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  About the Book


  In Whitechapel in 1888 at least five women were horribly murdered and mutilated. Their killer quickly became known as Jack the Ripper. Though there were many suspects, no one was ever caught, and over a hundred years later the world is still fascinated by the mystery.


  This book introduces a new suspect. It is a recently discovered memoir written in the 1920s by James Willoughby Carnac, a man who claims to have been Jack the Ripper. It covers his life from childhood to death, including his account of those terrible few months in 1888.


  There is information in this account that does not appear to be derived from contemporary newspapers or other publications, and the events of the time and the intricate geography of Whitechapel in 1888 are described with pinpoint accuracy. James gives a credible motive for becoming the murderer Jack, as well as for ending the murders. These all point to this account being genuine.


  This is a fascinating and intriguing piece of writing. Ultimately it is for you, the reader, to decide whether you believe the mystery has been solved at last, or whether this is one of the very earliest imaginings of the Ripper case. If so, as it was written in the 1920s, it is a fascinating piece of period writing and a worthy addition to the Ripper canon. We believe it is more than that. We believe you are about to read the words of Jack the Ripper himself.
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  A Note on the Provenance by Alan Hicken


  I own and run Montacute TV, Radio and Toy Museum in the village of Montacute in Somerset. You may be wondering what on earth this has got to do with a manuscript purporting to be written by Jack the Ripper, so let me tell you how I came to be involved.


  Just before Christmas 2007 I was contacted by Jean Caldwell. Her cousin Betty had recently moved into a home and had given her late father’s memorabilia to Jean as she no longer had room for it. Neither had Jean but she wanted to keep her Uncle Sydney’s collection together and preserve it in his memory. She initially approached an auction house with a view to selling it and they advised her to contact me. Jean’s uncle was none other than S.G. Hulme Beaman. This name may not mean much to many people these days but many more will recognize the name of his most famous creation, Larry the Lamb. Sydney was born in 1887 and died far too young in 1932. However, he packed a lot into his short life. In the 1920s he became known as a versatile book illustrator and produced a daily cartoon strip called Philip & Phido in a newspaper, but he was best known for his creation of Toytown, broadcast on the radio on BBC’s Children’s Hour and starring the famous Larry the Lamb. Sydney even played the part of Dennis the Dachshund in these episodes as he was also a talented actor.


  So of course I was extremely keen to have Sydney’s memorabilia in my museum, and I said as much to Jean. Her uncle died shortly after she was born so she has no personal memories of him but family memories describe him as being extremely sensitive (he once fainted1 when someone described a gruesome accident to him), introverted and a deep-thinker.


  Jean gave me a list of the items and a description of the collection, which included some of her uncle’s original work and some other materials, and we agreed a price for the entire collection. The day the large box arrived from Jean I was very excited; this was to be the first time I saw the items. I couldn’t wait to unpack the contents, which included original paintings of Larry the Lamb and the other characters of Toytown, hand-carved bandsmen and soldiers, first editions of published books containing his illustrations and various other items. Then, almost at the bottom of the box, was a very old-looking manuscript. Intrigued, I picked it up and as I turned over the first few pages the hairs on the back of my neck stood up and goose bumps appeared all over my body. After some explanatory remarks by, I assume, Sydney Hulme Beaman, I was reading an autobiography by someone called James Carnac, who claimed to be the world’s most notorious serial killer, Jack the Ripper himself!


  Needless to say as soon as I could I called Jean to ask her about the manuscript. She said she and Betty had discussed it and Betty believed it to be true but Jean had never read it as she felt it was too sinister. She did, however, hope that it would one day be published so that people could make up their own minds. This is the manuscript that you are about to read, an original historical manuscript from the 1920s that has never been published before.


  Alan Hicken

  Montacute TV, Radio and Toy Museum

  www.montacutemuseum.co.uk


  1 As told by Jean Caldwell when interviewed by Kate Smith.


  Introduction by Paul Begg


  This book is the autobiography of a man who claims that for a few short weeks when he was a young man he killed several women in Whitechapel.


