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Well, this is late. Very late. Things happen, zines take time, even I get tired. I’m very happy to say that this
issue is now here and has more stuff in it than I expected. The next issue of ExHall will hopefully be done in time
for SteamCon. I hope so. There’s plenty of time and a lot of stuff to review and talk about before that happens.
SteamCon’ll be my first Steampunk convention since Nova Albion 2011. I miss the costumes, the conversation, the absolute sense of AWESOME that comes with ‘em and it’ll be nie to see my Seattle folks again. I think
I’m speaking, I haven’t heard back from ‘em yet, but I will certainly be doing an episode or two of #HardCopyPodcast while I’m there.
Been getting s lot of books lately, which I enjoy, but I am realising that I’m not exactly great at the whole
reading fast thing, which is pretty much what it takes to be a reviewer. I guess I’m not a reviewer. I’m more of a
guy who reads a book and writes about it. Maybe that’s what a reviewer is. Maybe...
The biggest thing that’s happened in the time between this and the last issue? Well, that’s probably WorldCon in Chicago. I love me some WorldCon, and this year your intrepid co-editors were both nominated for 4
Hugos each. After winning for The Drink Tank last year, we weren’t expecting anything this year, and that’s exactly what we got. The Drink Tank got the most nominations for Best Fanzine, which is always nice, and came in
second. It was one of those rare moments when someone else winning was even better than winning myself. Mo
Starkey, whose art shows up in this issue as well as most issues of The Drink Tank. She won and I was so excited!
I ran up to her and hugged her big time right after John Scalzi announced her na,e. She makes 5 members of
BASFA to have their own Hugos (Artist Fran Wu, Best Fanzine, Fan Writer and Semi-Pro winner Cheryl Morgan,
and James and I) so that’s great, but Mo’s been so nice to me, giving so much art, that I could never so thank you
enough...
... of course, getting a Hugo might start! She also mentioned me and a conversation we had where I said
I could get her a Hugo, which was a conversation that not only happened, but happened exactly the way she described it on stage!
Also, Nail Gaiman made a joke about The Best Dramatic Presentation nomination we had1 He said it was
a recreation of The Awards Ceremony of The Daleks. I love that!
So, a focus of this issue is a look at the Whitechapel Murders and the perpetrator of said Jack the Ripper. Saucy Jack. Naughty boy, he was. I’ve spent much of my life fascinated by the story of
Whitechapple in the fall of 1888. You heard the name Jack the Ripper all the time on TV growing up in the 1970s
and 80s. There were movies and various TV progammes were all talking about the Ripper, and then came 1988,
the 100th anniversary of the crimes. There were movies (one including Michael Caine) and there was a TV special
that drew me in. We had it on video tape and it lasted well into the 1990s. I’ll be reviewing it later because it is
currently on Hulu!
This issue isn’t all about Jack, there are a few reviews (much over-due in running!) and a couple of other
articles, but there’s always Jack, lurking around the corner. I hope you enjoy it!

