lights in the front parlors of the houses, for the families
are at tea in their kitchens; and only a random glow in a few
upper rooms occupied by lodgers. Nobody about but you and
your following companion, and you don't notice him. You see
him so often that he is never seen. Even if you turned your head
and saw him, you would only say “Good evening” to him, and
walk on. A suggestion that he was 2 possible murderer would
not even make you laugh. It would be too silly.

And now you are at your gate. And now you have found your
door key. And now you are in, and hanging up your hat and
coat. The Missis has just called a greeting from the kitchen,
whose smell is an echo of that greeting (herrings!), and you have
answered it, when the door shakes under a sharp knock,

Go away, Mr. Whybrow. Go away from that deor. Don't touch
it. Get right away from it. Get out of the house. Run with the Missis
to the back garden, and over the fence. Or call the neighbors, But
don't touch that door. Don't, Mr. Whybrow, don’t open, . .

Mr. Whybrow opened the door.

That was the beginning of what became known as London’s
Strangling Horrors. Horrors they were called because they were
something more than murders; they were motiveless, and there
was an air of black magic about them. Each murder was commit-
ted at a time when the street where the bodies were found was
empty of any perceptible or possible murderer. There would be
an empty alley. There would be a policeman at its end, He would
turn his back on the empty alley for less than a minute. Then
he would look round and run into the night with news of another
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ling. And in any direction he ]opked, nob((;t;lyh(I;owl:::Jl lfief,:
ol o ort to be had of anybody being seen. Or he would be
e e long-quiet street, and suddenly be cailed to a s
o ey 1 %vhom a few seconds earlier he had seen a 7
o I')eopw‘;lichever way he looked nobody to be se-en;i ezllxle
A agi?m’olice whistles put an immediate cordon arl())urll:ound
althougd ’ rched all houses, no possible murderer to be Was.
T anﬁ Sf a:uews of the murder of Mr. and Mrs. Vqu?y 1:131\:0“ -
Theh 1.bs the station sergeant. He had been wal n}% ticgd
P tS ! t on his way to the station for duty, when he ?oht o
glisizgentﬁii)r of No. 98. Glancing }iln, ;e saxflt); t:es (;gcaos nlg e of
i the Hoor. '
e e ll:ils:}tg:n;isds \5;)13?1 (t)ll:e constables answered hﬁm, l:e_
?e ll:]f,‘r:,ehtl{s} ;(V)in hirn in search of the lll{ouse, and se;:t g&j (t)ail;‘;;incgy ._
vt i i eets and make inquiries ing
‘}’:’a::;;is agu:tlelitgalilt?xz??g t;t; house nor iE bthe sl:r«s:vs:tist ]::-S sai\(tilgth;::g
N to indi ¢ . Neighbors on e ,
found o th'e murd?:: 1;he had seen nobody about, and
OPPOSite’dwe(l;?h?:; th():: ‘i’ag hear({ Mr. Whybrow come hon:lein—
g nf his latchkey in the door was so regu}ar anhewlrf_ asgt_:.
the Scra}l:e . id, that you could set your watch by it fi;-l‘ ha pen ._
S?und’ ES?: d heard nothing more than the sound of the op o
gx-—but e ﬁfil the sergeant’s whistle. Nobody had bﬁen se(;,:; o
Li%efogeul?ouse or leave it, by fr(mtt or bi;lzra:fi (:S eAnlfgphe
i rints or o . ew
o demli ge?Plfoczl(‘)l‘lgéef:Otg: gl{:gilse, but he (fould ﬁn}(\l notgglg-
e (lin nyway his uncle possessed nothing worth stea f
mlSSlr}g;l . ieywin the house was untouched, and tfel;e ;v;re
B 'htt : E’n :ny 3(crlistzlu'bance of the property, or even ol siru
no signs o f anything but brutal and wanton murder. e D
N Slgr{;}? brow was known to neighbors and workﬁlangi =
MT. l'kagle home-loving man; such a man als1 couA mot hay
O enem '‘But then, murdered men seldom ave. relentles
one enemllmes.hate,s a man to the point of wanting t;]}' u];' n
scldom 0t to murder him, since to do that puts him t e)t(i_on
SeldOIP Wag Sthe olice were left with an impossible d51 ua o
suffelrlllr::g.to ?he mErderer and no motive for the mur ers.,-. onl
no ¢ |
e theg }:aie}z:se nﬂfd 2]?2‘ affair sent a tremor througél (Ifor;l o
. il rsand an electric thrill through all Mall(?n 1;1i et
B o ma der of two inoffensive people, not for ganild ?ln oL
Wair?g?u;nd the murderer, to whom, apparently, killing w
revenge;
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casual impulse, was at large. He had left no traces,
he had no companions, there seemed no reason why he should
Not remain at large. Any clearheaded man who stands alone and
has no fear of God or man, can, if he chooses, hold a city, even
a nation, in subjection; but your everyday criminal is seldom
clearheaded and dislikes being lonely. He needs, if not the sup-
somebody to talk to; his vanit