  This book claims to be the autobiography of Jack the Ripper.


  The alleged author is James Willoughby Carnac, a man whose name is otherwise unknown, who is untraceable, and who may not have existed.


  This autobiography looks like a work of fiction. But things are never that simple.


  The manuscript appears to have been written between 1928 and 1930. It is in three parts with an ‘Explanatory Note’ by SGHB and an Epilogue. Part 1 is about James Carnac’s early life up to 1888. Part 2 concerns the events of 1888. Part 3 includes the Epilogue and does not seem to be written in the same style as the rest of the manuscript, in fact it feels like fiction, as I explain in greater detail in Appendix I. However, just because this part appears as fiction it does not mean the entire manuscript is fiction.


  The manuscript is real enough. As stated by Alan Hicken, it was found by him in a box of memorabilia belonging to Sydney George Hulme Beaman. The simple answer would be to assume that this is the work of Hulme Beaman but it is very hard to credit this to him. Whilst he was undeniably a creative writer of ability, one can’t easily imagine him in his office, an upstairs room in his home in Fulham, surrounded by illustrations and wooden carvings of figures from Noah’s Ark and Larry the Lamb, trying to put himself into the cynical, offensive and unorthodox mind of a man who murdered and eviscerated helpless prostitutes in the slums of London’s East End.


  It’s an image even more difficult to accept for those who know anything about Hulme Beaman. One anecdote told by his niece is particularly revealing about his character: ‘He was a very sensitive man who could not bear horrors,’ she said, and went on to describe how S.G. fainted at a family meal when someone described a gruesome local accident. So, do we really have an extraordinary novel written utterly against the character and entire literary oeuvre of Sydney George Hulme Beaman, or do we have something else, something genuinely intriguing? Did James Willoughby Carnac really exist, or is that a pseudonym chosen by the writer of the manuscript, or bestowed on him by Hulme Beaman?


  Or are we looking at something more complex, such as a genuine confession wrapped to look like fiction by Hulme Beaman or somebody else?


  It is for you to decide.


  Paul Begg is an eminent crime historian and a noted authority on Jack the Ripper. He was given the manuscript to read in 2010 and has written an extremely detailed analysis of it, going into details on the questions it raises as well as giving background information on the time and the characters involved. This analysis appears at the end of the book in Appendix I.


  Explanatory Remarks.


  As executor of the will of the late James Carnac I feel it incumbent upon me to preface the extraordinary narrative comprising the body of this manuscript by a few words of my own. Primarily I desire to emphasize that which will, no doubt, be obvious; namely: that I can produce no evidence touching the truth or otherwise of what Mr Carnac calls his autobiography. I can accept no responsibility whatever for his statements. His confession, or claim, to the authorship of those atrocities which horrified London in the year 18801 is not, I should imagine, susceptible to proof; though one or two of the incidents he records  apart from the actual atrocities  I know to be true. And the confession  if it can be so regarded  is valueless, I understand, from a legal standpoint in as much as it is unwitnessed; I do not feel constrained, therefore, to place it before the police authorities.


  I must admit to great diffidence in even attempting to obtain publication of the manuscript; first, because it is not unlikely that any publisher to whom I submit it may regard the whole thing as a hoax either on my part or on the part of Mr Carnac  though it is difficult to understand why Carnac should have devoted the final periods of his life to a compilation designed to identify himself, untruthfully, with the most atrocious assassin of modern times; but secondly, and of more importance, is the fact that, in my estimation at least, the narrative is in very questionable taste. Had this been a confession couched in terms of contrition it would, I think, have been more acceptable, but it clearly is not. Throughout the whole runs a streak of cynical and macabre humour or facetiousness which I find rather distasteful. To me who knew the man this is typical of him, and I can appreciate that if he was ‘Jack the Ripper’ his terrible atrocities would have been carried out exactly in the spirit which his style of writing suggests.


  My personal view, for what it is worth and after carefully studying the manuscript, is that James Carnac was in actual fact ‘Jack the Ripper’; but with that belief I must couple the conviction that on one point at least he was insane. I will not labour this, but I feel sure that a similar opinion will be formed by other readers of the manuscript.