Soulless - The Manga by Gail Carriger and Rem
At San Diego Comic Con in 2010, it was announced that
the Gail Carriger novel Soulless would be turned into a manga,
with Rem, who previously has worked on Tokyopop’s Vampire
Kisses, looking after the artistic duties. The book was published in
chapters on the online manga magazine Yen+plus (http://www.
yenpress.com) and now it’s being collected by Orbit.
Soulless is the story of a strong young woman, Alexia
Tarabotti, armed with a silver tipped parasol. Set in a Victorian
era where ghosts, vampires and werewolves co-exist with humans,
it begs to be in manga form. There is a mildly steampunk-ish element to the stories, but it’s the wonderful clash of literary genres
here which makes Soulless so endearing, perhaps owing more to
Wodehouse than Austen and not getting too hung up on brass
goggles. The story relies on smart witty writing and a wonderful
protagonist facing many difficulties in the society that is mildly
more complex than the historical one we know.  Alexia has every
right to be feisty; as well as her intelligence, she is a preternatural able to transform the male of the supernatural realms into human
form and make them vulnerable to mortal injury, a rare ability.
She is soulless.
The manga quickly introduces Alexia as she sits with her
intolerable family, as such they are, and remembers an incident
from the previous night, where she killed a vampire. This involved the Lord Conall Maccon, who is a werewolf,
while also being in charge of the Bureau of Unnatural Registry a branch of Her Majesty’s Civil Service. We get
to meet some very interesting characters. Lord Akeldama, a flamboyant vampire friend of Alexia, and Countess
Nadasdy, queen of the Westminster hive. It soon becomes apparent that a pack of werewolves has gone missing
and someone is biting to metamorphosis vampires who have no understanding of etiquette and are ‘roves’.
There is much unease, as Alexia as a preternatural is the enemy of the supernatural, although she works
well with Lord Maccon, who finds her as beautiful as he does meddlesome. The story takes some lovely twists, using Victorian interests to great benefit.
The manga’s artist Rem (Priscilla Hamby) is an American who grew up in Texas, and came to prominence
by winning a number of prizes, including the prestigious Kodansha’s Morning International Manga Competition.
She was the first North American to do so and get published for the Japanese audience.
Her artwork for Soulless is perfect. She has a very fine line, and a great eye for detail when needed; her architecture and technical elements show real beauty, while her skill at portraying the human form is without doubt.
I was especially impressed by her lavish efforts of period elements, be it the costumes or carriages, and her skill at
allowing the story to flow is apparent. There were a number of fully painted pages at the beginning, and this was a
terribly unfair tease, as her fully painted artwork is to the highest calibre, but it in no way made me feel that I was
receiving anything but black and white art of the highest order.
There has been for some time the realisation that good prose will make a good comic, be it Stephen King’s
The Stand, or Gunslinger series, Orson Scott Card’s Ender’s Game or Donald Westlake’s Parker, and I am pleased
that Carriger’s prose has been given this treatment, and in such a caring and delightful way.
Overall, this is a really enjoyable read. Alexia is a wonderful character and one can only hope that the rest
of the series receives the same treatment.

Reviewed by James Bacon

The Steampunk Literary Review
Geofff Banyard, or Dr Geoff as he is more colloquially known, is a regular face on the convention circuit
and well known amongst the Steampunking fraternity. His artwork has a particular style, his posters of Dirigibles, being highly sought after, their fantastic detail and infernal workings easily capturing the imagination.
His artwork was displayed last year at the Kew Steam Museum, during their Steampunk exhibit. He is
affable, and sits by a table, with all types of goodness for sale, from prints, artwork, badges, creations, to mugs
emblazoned with the letter T.
He is friendly, mildly irreverent and never takes anything too seriously, in fact I enjoyed him trying to
explain to an impassioned soul, that a particular three letter acronym, changes depending on the situation. This
is the best part of steampunk, fanciful historical good natured nonsense.
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Dr Geoff has pulled together a variety of comics, cartoons, illustrations, a story, comic strips, added fairy
wings in a number of appropriate places, removed clothing in a number of inappropriate ways, and thus one finds
The Steampunk Literary Review a real miscellany of his work.
This is a made up title, which doesn’t do what it says, and just collects the work of Dr. Geoff and splendid
work it is too. I think its the way that its a selection rather than anything structured that adds a level of fun, and
he squeezes a considerable amount into this very professional full colour glossy magazine, including adverts for
the incredible, cigarette pin up cards cards of whimsey and artistic delights.
Dr. Geoff has a clever way of telling a short joke, he has a cartoonists ability to get some good gags across
in a few panels, he also seems to enjoy lampooning, in a way, the people who enjoy the aesthetic of steampubk as
much as those who enjoy the literature and comics.
There are longer pieces, and these make one yearn for more than a single comic full of his stories, his artistic style is clean, he has a fine line, although he utilises a minimalistic style for things like feet and he manages to
mix in the reprehensible with real style.
Layout and smart use of borders all add up to give a very nice effect and make the mag well worth a fiver.
I would love Dr Geoff to consider expanding his creations and worlds, where one is advised to ‘Kill your Velocity,
not  Air Krakens’ an obvious  concern for Captains of Dirigibles.
The island of Dr Geoff can be found here; http://islandofdoctorgeof.co.uk