needs the satisfaction of perceiving at first hand the effect of hjs
work. For this he will frequent bars and coffee shops and other
public places. Then, sooner or later, in a glow of comradeship,

he will utter the one word too much; and the nark, who is every-
where, has an easy job.

But though the doss-houses and saloons a
“combed” and set with watches, and it was made known by whis-
pers that good money and protection were assured to those with

information, nothing attaching to the Whybrow case could be
found. The murderer clearly had no friends and kept no com-

and provided

nd other places were

noses, they became restive, and for four days each man of the

force was working his daily beat under a strain. On the fifth day
they became still more restive,

It was the season
children of the Sunday Schools;

She was not actually dead until half-
past six, but she was as good as dead from the moment she lef
her mother’s door. Somebody like a man, pacing the street

from
which the passage led, saw her come out; and from that mo

ment

points, ordering them here and there
in the tart tones of repressed rage, and berating the officer whose
beat the street was. “I saw you, Magson, at the end of the lane,
What were you up to there® You were there ten minutes before
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ion about keeping an eye
.” Magson began an explanation a
. tusrur:::gcious-tlc-;ooking character at that end, dbqu: thg;ﬁ:%f;:g:
gttxlt é;ﬁm short: “Suspicious characters be dfl:mﬁ) L E)l: don't want
icious characters. You wan to
%\(/)l lggii:)éogbzltff : and then this happens right where you ought
€ e e
ink what theyll say. —
to\];ﬁ‘tthl:Z ti;:ed of ill news came the crowd, p;:l(:] ande;)rt:;l
bld- and on the story that the unknown monsterd e;l aE)p ared
i, d this time to a child, their faces streaked t via g vith.
oots, ﬂ{_{l hate and horror, But then came the am}l}u ar.ltcle)mke
:rl:c(:lf: poolice, and swiftly they bro]lie upcol t].'u.f:tcrow;l(;i :nanezs i‘mm <
’ thickened into words, _.
ﬂ'le sergeantlivtrhomufrniuvrg sof 1“Right under _their noses.” .L'flter :
'Sldes' 'can;;owed that four people of the district, abovehsuspul:.:;)e::., .
E]c%lui)rzl:z«ad that entry at intervals of seconds l;ii;(l)re thzdmpll der,
N ing. None of them :
thing and heard nothing. .
a}?d cslfi‘i:i} zﬁ?ve lorgseen her dead. Non.e of them _had seen lz?tyl:‘?;tig |
inethe street except themselves. Again the police were .
i ith no clue. .
" m:l)twev:‘ l.tl:ge‘m:listrict, as you will rememl:.ver, was Ev:nbgretl;
o 1'l;)nic for the London public never yields to tha , but &
app tignsior’l and dismay. If these things were h{lg;llzemnegr -
?Ppli‘?iar streets, then anything might happellll. etx:: dgbaté'd
afef; in the streets, the markets, and tille s oPs;]-;—ws an bates
m T I3 . n
i took to bolting their wi rs
e }?n‘;i::;)tpli"(;l]v‘()ji? lgﬁls]k. OThey kept their chﬁdrend cloieﬁre ‘11.11:1:1];3:
a;l t'ri e. They did their shopping bei:ore darlf, an fv:at;; hod aimx
; ell —y-\;/hﬂe pretending they weren't watchmg—T o e returr
1?"ushy'r husbands from work. Under the cockney; s(tia.m mmor:
ous eIi nation to disaster, they hid an hourly forebo m%;d 3; the
o‘l‘:’_ Tes %g one man with a pair of hands, the structubre ahaken:-'
Wf ?l?ei? daily life were shaken, as they always cal} _t: lsa paken. b
. y man contemptuous of humanity and fearles;s 5) t1h : pea;:eébi"
be i orte |
ize that the pillars that supp _
beg'mrtl tl(:l :u?}?g:z}? they lived were mere straws that anybodgb(;(;:d
SOCIE. Ythat laws were powerful only so long as they welf.‘:ared,.:B'
sil:llaf the police were potent only so long as tl‘iey we;:) Jeared. |
tha weI: of his hands this one man l'lad made ad“i ole commy
t'f I:fo something new: he had made it think, and left it g p
S brisiages i der his first two strokes
hile it was yet gasping un . e
h A:lidtc}: ehni; ‘t‘;lhird. Conscious of the horror that his hands:h
e
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created, and hungry as an actor who has once tasted the thrill
the multitude, he made fresh advertisement of his presence;
and on Wednesday morning, three days after the murder of the
child, the papers carried to the breakfast tables of England the
story of a still more shocking outrage.
At 9:32 on Tuesday night a constable was on d