  In common with other associates of Carnac I always regarded him as unpleasantly eccentric. He held, we were frequently reminded, unorthodox and peculiarly offensive views on certain vital matters. I know that to speak thus of a man recently dead is to be deplored, and I should not do so were it not that the statements made or implied in his own manuscript render any reservation on my part unnecessary.


  As he shrewdly surmised, we ascribed his cynical outlook on life to his physical disability; for he had lost a leg in early manhood (as he explains in his manuscript) and on this account we made many allowances for his vitriolic tongue.


  The manuscript came to me, as Carnac’s executor, with his other effects; it was enclosed in a sealed packet and attached to the exterior of this was a letter requesting me to send the packet unopened to a certain firm of literary agents. Clearly I could not fulfil this wish blindfold; I could not accept the responsibility of parting with a package of unknown contents without sanction of the probate authorities. Such a course might have entailed unforeseen legal complications. I therefore opened the package and read the contents; and since it appeared to me to have little intrinsic value I decided I could not shirk that other responsibility imposed by my acceptance of the executorship.


  I propose therefore to consult with the literary agents whose names were specified by Carnac with a view to at least attempting to fulfil his wishes regarding publication.


  In conclusion I should say that I have, after due deliberation, removed and destroyed certain portions of the manuscript which contained details particularly revolting to me. I have little medical knowledge, but these passages were, apart from the general tone of the manuscript, sufficient to convince me that if the narrative is to be accepted as a truthful autobiography the writer must be regarded unquestionably as suffering from a form of insanity.


  Apart from the deletions to which I have referred this narrative is presented exactly in the form in which it came to me, even to the cynical dedication.


  H.B.


  1 See discussion on this point here.


  Dedicated with admiration and respect to the retired members of the Metropolitan Police Force in spite of whose energy and efficiency I have lived to write this book.


  Part 1


  Preface.


  When a man has attained to any degree of note or notoriety he becomes afflicted by the itch to write his autobiography. I question whether the months of labour involved in carrying out such a task are often justified by the result, unless we regard as that result the mere satisfaction achieved by the autobiographer in writing continuously about himself to the extent of some seventy thousand words. So few of these autobiographers have anything of interest to say apart from the more or less technical interest attached to the narration of the steps and line of conduct which led the subject to eminence.


  It is true that certain autobiographers may mildly amuse us by retailing the witty thing Sir Herbert Tree  or some such famous person  said to the autobiographer, and so forth; or it may pander to our love of scandal by vilifying the autobiographer’s contemporaries. But, on the whole, I feel that the frame of mind in which the autobiographer sets about his thankless task is the frame of mind in which the club bore button-holes me and tells me of the wonderful things he has done, the witty things he has said and what a clever fellow I must understand him to be.


  Why then am I setting to work, at the age of nearly sixty-nine, to write my autobiography? Mainly, I think, because I have been nursing an exciting secret for forty years; I have had to guard that secret during my lifetime but there is a certain satisfaction in feeling that I can arrange for its disclosure after my death. And there have been so many speculations regarding the identity and motives of Jack the Ripper that I feel it to be almost a duty finally and definitely to put those questions to rest. And I may also be influenced by another matter. In several of the numerous articles which have appeared from time to time Jack the Ripper has been dogmatically described as a homicidal maniac; this statement has been made so often, in fact, that its truth seems now to be almost universally assumed. I recently observed an article in a popular encyclopaedia which refers to: ‘Jack the Ripper, a homicidal maniac who …’ etc. It may be that I grow touchy as the years increase, but I must admit that statements of this nature tend to irritate me.


  The fact of this matter is that the writers of articles on Jack the Ripper  and I have heard that a story about him need never remain unsold  have either too much imagination or no imagination at all. In the former category are those who weave theories of extra ordinary ingenuity; in the second are those who, being unable to apprehend any human actions which depart from their own standard of smug normality, fall back upon the old phrase  a homicidal maniac.