Reviewed - The Lazarus Machine
by Paul Crilley
It’s not fair to judge a book against other books. I
hate when I read reviews that are all about the other books
that the one being reviewed is held up agaisnt them. It can
feel kinda lazy for a reviewer to stack up one novel against
another and compare and contrast.
Of course, that’s what I’m about to do, largely because the strings between the works were so visible.
Paul Crilley’s The Lazarus Machine is the story of
Sebastian Tweed and Octavia Nightingale. One’s a streetsmart conman with a brain that won’t shut off. The other’s
a young lady who may as well be wearing pants! She’s part
dogged reporter and part scientific side-kick.
So right there, it’s a buddy cop picture.
They live in 1895, but it’s not the one we know.. Sherlock Holmes and Professor Moriarty are both real and dead.
Charles Babbage, aided by Ada Lovelace, are both alive and
they managed to make their computers work! Ada spun off
of Babbage and founded her own company to compete with
Babbage. There’s a lot there that I hope Crilley plays with
as this looks like it’s gonna be an on-going series. There’s
a Shadow Government, intrigue and weirdness. There are
also automatons that operate on human souls. So, there’s an
advanced world of technology and metaphysics. That’s the
thing that gave me the most to chew over. It’s a world that
feels so different and has so many possibilities.
The first thing that struck me was the Moonlighting
vibe. It’s a standard of having a male and female character
as your leads, and it works. The problem was it made me flash on to the recent series of Newbury & Hobbes novels by George Mann. They are also a pair of Buddy Detectives and they have a bubbling rommance going just
below the surface, which is something that you see in this novel as well. The other one, and more closely related,
is Cuttlefish by David Freer, which I reviewed last issue. They are a bit younger, but they have the exact same feeling. They all share a feeling, which is no sin, and I especially think that the Tweed and Nightingale pairing plays
it smarter than any of the others. They all sort of come from the tradition of Holmes & Watson, especially in this
case in a world where Holmes and Watson exist! The dynamic between the two of them is strong, but at times I
was hoping for a bit more.
Perhaps the reason for not going further down the road was the fact that it’s going to be a series, which
might have also explained why it seemed to wrap up very suddenly. I wasn’t fully convinced that the story was
wrapping up naturally, as it seemed to go from a gallop to a sprint very quickly. It kept me reading, no doubt, but
it was a touch jarring. I did love that there was a twist that I did not at all see coming, though I went back and
found all the moments where I should have realised what was on the horizon. I loved that bit, and it does make for
the strong posibility of the next book (which Crilley has announced he’s working on) going in very interesting new
directions.
Crisp, engrossing prose, a fun plot, but it does feel a bit too connected to many others, and some of that’s
the point. I would recommend it, especailly for folks who like Holmes or funky technical thrillers.

by Christopher J Garcia

Steam on Queen

Toronto, Ontario - June 23rd, 2012
The first annual Steam on Queen took place on June 23rd, 2012 in the beautiful city of Toronto, Ontario,
Canada!A festival of art, culture, music and STEAM took place in the heart of the Canadian Steampunk scene.
The Mental Floss Sideshow performed, featuring Professor Archibald Floss and Dr. Charlotte Tann.
Dragonfly Belly Dance performed, which received rave reviews from all involved, and Nero’s Fiddle, out
of Burlington, Ontario, played too!
The fest took place on the grounds ofThe Campbell House, http://www.campbellhousemuseum.ca/,
which is the oldest remaining house from the town of York, though moved to its current location more than 40
years ago!
They’ve got another one of these on the sched for 2013!
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Steam on Queen 2

COming June 22, 2013!

WHo Was Jack the Ripper?