ﬁty in Jarnigan
Road, and at that time spoke

to a fellow officer named Petersen

n, of looking constantly behind him
and he was
3
his inquiry for anything seen. He
nothing, and passed on. His beat
from Clemming Street, and having
gain at 9:34 to the top of the
street. He had scarcely reached it before he heard the hoarse
voice of the sergeant: “Gregory! You there} Quick. Here’s an-
other. My God, it's Petersen| Garroted, Quick, call 'em up!”
ngling Horrors, of which there
were to be a fourth and g fifth; and the five horrors were to pass
into the unknown and unknowable, That is, unknown as far as

authority and the public were concerned. The identity of the
murderer was known, but to tw

¢ men only. One was the mur-
derer himself; the other was 4 young journalist,

This young man, who was coverin

saluted him, and answered

exclusive stories, for there were none to be

larly at the police station, and what little information there was
they shared. The officials were agreeable to them, but no more,

with them the details of each murder;
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; i tiveless Neil Cream
tive reminded them of tl-le mo .
mégtf}rleogv::‘::o: John Williams, and hinted that wm;l; ‘gfa: ;)]f:)r:ﬁ
311 hich would soon bring the business to an end; bu ut
tl‘?;:ew:vork he would not say a word. Th; Inlfpfct(])lr,nl::::r :;vne
lous on the thesis of Murder, ut wheneve :
gli‘:a:}(:gu ]]:rgaggg(e)d the talk toward what was being f;iio.nc; “i:n tel::'s
o mediglte matter, he glided past it. Whatever the. o c;ix :1 ey r;
H}r: were not giving it to newspapermen. The bus;mle)ss ]:11 fallen
;e‘;}\(rﬂy upon them, and only by a capture ma;}_l‘le' ]y t ; own
fforts could they rehabilitate themselves in o m?l gnd ;5] bl
. teem. Scotland Yard, of course, was at work, an ﬁ il the -
e: tion"s material; but the station’s hope was that they t emuse[:ul
fvzuld have the honor of settling thebaffalr; talllnd h:;zc:vili’ e
i he press might be in other cases, ; .
thl: :r(:r)llt)il:t;i(;ﬁ : l:it:{"eeau;pby a premature disclosure of their theo-
no |
e e d unded one interest-
t talked at large, and propo
ingS Otlglsr;e;%feinan:ther, all of which the newspapermen had
thoTl;Lnght c?lfntél er?l‘l:x‘:i‘s'zzn gave up these morning lectures otn :1}-::1
philosoghy of crime, and took to wa?fderingf atl])lout t::d:;;ei li ind.
i ight stories out of the effect of the m e
makln% llglggof the people. A melancholy job made more I:}feli?:ﬁ
nﬁrrlna by the district. The littered roadways, the cres athat_“._
choly Ythe bleared windows—all held the acid mls;ll;y it
houlf:: no sympathy: the misery of the frustra!:e'd p(.)et.h_ e gi:_
2:; was the creation of the aliegs, who :vﬂer; 1}111;1::1% sm :nzls $ou]d'..:
i ion because they had no settle , :
:1}:311{;15: Stgllc?enthe trouble to make a home where they could sett‘e
ith their wandering.
no';']%:;eo\,?;a:qlittle to be picked up. All he saw a(rlxd h?saﬁge:fii;;
indignant faces, and wild conjectures o.f the murderer’s i ity
::;dlg:f the secret of his trick offaﬁpga?lﬁg and q;:;gpe;:::lgn un
i cliceman himself had fallen a vi , de :
S'eens‘ osfntllf: f:rge had ceased, and the unknown was mi]wti:;;isi:f
:::}ll a cloak of legend. Men eyed ot%xﬁr men as th(]):fger L
. im. It might be him. They were no oking
{"t mlgh;nbsvlil:’;xad ttltxlegair of a Madame Tussatozd murderer; t‘_LIl(_:y_
vere ]l];oldng for a man, or perhaps some harridan wm-nan,air:‘l
‘}}nv:?done these particular murders. T]i?i“ thouigh:)selt(')a;lglg) ink
i et. Such ruffianism could scarcely ' E
g!r:au:l(;e rfz;eé%l:llil the bewildering cleverness of the thing, So the
’ .
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turned to Rumanian gypsies and Turkish carpet-sellers. There,
clearly, would be found the “warm” spot. These Eastern fellows-—
they knew all sorts of tricks, and they had no real religion—
nothing to hold them within bounds. Sailors returning from those
parts had told tales of conjurors who made themselves invisible;