  Forty years have elapsed since a mention of Jack the Ripper was sufficient to cause a shudder, not only in the East End of London, but in all parts of this country. A shudder based not altogether upon a horror of murder  as it is technically called  for many murders have been committed which have aroused no more than a rather pleasant excitement; but based more upon a shrinking awe of the unknown. For J.R. was not only a killer; he was a mysterious and bizarre killer, and in his efficiency (though I say it myself), his ubiquity and yet his uncanny invisibility, he appeared to the popular imagination to embody in his unseen personality the attributes of a ghoul. From my own recollection of the period I am able to say that, incredible as it may now seem, J.R. was actually regarded as a supernatural being by the less enlightened members of the community.


  Now when a personality takes on this apocryphal aspect it is very difficult for the ordinary unimaginative person to conceive of him as a human man who was born, eats, loves and laces his boots. He cannot realize that that being has his thoughts and feelings and his own personal perception of the universe; being incomprehensible, the unknown must be a maniac.


  And so it may come as a surprise to some that J.R. was a human man and that what he did was due to reactions which simply differed in some respects from the reactions of his fellows.


  I need hardly say that my name is not Jack. I have given some thought to the question whether I should disclose my name at once or reserve it as a bonne bouche for the end of the record. But I have decided, mainly by the thought that I may never live to complete the work, to enjoy in imagination the sensation which the early mention of my name will afford to my associates. My name is James Willoughby Carnac.


  ‘What, our Carnac!’ I can hear old So-and-so saying at the club. ‘It can’t be!’ And then he will scrabble over the pages until he perceives my portrait (which I hope will be reproduced in the book). ‘Why it is!’ he will cry. ‘But it can’t be! This is a joke. Why I have sat opposite Carnac in this smoking-room every day for years!’


  But I assure you, my dear old friend So-and-so (I feel it would be unfair to specify your name and so fling your body to the reporters), that it is no joke. At least, not the kind of joke you have in mind. You may hardly be able to credit it at first, perhaps because you have read that J.R. was a homicidal maniac, and old Carnac was obviously sane. Why he could play bridge! But, leaving out this question of lunacy, surely you must realize that J.R. did actually exist? That he met people; sat next to them in trams and theatres; bought things in shops. And he became prominent only forty years ago, you know. What possible reason can you have for assuming that he did not live out his three score years and ten? People do; you are no spring chicken yourself, my dear So-and-so, if you will forgive my mentioning it.


  When you have read this account and discovered that it contains nothing incongruous nor, in fact, anything you cannot yourself confirm with a little trouble, will you, I wonder, feel horrified? No; I suspect your sensation will be pride. You have had the extraordinary privilege of talking almost daily to J.R. for nearly fifteen years without knowing it; what a topic of conversation is now presented to you!


  I think, by the way, I should enclose with my manuscript a request that the six complimentary copies, which I understand are usually presented to an author by his publisher, be sent to the club. Otherwise my autobiography may never penetrate to that backwater.


  Since this autobiography will not be published until after my death I can allow myself entire freedom in writing, bearing in mind, however, that convention has set certain bounds upon what is permissible. This book is not intended to be read aloud to the family circle, but on the other hand I do not want it impounded by the police. But although I may have to touch delicately upon one or two matters, there is this point: I have no relatives and no one need suffer, therefore, as a result of the obloquy which (society being constituted as it is) will attach to my name. And I have been careful not to refer by name to any person who is, to my knowledge, at present living.


  As regards the ultimate publication of the manuscript: this has cost me much thought. But I am not without resource and a little ingenuity will, I think, overcome the difficulty. After all, there are such things as literary agents, and if my executor does not get involved over some difficulty with probate I see no reason why the plan which I have dimly evolved should not be successful. At least the manuscript should get as far as a publisher’s office if my executor honourably fulfils my instructions and does not allow curiosity as to what it is he is dealing with to master him. As to any profits arising from publication, these must go with my other assets which, having no relatives, I am leaving to a charitable institution connected with animals. At least that has been my intention; but recently it has occurred to me to alter my will and to leave everything to the Police Orphanage. The idea rather appeals to me.