That’s the question, isn’t it? Who was Jack the Ripper? Once we have that, we can easily figure out the why.
If it’s one of the deranged maniacs, it’s because they were deranged maniacs. If it’s one of those guys who found
themselves with syphilis after years of whoring, then there’s your answer, no? If it’s the Royal Conspiracy, then it’s
because the Crown was in danger (likely imagined danger, but you know how these things go). The Whitechapel
Murders are the most investigated murders of all-time, and they have a series of suspects who all answer different
questions.
There were five canonical murders Mary Ann ‘Polly’ Nichols - killed August 31th, 1888 in Buck’s Row. Her throat was slashed and abdomen was ripped after that.
Annie Chapman - Killed September 8th, 1888 in the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street. Her throat was
slashed and she was then disemboweled.
Elizabeth ‘Long Liz’ Stride - Killed the 30th of September at the gate of 40 Berner Street. Her throat
was but, but other than that, her body was not mutilated.
Catherine Eddowes - Killed later on September 30, 1888 on the south-west corner of Mitre Square.
Her throat was slashed, her abdomen was ravaged, with most of her uterus and her kidney missing.
Mary Jane Kelly - Killed November 9th, 1888 in her room at 13 Miller’s Court. Her throat was slashed,
and her body was mutilated in the extreme.
Those are the five canonical victims. Human beings murdered in horrific ways by another human being.
But which human being?
There have been suspects since the first moment the murders were reported. One of the early suspects was
John Pizer. In the fenced-off yard where Annie Chapman was found, sitting in a bowl of water, was a leather
apron, the kind that a butcher might wear. John Pizer was something of a dick to prostitutes. He beat on ‘em, and
it’s believed he had killed at least one, if reports of the time are to be believed. When you find a leather apron at
a murder of a prostitute, and there’s a guy who people call Leather Apron who smacks around prostitutes, you
arrest him, even if he was talking to a cop at the time of the Chapman murder. He has not been a serious suspect
for more than 120 years.
Montague John Druitt is another long-standing suspect, and one that his own family believed could
have been the killer. He was named in what might be the most important document when it comes to the history
of the investigation, the famous Macnaghten memorandum which named Druitt as well as two others. No evidence against Druitt exists, save for he was called ‘sexually insane’ (possibly in reference to homosexuality) and that
after he committed suicide, the murders supposedly stopped. I say supposedly because there are a half-dozen other
murders (two before, one of which, the murder of Martha Tabram, has strong possibilities of being the work of a
murderer building up to becoming a ripper) and a number after. He has always been my odds-on favorite for the
role of Ripper, but there’s no good evidence.
Seweryn Antonowicz Kłosowski (aka George Chapman) is known to be the murderer of three of
his wives, was hanged for it. Inspector Frederick Abberline, one of the most prominent figures in the investigation,
tagged him as his top suspect. The big knock against hi is that he killed his three wives by poisoning, and after the
visceral nature of the Ripper murders, would a killer change his MO so drastically? Maybe, but not likely.
James Kelly was convicted of murdering his wife, committed to Broadmoor asylum, but managed to
escape by making his own key! That was early 1888. He wouldn’t be seen until he turned himself in to Broadmore
in 1927. There were folks at the time who thought that it might have been him, including the cops going looking
for him shortly after the final murder, but he was just gone.
Aaron Kosminski is the guy who professionals in 1988 named as their top-suspect, but I’ve never been
much into him as a suspect because, while Macnaghten named him in the famous memo, and in the memoirs of
Commissioner Sir Robert Anderson which Chief Inspector Donald Swanson, who I would say is the number 3
guy on the list of most knowledgeable people on the case, noted in his annotations on them. The marginalia has
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his name spelled out (incorrectly) when Anderson says that there was a suspect who the witness would not testify
against because he would not rat out another jew. I’ve never bought it because he was just paranoid and these were
not crimes committed under the influence paranoia. They were acts committed with the greatest possible rage.
Thomas Hayne Cutbush was a syphilitic who was put in the booby hatch after stabbin a woman and
attempting to stab another. He was in an asylum until he died in 1903. Macnaghten wrote his famous memo to
refute Cutbush as the Ripper, which disqualifies him in my mind, but there are those who still have him on the top
of their lists. My problem with him is simple: it was 3 years later that Cutbush was committed to the asylum and
it was for a stabbing. I would say that is a step backwards in intensity, plus what happened in those three years.
Michael Ostrog  was named in the Macnaghten memo, and a few other places, but he was mostly just
a con-man, not a killer. In fact, he was never accused of any violent crimes. I discount him because he happened
to be in prison during the Ripper murders. Minor details…
Francis Tumblety makes for an interesting suspect because he had been arrested in connection with the
Assassination of Abraham Lincoln! He was released, but still, he’s the only one named in both the murder investigations. One thing that folks point to is that he was a misogynist, also apparently a homosexual because he was
arrested for just that on November 7th, 1888. To me, this makes him an interesting suspect, because while he was
awaiting trial, he fled off to France and then into the US. If you had been engaging in murders like the Ripper
murders, had been going further and further, and you knew you had to get out of the country, it would make sense
that you would go and make the biggest impact you could on your way out. He was named by Special Branch
Chief Inspector John Littlechild as a suspect in 1913. He wasn’t directly involved in the investigation, but he was
certainly following it at the time and studied it.
As far as I’m concerned, these are the best suspects, the longest-standing, the most likely to be the vilest
kind of monster possible. But that is far from the only set of suspects.
Thomas Neill Cream was a doctor who was also a killer, and according to myth, immediately before he
was hanged, his finals words were “I am Jack the…” just as the door opened beneath him. Most think he was in
jail at the time, but there is the theory that he might have bribed his way out, which is not unheard of at that time.
Still, it’s not likely as he hardly fit the bill as The Ripper.
Occultist Robert Donston Stephenson is often pointed to, largely because he was into black magic,
wrote about the killings, and suddenly turned into a pious Christian five years after the killings. He was in hospital
at the time of the killings, but the hospital was in Whitechapel and he may have needed only bed rest, or even
have been faking it. The one thing that always bothered me about him as a suspect is the neckties. Supposedly,
his lover, after they parted ways, told people that she had found a small chest full of ties covered in blood. At one
point, Alastair Crowley said he had them. Of course, once Crowley becomes involved, like mentioning Hitler in
an on-line forum, your argument becomes invalid.
Sir John Williams was not a favorite subject of research for long, but he did apparently have contact
with some of the victims, and perhaps the knife used in the killings. There’s the thought that he did the killing in
attempts to discover the causes of infertility, but few take him seriously as a candidate for the Ripper.
Sir William Gull and The Royal Conspiracy is a funky concept. It was either a Masonic conspiracy
(which makes the Juwes Are The Men Who Will Not Be Blamed For Nothing graffito found after the double murder on September 30th as a reference to three murders in the Masonic tradition) or as a way to cover up a child
born to a Catholic mother and Prince Albert Victor. That would have been a big problem. These theories came
very late in the game (the 1960s) and Gull would have been very ill and weak at the time.
James Maybrick was poisoned by his wife. You’ll find more about Maybrick and the Diary on-line. Basically it’s either an old fraud or a new forgery. Probably the latter, and no one seriously suspects Maybrick.
HH Holmes killed dozens of women in his Murder Castle during the 1893 Chicago Columbian Exhibition. There is absolutely no evidence, or even any speculation at any time until recent years, but his Great
Grandson stated that he believed Holmes did it because the handwriting in his letters matched the Ripper Letters.
Problem one, in 1888, Holmes was in Chicago, preparing the business that would become the Murder Castle.
Although, if anyone was evil enough to do the sort of murders the Ripper committed, it was Holmes.
There are many others, some serious, like the murderer Carl Ferdinand Feigenbaum to the downright
silly, like Louis Carol!