Arab potions that were used

they were sure that he was a magician, they felt that it was
useless to look for him. He was a power, able to hold them in
subjection and to hold himself untouchable. Superstition, which
so easily cracks the frail shell of reason, had got into them. He
could do anything he chose; he would never be discovered. These
two points they settled, and they went about the streets in a
mood of resentful fatalism.

They talked of their ideas to the journalist in half-tones, look-
ing right and left, as though HE might overhear them and visit
them. And though ail the district was thinking of him and ready
to pounce upon him, yet, so strongly had he worked
that if any man in the street—say, a small man of commonplace
features and form—had cried “l am the Monster!”

e and figure, something unearthly
in his everyday boots, something unearthly about his hat, some-
thing that marked him as one whom none of their weapons could

by the sword of Faust, and so have given him time to escape? |
do not know; but so fixed was their belief in his invineibility that
it is at least likely that they would have made this hesitation,
had such an occasion arisen, But it never did. Today this com-
monplace fellow, his murder Just glutted, is still seen and ob-
served among them as he was seen, and observed all the time;
but because nobody then dreamt, or now dreams, that he was
what he was, they observed him then, and observe him now, as
People observe a lamppost.

Almost was their belief in his invincibility justified; for, five
days after the murder of the policeman Petersen, when the expe-
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i don
i inspiration of the whole detective force of Lon ‘
\r:g: iuirrlliduzzl‘);igohis identification and capture, he made‘ his
' trokes.
foﬁ};iilidof;ﬁ(};clsa that evening, the young newspalzeriﬁzn,a;gﬁ;
h bout every night until his paper was away, was sl ro t % along
L'mlf, ads Lane. Richards Lane is a narrow street, ?arthy as E"dential
l[(hg 3I'd artly residential. The young man was in tl e resi lentia
cction Phich carries on one side small working-class cottag o
el on ]‘;V ther the wall of a railway goods-yard. The greatd“trﬁ
o It)l'3 ?{et of shadow over the lane, and the shadow an the
huclll gv:rouasnoutline of the now deserted market iltatllsﬁgz:f 11; thz
aope ivi at had been turned to
appearanlfet\(:ri;:nli)‘;l;gﬂizﬁ:i tdl:eath. The very lamps, that elﬁewherl?
wore i b(:Jses of gold, had here the rigidity of gems, Tl:le Joi}rﬁ-?at
were “im this message of frozen eternity, was telling hm;‘se [that
Lsft:,vf;es lgfed of the whole thing, when in ong strotl;le :h;lex;;)se Zvrz:d
one pace and another, _
grzll:;i:;: Iivfal;ee I::l(t):ll]:c? 'l:)];:zt‘;:iigel? screzl:m and through the scream a
a i + !H |
voice[:_. ‘Hﬂg!cl:ﬁ{)d! {ﬁ:ﬂ?:ﬁat movement to make, th'e' lane c;:ll-lni
]:i""z’ OIXS though its invisible populace had been waltlfng onthe;, 2
oy, el‘l door of every cottage was flung open, and- rom hem
:ﬂi ;'rv:m the alleys poured shalcliowyt ﬁgclllress ri)geir(;talsnt ﬁ:?:mps';
d or so they stood a _ :.
an fomll'. Fowrh?s:ﬁ:;:ve them direction, and the flock of dshfﬁil: |
hen s pO{;CE the street, The journalist followed them, an ({;_ “
ows slﬁpe d“lilim’ From the main street and from surroun mg_._:
o Oge came, some rtisen from unfinished suppers, stomf
St:reetsb td?rg their ease of slippers and shirtsleeves, so.n;le $ ]1:;:5
dl_Stur o firm limbs, and some upright and armed with po ers
g “; of their trade. Here and there abm:'e the wa;ver g.
ol ﬂ:le tf? ngads moved the bold helmets of pnhcemen.- n ﬁ:&
Cl'ou 0 they surged upon a cottage whose doorway was r;:all; ced
e I‘1’1t and two constables; and voices of those el:) mk'__
e with “Get in! Find him! Run round theb 3(1:( 3
kel themll(f)’r’1 And those in front cried, “Keep back! Keep bac L
0‘:;:1113(::1 the fury of a mob held in thrail bI—):' u:}kl:aox:cz;?d
e spot. Surely this tim dd
broke 10053-;}? :;?;d};emogélgt u};)on the cottage; all er}nlerglgz
&O:uzic;lﬁérd its doors and windom; i.';m,d roof; .all tti};)lugg {:: :}V,aé
' is extermination. :
tl:)ﬂ(l):i Il:f::ansgvtxllea::; l:tl}(:c‘;n mr:ﬁfll\?: man saw the narrow, packed
n
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lane and the mass of struggling shadows, and all forgot to look
among themselves for the monster who never lingered upon his
victims, All forgot, indeed, that they, by their mass crusade of