  Before closing this somewhat rambling preface it is necessary for me to say a few words regarding conversations in this book. Truthfully to reproduce these verbatim after a lapse of forty or fifty years is obviously impossible; but a book devoid of conversational matter is, to my mind, dull; it lacks anything approaching vividness. The conversations here are therefore ‘reconstructed’, being based upon the gist of the matter spoken of and clothed in the characteristic dictions of the people concerned as I recall them. In some special instances, however, the words actually used have remained fixed in my memory despite the passage of years; Mrs Nicholl’s remarks about her canary, for example. And when I mention Martha Tabron’s ejaculation of ‘Oo Gawd!’, which she managed to utter through my clenched fingers when the light caught the blade of my knife, I am reporting actual fact. She said exactly that, no less and  no more.


  And a last word to the general reader. This is not put forward as a work of literature, but simply as a record of the main incidents of my early life. I make no pretence to any literary ability, and skilled writers are not made at the age of sixty-nine.


  Chapter 1.


  I WAS BORN at Tottenham, at that time a new suburb  if, indeed, it could have been called a suburb of London at all. My first childish recollections of the place are associated with bricks and mortar and muddy gashes cut into the green fields; our own house was, I think, quite a new one. It was a double-fronted, semi-detached house, the last of a row of six; its left side adjoined a field owned by a dairy farmer and into this field small parties occasionally came to picnic, lighting furtive fires in dangerous proximity to our wooden fence. When detected, the picnic parties were chivvied from the field by the farmer with whom my father was glad to co-operate fearing, as he did, that sooner or later his fence would be set on fire. This disaster never, in fact, happened; but many were the arguments carried on over our fence. Several of these ended by my father dousing the illegal fire with a pail of water and on such occasions I felt that only the intervening fence saved my father from savage reprisals at the hands of the trippers. I learned to view with excited anticipation the advent of strange parties to our neighbour’s field.


  My father was a doctor who, no doubt, considered he was exercising wise foresight in renting a house in what appeared to be a rapidly expanding district. But in spite of this his practice was, I now know, but a small one for many years; not until relatively late in life was he ever free from grave financial anxiety.


  Our house was built on the plan held, in those days, to be convenient. It contained three reception-rooms and a comparatively large number of bed-rooms of small size, the builder, presumably, being determined to make adequate provision for the results of the procreative enterprise common at that period. As our household was limited to myself and my parents, a large proportion of the rooms was never used.


  The lower front room on the left-hand side of the entrance-hall, or ‘passage’, was utilized by my father as a surgery; the room behind it which communicated by folding-doors was fitted up as a dispensary. Into this room I was strictly forbidden to enter under any circumstances, but secret violation of orders had shown me that it contained shelves bearing innumerable bottles of varying size and fascinating appearance. The not unpleasant smell which proceeded from this Blue Beard’s chamber permeated the whole of the lower floor and could occasionally be detected in the upper rooms.


  My father, as I first remember him  if such a definite term can be applied to so indefinite a thing as the gradually dawning perceptions of a child  was a tall, thin man, wearing a fair moustache which extended into ‘mutton-chop’ whiskers. Later he adopted gold-rimmed spectacles, for his eyes were weak and his sight was probably affected by his habit of poring over a microscope during his periods of evening leisure. When I cast my mind back to those very early days I picture him crouching over the recently cleared tea-table, one side of his face red from the reflected light of the fire, the other green from the illuminated shade of an oil-lamp standing beside the microscope down which he was peering. Or I see him fiddling with small tweezers and little circles of almost incredibly thin glass, or, with a glass tube, drawing up drops of dirty-looking water from a collecting-bottle which, to my eye, contained nothing else but green weed. When, these drops being placed in a reservoir slide under the microscope, I was sometimes invited to look, I would never believe that the strange, moving creatures which swam across my field of vision had come from the bottle. My father’s proficiency in producing these things from nothing at all astonished me and yet, somehow, it did not carry with it increased feelings of pride in him; in some curious way I acquired the idea that the talent he displayed in this magical procedure was one inherent in all adults.