TWO OBJECTS REMAIN ... PERHAPS
The Ripper Murders are surrounded by theories that go far and wee, but what of the physical evidence?
There are listings of what the victims were holding (the saddest in my eyes was the small packet of sweets that
Elizabeth Stride was carrying) and their possessions in their rooms. There are the items that are a part of every
Ripper television program (such as the Gladstone bag, of which there is no evidence the killer ever had with him,
or the top hat) and the stuff that is always shown to set the time, such as the great coat. There are several pieces
that are believed to have been of the Ripper himself, or at least that played a significant part.
THe first, it has to be said, are the letters. There were dozens, HUNDREDS, of letter sent to Scotland
Yard, the Whitechapel Vigilence Committee, and various newspapers during, and even after, the killings. The
name Jack the Ripper came from one of these, the first one to be taken seriously, the Dear Boss Letter.
The letter was first thought to be a hoax, but there was a line that caught the attention of the investigation
“The next job I do I shall clip the ladys ears off and send to the police officers just for jolly wouldn’t you.” Catherine Eddowes earlobe was cut off, and that got ‘em thinking that maybe this was the real deal. Others still said,
and say to this day, that it was a hoax by a journalist to get the name Jack the Ripper out there and into use as a
way to sell papers. If it was, it was the most successful piece of newspaper sales promotion in history. The letter
became a huge part of the story, the idea that the killer sent letters influenced many other killers over the years,
possibly including the Zodiac killer of the 1970s, who some researchers have indicated had a deep connection with
Jack.
There are two other letters that are held-up as candidates for being authentic Ripper letters. One, the
Saucy Jack postcard, came and made reference to the letter and the ear-clipping. The letter had not been widely
discussed, but it is likely that it came from the same source as Dear Boss. The one that I think is most like actually
from the Ripper Killer (or a compatriot of The Ripper) is the From Hell letter, which looks and sounds very different from the first two and had the advantage of coming with a human kidney. It’s the one that I most wish was
still around because with DNA sampling and scanning electron microscopes, we could learn so much.
And the reason the Dear Boss letter is the most important is that it’s still around, after missing for more
than fifty years along with many other pieces of the puzzle. While the photos of the other letters exist (and another
possibly real letter, the Openshaw letter, is still around) the Dear Boss letter sits in the National Archives.
The other is the Jack the Ripper knife.
Donald Rumbelow, one of three people today I would be willing to pay thousands of dollars to sit down
with for a weekend and just go over everything they know about the Whitechapel murders, has a knife that he
got from Dorothy Stroud, who got it and another matching knife, from Major Hugh Pallard in a blood-stained
box. Not knowing anything about it, she burned the box. Pollard was a firearms expert and it is very likely that he
would have given these kinds of things to make sure they get destroyed. The knife is a postmortem knife, which is
also interesting because the description fits most of the reports. The blood-stained box, which could have been the
single most important piece of evidence in the entire case, was destroyed, but we still have the knife.
In 2011, a smaller knife, which fit the description of the knife used to kill Elizabeth Stride, was found with
a connection to Sir John Williams. Hard to say whether or not it’s legit.
Perhaps the saddest thing about how the investigation was handled is the fact that so pieces have just gone
missing or were destroyed. The bit of Catherine Eddowe’s apron that was discovered below the Glouston graffito
is one of the ones I most wish we still have. So many questions, such as whether or not is was cut by The Ripper
or by Eddowes herself. The letters would be nice, the portion of kidney nicer, the various pieces from the pockets
would have been helpful, but the question is would any of it have allowed us to solve the crimes? DNA evidence
would certainly have helped, and better crime-scene photos too. What we are left with are just a couple of potentially significant pieces; pieces that may not have anything to do with the actual Ripper.
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THE WRITING ON THE WALL
THE GOULSTON ST. GRAFFITO & THE DOUBLE EVENT