this hampering of their work,
The journalist managed to struggle through to the cottage door,

spoon of rice pudding. The mother lay half under the table, her lap
i i . But in

of the public. They were helpless.

This was his fourth visit, making seven murders in all. He was
to do, as you know,

Why did he stop? Impossible to say. Why did he begin? Impossi-
ble again. It just happened like that; and if he thinks at all of
those days and nights, I surmise that he thinks of them as we
think of foolish or dirty little sins that we
hood. We say that they

I think, with this man,
There are plenty like him. Eugene Aram, after the murder of

Daniel Clarke, lived a quiet, contented life for fourteen years,
unbaunted by his crime and unshaken in his self-esteem, Dr.
Crippen murdered his wife, and then lived pleasantly with his
mistress in the house under whose floor he had buried the wife.
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Constance Kent, found Not Guilty of the murder of her young
brother, led a peaceful life for five years before she confessed.
George Joseph Smith and William Palmer lived amiably among their
fellows untroubled by fear or by remorse for their poisonings and
drownings. Charles Peace, at the time he made his one unfortu-
nate essay, had settled down into a respectable citizen with an
interest in antiques. It happened that, after a lapse of time, these
men were discovered; but more murderers than we guess are
living decent lives today, and will die in decency, undiscovered
and unsuspected. As this man will.

But he had a narrow escape, and it was perhaps this narrow
escape that brought him to a stop, The escape was due to an
error of judgment on the part of the journalist,

As soon as he had the full story of the affair, which took some
time, he spent fifteen minutes on the telephone, sending the
story through, and at the end of the fifteen minutes, when the
stimulus of the business had left him, he felt physically tired and
mentally disheveled. He was not yet free to go home; the paper.
would not go away for another hour; so he turned into a bar for
a drink and some sandwiches.

It was then, when he had dismissed the whole business from his
mind and was looking about the bar and admiring the landlord’s
taste in watch chains and his air of domination, and was thinking
that the landlord of a well-conducted tavern had a more comfort-
able life than a newspaperman, that his mind received from no--
where a spark of light. He was not thinking about the Strangling

Horrors; his mind was on his sandwich. As a public-house sand-
wich, it was a curiosity. The bread had been thinly cut, it was but-
tered, and the ham was not two months stale; it was ham as it:
should be. His mind turned to the inventor of this refreshment, the
Earl of Sandwich, and then to George the Fourth, and then to the
Georges, and to the legend of that George who was worried to know
how the apple got into the apple dumpling. He wondered whethe
George would have been equally puzzled to know how the ham go
into the ham sandwich, and how long it would have been before
occurred to him that the ham could not have got there unless some
body had put it there. He got up to order another sandwich, and in
that moment a little active corner of his mind settled the affair. If
there was ham in his sandwich, somebody must have put it ther