  My father’s microscopic hobby coloured the Sunday morning walks which I took with him into the country lanes near our house. A favourite walk was to a place called Clay Hill, and my father always carried with him on these occasions a telescopic walking-stick which I considered a miracle of ingenuity. To the extended end of this he would attach, by means of a screwed-on ring, a collecting-bottle and this he would dip into any pond or ditch which lay along our course, transferring the ‘catch’ to one of the other bottles bulging in his pockets. He wore on these walks, in place of his professional top-hat, a cap with ear-flaps tied above the crown with tape: this headgear he persisted in assuming in spite of the protests of my mother who considered it to be unseemly for a man in my father’s ‘position’ to go out on a Sunday morning in such a thing.


  My mother’s frequently expressed views as to what was, or was not, respectable formed a large part of my early home training. I am thinking now of the time when I was about seven or eight years of age, a period during which the lower orders ‘knew their place’; when those members of the middle-class community above the social status of the ‘working man’ (who, however, was a working man in those days) were oppressed by the fear that by a breach of conventional conduct the demarcation of class might become blurred. The ‘lower orders’ were largely uneducated  quite a large proportion were unable to read or write  they received, from their betters, tips of two-pence for casual services with apparent gratitude, and they lived, ate and bred like animals  though, on the whole, fairly respectful animals. And I believe that they were, in their unthinking animal way, more content than is the so-called working man of today.


  To be guilty of any act or habit such as might be ascribed to the lower classes was, my mother drilled into me, a matter of special shame. She was more disturbed by conduct on the part of my father or myself which seemed ‘low’ than by any other manifestation; and her conventional religious views were, I think, based more upon what seemed ‘respectable’ than upon any conviction of divine benevolence. Her abhorrence of an atheist or free-thinker was due less to the realization that he might be an outcast from God than to the fact that his convictions were held to be not respectable convictions.


  Strangely enough my mother was not, to me, such a definite personality as my father, although I was, I suppose, more in her company. She had little to say apart from her outbursts on matters of religion and convention to which I have alluded. She moved quietly about on her household duties in a mood which may have been either sullenness or apathy  I cannot say. And she was much given to furtive weeping. It was not until I reached the age of, I suppose, ten that I realized that my father’s ‘habits’ were the cause of this, and some further years elapsed before I knew the habits in question were connected with drink. It is quite evident to me now that he drank steadily and persistently and this, no doubt, accounted to some extent for his lack of professional success.


  I can touch but lightly upon these very early years for the memory of them is fitful, and the trivial incidents I am able to recall can have but little interest. I will pass over the period of my first schooling at what must have been, I think, a ‘dame’s’ or church school, and try to describe my first boys’ school to which I was sent at the age of about twelve.




End of sample
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=

organtam
the ago of twenty he is killed in & futile war.

8 sity g puinfully md Teboriualy buttt; for i

ears, cnturies perhaps, princes, architects, artists and

Slaves Lavish upon it Choth wealth and toil wAbil ab lash

£ stands comloted, o momment to men's enorey and offic-
rihquake destroys 1t in @ day.  Again why?

ok our Dhtiosogmers. the picsose oF suek srust e

wanton events; they will tell you they do not kmow. — Ask

our parsons; they will tell you that God moves in @ myster-

ious ways; or, in othor words, that they do not know.  sut

toncy.
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10 40 be deplared, nd T should aot do 60 Tere 1t not that the
it Bt B o S e
S4iom on Ry part men

B e R i ey
1166 t6'nis pryeten) dhesbility; for he Dad lovt  lep in esriy
manhood (ms he explains in his manuscript) and on this account we
Tade pany allomanges for his vitriolse tongue

i Sanusorips stas o me, 84 Girmaols exscutor, with his
ater affasss; It me snolosed.in.a sealed Packet and attached
$7% the extarior of tnie wia  TEter requesting me to send. the
Tacket mapesed o & sersaln fira of 1iterary agente: Olearly
¥ eould not Fulfil this wish blindfold; T oould not sccept the
Foupanetiiiisy of parting with a packige of umknown sontants ¥ithout
oyt of the robite Suthoritiee:  Suh & sourse Bight have
entatled tnforeteen logal souplioetions, 1 therefars opemed the
Dackage and reud the contonta) and sinso 1t appeared to me S0 have
TAeehe ntrinede value T desided T Sould not shirk that other
Fesponsiiiiisy tapesed by % Seceptance of the executaranip:

F beobese tharetory b sousuls ith the literdry sgente’ whose
smsen ore spesiFied by Gurnbe with & vier 1o at Least Atvespting
to fulfil his wishes regarding pubjication.

o sonelusion I should sy thas I mave, sttor dus doliboratian,
rézored ana desiroyed sortain portions of the sanoscript which con-
SRR S s e Tty i,
Caomibdgar s Spurt trsa the genaral ome of
e amemairont, eufFibiont.ss sonvinee as that Lf the serrative 18
10be ecopted”aa s bruthtul sutobiography the writer 2ust be ragari-
52 Unaertionably as suffaring froa & fors of insanity.

iar rem e delticns o ich 1 heve reforad s rarraine
A s ecacthy a the Fora Ln which 3¢ ovms 40 28, even 40
th eyniont dodieation.

BB,
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EPILOGUS.
A Goroner's Charge to & Jury.

Well, gontlemen, you have nem hoard all the availabis.
gvidence and 1t now rémains for you to deoids how this mal
fortunate gentleman came by his death and o res
dlot ascordingly.
s to the identity of tho remains: I think you
that no doudt exists that they are those of Mo.
I noed not point out to you that
en impossible; 1t has been your
unploasant duty to view the remains, and you know Ghab

o Lulalady of the Ranen,
th tire the only oocupanta of tha touss were nepseri ser
sata inie and lix” Gurnao. - ir. Oanac wes Aot
Sendira' 1% praotiei1dy eestels tost
s Hiage of . Gathas) ‘ens 1t b
the ovtdeme of Dr: Shors.vhe has seassd
358 Sonatng avo those o3 a man 47
Duild and widh  might log Bissing.  fad we bhve bocn Eeta
by ra: Hamlett snd Miande Weisheoinat he. Gemmas et it
ot jog:
= Now as regards the cause of death. lMrs. Hamlett has
gtven hor eviduice vory slasely ana dissotty, bue Ferie il
Sast run over. the main peists Leein:
avonng of Fabruaxy the. shird Nis. famletepus ubiecien g
£75614, on taoouat of whioh sho Tatired seely, ho Sring, Y
Baving inaly mized hor s laes oF sreg. 3
Einlott dranic the Sizbure aed retired o he
£oum on’the'growsd-loor;  she Zound the Secs ves
Bot, 5 tho Suastove had bown ALLght For some. pime e
unfdthe gho out: - 1t then oseucred. oo Memtiat i
Bcts bedrots vould be sxiremely solds ‘she picres restoisas
IL6 io'gas-Tire, Slosed the dovr and rotuenid. vo s
roon.

Yow wp to that potnt, gentlemen, the evidemos is pors
Sootly Gloae. ks, Baulete statas. sitve. eomecioatsy TosE
sho 156 M "Carnacls Ghentire;  that it was perning o spadt.
Balf tho Rl strengths when sho Teft. tho meon. Lo pave
s0en chat lady and Heard hor give svidence, and if Jour fu-
Bonaion ta siniler to =y s yon il agrdo. Shas abe is met,
Boa'sont of o Vould ouselorsiy Garn cn the gas

on as.
tho room without 1ighting 1t; in fact 16 1o &
1

and To
1ittle Aifficult to ses how any sane person could db such
A_thing. W san take it, T think, that the gas-fire was
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EXPLANTORY REMARKS.