The Juwes are the men that Will not be Blamed for nothing
After the phrases ‘From Hell’, ‘Dear Boss’ and ‘Sincerely, Jack the Ripper’, those twelve words are the most
famous in the entirety of Ripperology. There have been entire schools of theory based around them, interpretations of the words, the grammar, the spelling. The word “Juwes’ appears nowhere else in the history of recorded
literature. There is the Double Negative, and the question that everyone asks - was it written by Jack the Ripper.
TO me, it has another important aspect to it. What did it mean to The Ripper. I think there is an answer to that,
and it lies in the fact that this was the night of the Double Event.
FIrst, the murder of Elizabeth Stride just inside the gates of Dutfield Yard, off Berner Street. This was just
a throat ripping, and it happened likely as a coach was rolling in, interrupting the killer, not allowing him any time
to do any of the nasty work he had become known for. He fled, not being seen leaving, but possibly being seen immediately before the killings by Israel Schwartz. The man, likely with blood on him, but probably not too much,
went off into the night, possibly hiding in the shadows as the driver of the coach went into meeting that was going
on inside the building. At this point, it gets kinda philosophical.
Imagine that you’ve killed before, at least twice, possibly three or more. You’ve managed to increase your
devastation every time, feeling more and more release with each kill. Here, he did not get his release, he had to stop
or get caught. He managed to keep his head enough to hide in the shadows, then to make his way out of the yard
into the streets, all while not being seen, or not being seen very closely, and then getting across to Mitre Square.
And all the while, it’s building up in him.
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You see, he’s got to get the release that the rip pings have given him. It’s built up in him. He knows these
streets, he must since he’s had to navigate them to keep from being seen. He must have known the paths of the
beat cops, the cycle times, the locations where people would not much congregate. He had to be that familiar with
the area, and here is where it gets crazy. The pair, the Ripper and Catherine Eddowes, were seen together at about
1:35am, the last patrol of the area by a foot cop was at 1:33, the next one would pass by at 1:45.
In that window of time, that narrow point, the Ripper had managed to murder Catherine Eddowes, rip
open her abdomen, remove her kidney and uterus, and make his way off, likely dropping with blood and gore. He
likely wiped his knife on a piece of fabric he took from Eddowes’ body, possibly a rag used as a menstrual pad. He
took off and heading down toward wherever it was the Ripper rested, probably on the other side of Commercial
Street. And along the way, using a dark and typically deserted section of London where there are few homes, but
lots of day-open businesses.
And along the way, he stops. Looking at the wall of one of the buildings, there is something written, perhaps during the day, pebbly only recently. It is strange, not for the sentiment, but for the fact that it is here, along
his path.
The Juwes are the men that Will not be Blamed for nothing
Up to this point, every moment in the ninety or so minutes since he picked up Long Liz, he has been running on adrenaline, and then rage, and now something strange has cross his path, and he pauses. Some would have
you believe that he wrote it, possibly to throw the area into a state of race rioting, believing that he was indicating
the Jewish population of Whitechapel, and dropped the filthy cloth as his way of signing it. To me, this is not right;
that would not be the action of a man with the kind of rage that The Ripper obviously held. It would be the act
of a different kind of anger. If he was an Anti-Semite, the Ripper might have stopped to admire the sentiment. If
he was not, he might have taken a moment to see how it fit with his situation. There is no way he could have continued feeding off of that rush, and now he was here, in front of something he did not expect, maybe something
he did not see when he was planning it all.
And that is when he comes down.
He crashes, right there, he drops the cloth, perhaps he had wanted to keep it as a trophy, or perhaps he had
merely held on to it as he had too many other variables on his mind. He came to the graffito and it all just stopped.
He took it in, dropped the cloth and moved on, into the night.
I don’t think he would have written it. If he brought that up as a wink at all the theories, at the accusation
of Leather Apron, or as a part of the general near-riot state that the community was in at the time, he’d have been
a very different killer. If he had been an anti-Semitic murderer trying to spread fear in that community, why were
none of his victims Jewish? Wouldn’t he want to ply his trade in that category as well? If he wrote it as a part of a
Royal Masonic Conspiracy, don’t you think he’d have used some sort of other sign along the way. Yes, a killing at
Mitre Square, and then a reference that could be read as referring to three killers from a Masonic tradition would
seem to make sense as a Masonic reference, but it just doesn’t make sense.
This was also a change.
There were no Whitechapel Murders in October, 1888. He hadn’t taken more than two weeks off in plying his murderous trade since the end of August and was getting better at it, working faster, taking greater risks
and going further. Why would he stop for more than a full month? What made him take a pause?
Whitechapel had changed.
That graffito, something so simple, showed that he had to re-evaluate the entire area, had to recalculate
his plans, his paths. The graffito was not a message from him, or even meant for The Ripper, but it told him that
things had to change, that he had to adapt. This signaled the end of the Whitechapel he had planned for. Even if
the Eddowes murder was an improvization, it was based on information, observation, and now this was something
that that wasn’t in the plan. He had laid plans, one which was interupted, and another where he knew the thin
margins he had to deal with and made it succeed, but this writing on a wall was not a part of the plan, and that
made him step back, change directions. He had a moment of clarity at the graffito.
The murder of Catherine Eddowes was the last done outdoors, where he had to worry about timing and
patrols. The graffito exposed a simple truth: no matter how much he learned about Whitechapel, it could all
change, and that was unacceptable.