If seven people had been murdered, somebody must have bee

there to murder them. There was no aeroplane or automobile th

would go into a man’s pocket; therefore, that somebody must hav
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escaped either by runnin '
therefore— y g away or stand
He was visualizin : S,

, g the front-page sto PRI

» N t » :
ﬁ?srrz dl'i; h‘it}éeor.‘/ was correct, and if—a—arymaliizrhéz paper would
Itor had the necessary nerve to make a bold:l::'l;:l'fcml:_
. e, when

i_ng-- still; and again

the ragged discs of roadside uddles a
nd
i(}fi?}‘(‘),tor buses. He was certlz}iin that he l:l;d
woumaseirl:).\;e}:i', he was do'ubtful whether the policy of h;
prould PeTmit him to print it. It had one great fault. It s et
was impossible truth. It rocked the foundatl:onsw(?; ;:U o
ery-

::31111;:;1 }tll;(elnzh? gbi;:ii\%e. Tl]:;ay might believe that Turkish carpet-
ot ol the making themselves invisible. They would
As it happened, the
‘ ehed, they were not asked to, for the st
;;r;;l;eﬂ. ﬁs his ﬁ;_)aper had by now gone away, and ass (;:Z :)vv:: nour.
Y his refreshment and stimulated by his theory, he th:):?;l::

b :

W?S]yov:?l‘i{grﬁil; t\::]c; ﬁt. He wanted to spring his idea on this man
» and he was going to place himself with;

of a man armored in legends of dreadfulness and sgitfem';'?llllsl ::12(}:1]:

wasn't. He didn'’t think about the ri
A risk. He didn't thi i
l(juty to h1§ employers or loyalty to his paper. I}Ienv:atshmk al;ot_lt his
Y an instinct to follow a story to its end moved simply

He walked slowly from the tavern and crossed into Fingal Street

conversational phrase of the district: “Well seen anything of th
e

»

murderer?” The man sto ed t
- o look im; i
that the journalist was nzfthe mu:dej'};:rgztit hi;ehen, satisfied
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“Eh? No, nor's anybody else, curse it. Doubt if they ever will."
“] don’t know. I've been thinking about them, and I've got

an idea.”

“SO?”
“Yes. Came to me all of a sudden. Quarter of an hour ago. And

1'd felt that we'd all been blind. It's been staring us in the face.”

The man turned again to look at him, and the look and the
movement held suspicion of this man who seemed to know so
much. “Oh? Has it? Well, if you're so sure, why not give us the
henefit of it?”

“I'm going to.” They walked level, and were nearly at the end
of the little street where it meets Deever Market when the jour-
nalist turned casually to the man. He put a finger on his arm,
“Yes, it seems to me quite simple now. But there's still one point
I don't understand. One little thing I'd like to clear up. I mean
the motive. Now, as man to man, tell me, Sergeant Ottermole,
just why did you kill all those inoffensive people?” :

The sergeant stopped, and the journalist stopped. There was :
just enongh light from the sky, which held the reflected light of -
the continent of London, to give him a sight of the sergeant’s
face, and the sergeant’s face was turned to him with a wide smile
of such urbanity and charm that the journalist’s eyes were frozen -
as they met it. The smile stayed for some seconds. Then said the. .
sergeant, “Well, to tell you the truth, Mister Newspaperman, I
don't know. 1 really don't know. In fact, I've been worried about -
it myself. But I've got an idea—just like you. Everybody knows
that we can't control the workings of our minds. Don’t they?
Ideas come into our minds without asking. But everybody’s sup-..
posed to be able to control his body. Why? Eh? We get our:

rinds from lord-knows-where—from people who were dead hun- -
dreds of years before we were born. Mayn't we get oux bodies
in the same way? Our faces—our legs—our heads—they aren't:
completely ours. We don’t make ‘em. They come to us. And:
couldn’t ideas come into our bodies like ideas come into our:
minds? Eh? Can't ideas live in nerve and muscle as well as in:
brain? Couldn't it be that parts of our bodies aren’t really us,
and couldn’t ideas come into those parts all of a sudden, like
ideas come into ... into"—he shot his arms out, showing the..
great white-gloved hands and hairy wrists; shot them out s
swiftly to the journalist’s throat that his eyes never saw them—

“into my hands!”

sto
tro

nom

Whl