As executor of the will of the late Jaes Garnac I feel it
Sacusbent upon me to proface the extracrdinary marrative compris-
ing the body of this ssnuscript by & few mords of my omn.  Primar-
11y I desire %o eaphasize that which will, no doubt, be cbvious;
nazely: that I can produce no evidence touching the truth or
otherwise of what Ur. Carpac calls his sutobiography. I cen me-
cept no responsibility whatever for his stateents. fia confes-
sion, or claim, to the authorship of thoss atrocities which hor-
rified London in the year 1380 is not, I should ipagine, suscopt-
1ble to proot; though one or tao of ihe sooidents he records -
apartfron the actual atrooities — I know to te trus. And the

conf

ion -- if 4t can bs so regarded — ls valuel
stand, frozia legal standpoint inasalch as it is unwitnessed; I
do not feel constrained, therefore to place it befors the police
authoritis

T aust adait to great diffidence in even &ttespting to ob-
tain publication of the manuscript; firstly because it is not
unlikely that any publisher to whom I submit it may regard the
whols thing as & hosx either on Ty part or on the part of lir.
Carnac - though it is diffioult to understand why Carnec should
bave devoted the final periods of his 1ife to & cospilation dosign-
ed to dentify hisself, untruthfully, with the most atrocious ms-
sassin of modern tines; but secondly, and of more importance, is
the fact that, in y estisation at least, the narrative is in very
questionable taste. Had this been a confession couched in terzs
of contrition it would, I think, have been more acceptable, but it
clesrly s not. Throughout the whole runs  streak of cynical
and sacebre husour or facetiousness which I find rather distaste-
fal. 7o me who imew the zan this is typical of him, and I can
appreciste that Af he was *Jack the Ripper his terrible atrooit-
Sas would have been carried out exactly in the spirit waich his
style of writing suggests

My personal view, for what it is worth and after carefully

ing the manuacript, is that James Carnac was in sctusl fact
Jack the Ripper®; but with that belief I must couple the con
viction that on one point at least he was insane. I will mot
labour this, but I feel sure that a siatlar opinion will be foraed
by other readers of the msnuscript.

In comzon nith other associates of Carnsc I always regarded
hia as unoleasantly eccentric. He held, we wers frequently re
ainded, unorthodox and peculiarly offensive vie certain
vital satters- I know that to speak thus of a san recently dead
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PART 1L,

CHAPTER 13,

In the Summor of the year 1885 I was Living in roons 7
in Honclotta Stroat, Covent Gerdon: 1 shall not sention |
the numDor of the houss, Dut it 15 one on the Eiht-nead
21do a3 one walks torarde the Narket. kv landiidy wes an
olerly widow, rather atout, vory taikative, bat & kimelys
and sotherly doul. she kept my rooas spatiessiy ciemar
Ealnly @ her porional efforts, for aLthough a.9oung meide
of<allwork lurked sosehore in the lower socessas ot
the building her contact with the "gontlenen
ay fellon logger) m
atar-jugs and heavy trays, and the cisuning and ceveening
Of boots.  drs. D., my landiady, Qusted, sade my sed any
carvied in and scringed m meals

£ her to Loogers I was, 1 think, regarded by Urs.
D. with the most consideration, for I wis Financially
indogendent; and the monoyed drons 1s alwaye, s this
WOrld, treated with more respect than the workes.  In the |
Sopuldrovion the posanasion of money ¥oula sess 1o gestuiete |
inteinsio merit in the sosseasor. I hud inhertied sy

uncle's éavings in adaitlon to my fathor's money,-and the
comDIned capital as, and 15, Sufficient to srovide me.
#ith @ confortable thco ..g

e e , & deon i
pas fully otoipita. 3 dha mob iite” tan AP eE e
Froung san Soost Somms 1 vee o thor aiosisaand e :
fiiemvagat, Mt o compmeetively young ma 1 took A0
1i50ke Slosiure 1n' e Flippiaear e e L teck
®as that of the stulent, and réading and drawing were my ©
Tttt iematiar :
vt e
e S e e
e L e T
Lint GE ok arassen Tuteebe oue seesone T ot e
huce Giit oo e tuae R e i e i
EEf o 1
In pursuit of my hoboy of drawing I expiored many o