The secret identity of Jack the Ripper
When you’re 14 and read a lot of non-fiction, endless numbers of Almanacs and history texts and the
Guinness Book of World Records and Encyclopedias and on and on, you find yourself obsessing over some things
and people. We didn’t have a library in my house. In fact, we had one bookcase and I had a drawer full of books
from when I was very young indeed. Instead, I grew up living with two librarians, and thus, I had access to more
books than I could possibly imagine. And so I was a kid who was slightly obsessed with Jack the Ripper. I loved
stories of London, still do, and J-to-the-R was a favorite read. I knew the canonical five and their names off the
top of my head, knew the names of a couple of the chief suspects, have the Royal Conspiracy down pat. Thus,
when it was announced that they’d be doing a special about Jack the Ripper where they’d be naming the Ripper,
I had to be watching. Thus, I tuned into KTVU, Channel 2, at 8pm to watch the proceedings.
The first thing one must remember is that there were a mass of Jack the Ripper films and docs being produced at the time. There was the Michael Caine mini-series, which for some reason I remember as being a TV
movie. It wasn’t great, and even I could tell that it wasn’t hewing as close to the truth as it probably should have
been. I loved it, don’t get me wrong, because I knew the storyline they were going for. Rewatching Jack the Ripper in the last few years, I can say that it was nearly terrible, though had some very good moments. THere was a
documentary that showed a week prior that basically tore the concept that Jack the Ripper was based on to shreds.
It was thoroughly researched, I think it’s out on DVD now, and I remember using the names they mentioned as
research starting points. The stage was set for The Secret Identity of Jack the Ripper.
And the biggest starting point was Peter Ustinov.
Now, he wasn’t as big a star as they could have gotten (Michael Caine was much bigger, and Vincent Price
had done at least one Ripper movie), but he had the kind of gravitas that could be perfectly weighed in this one.
I was personally a fan because I had been watching Logan’s Run at least once a week at the time and loved his
Poirot. Here, he plays it deadly serious, though at times you can tell he’s kinda winking at it, being funny beneath
a serious facade, which actually works to keep the serious serious.

reviewed By CHrisTOPHER J Garcia

The structure of the documentary was pretty smart. The first half (maybe 2/3) looked at each of the individual murders. Well, the Five Canonical Murders (Nichols, Chapman, Stride, Eddowes and Kelly) and not any of
the possible, which is probably good practice. They start in the studio LIVE with Ustinov, and then to the streets
of Modern Day London (well, 1988 London) with a reporter, and then they go to reenactments mixed with footage with experts. After that, they go back to the studio for a bit of discussion with the live experts, then it’s back to
the reenactments. This keeps things moving, gives depth, and a chance to hear from some of the leading experts,
including Donald Rumbelow, perhaps my favorite Ripperologist. There’s a segment where they show a knife that
has been purported to be one that The Ripper used, though I’ve seen so many arguments against it, even I have
turned against it being real. The format worked, and then it changed.
This method really helped this young wanna-be researcher to get into the whole thing. They gave a wellresearched series of clips, and instead of using the recreations to tell the story, they merely used it to illustrate
specific points. This was FAR more effective than going other directions. For example, the look at the first murder’s
investigation, the disco very of the body, the collection of materials, the throwing of the bucket of water to erase
the blood from the cobbles, was perfect, lasted less than a minute and gave off the feeling that I’d always thought
would have been there. That the Polly Nichols murder was ‘just another murder’ until they got her to the morgue.  
They really did good stuff.
The next step is a look at the various potential Rippers. They chose the classics: Sir William Gull (& The
Royal Conspiracy), Roselyn D’Onston, Aaron Kosminski, Prince Albert Victor, and Montague John Druitt. They
used experts from Scotland Yard, a Barrister, an FBI profiler and a forensics expert to examine the various suspects. I, for one, thought that the way they treated Kosminski as the chief suspect was good, but a lot about him,
and a confusion with another suspect that has come to light, makes it seem more interesting with twenty+ years of
hindsight. I tend to put a lot more into Druitt, as he seems to fit much better than most of the presented characters
into the frame that Jack must have fit. While there are other interesting and potentially credible suspects,  including
William Sickert and George Chapman, but I thought the ones they chose were just about perfect for the kind of
program they were presenting.
This is, by far, the most serious and best documentary I’ve seen on The Whitechapple Murders.

