Four


The eighth of September was a day that was going to be remembered by a lot of people for a long time. It was the day that the experimental tunnelling project under the English Channel was halted while the chief engineer, a bear named Angus Buttonnose, explained to his creditors and the local council why Dover Castle was four inches shorter in one corner. Woolwich Arsenal was burgled leading to dears of a terrorist attack, the Bear-Balloon that was meant to be moored over Hanbury Street had a slight accident that meant it spent most the night untangling itself from a chimney in Baker street. It was also the day that the second victim of the Ripper, Annie Chapman was found. Annie had not been a well woman. She was forty seven years old with dark hair and excellent teeth. Her lungs however were far from excellent, they were riddled with disease. The symptoms of the illness were growing more difficult to hide, but many of the witnesses who saw her staggering around mistook this for the effects of alcohol, though we now know with relative certainty that she rarely drank, and did not appear to have drank that night.


She was last seen alive at half five in the morning of the eighth. Elizabeth Long could confirm this, because as the clock on the Black Eagle Brewery struck half past the hour she saw a man approach Annie Chapman and ask her “Will you?” The voice was described in the police reports as having a “foreign” accent. Chapman followed the man towards the yard in number twenty nine Hanbury Street and off the mortal coil.


The question is asked almost immediately: What happened to the balloon that was meant to have been watching over the dark yards on that very street? The man asking the question was a fervent Canadian preacher of an obscure church that had fallen away from the Anglican faith as a splinter group, called Jeremiah Bugler. It was a splinter group that was obscure because it consisted almost entirely of Jeremiah Bugler. He was a man who prided himself in his self taught education. He had read a vast number of books, papers and dissertations, and had learnt an awful lot facts (enough to qualify himself, he believed, as a geologist), but had never had the luxury of a formal education to learn how to use the facts. He had tried to write his own papers, which had been squarely rejected by every society he approached on grounds of flawed process in his arguing. For example, one of the many papers he attempted to publish through a geological society was rebutted by the society because when he carried out experiments he designed them so he need only take into account the results that supported his claims, and ignored the results that did not. His next essay was rejected by several institutions to which he mailed it because during the body of the text he argued that a considerable number of established ideas were “clearly false” with out giving any detail (or indeed evidence) as to why this may be. Had history stayed on a steady course he would have been a non-entity in the history books. A man who shouted loudly in the wilderness and never have been heard. His theory, which had for several years been his way of life, was simple: Current geological theory was suggesting the world may be millions of years old. In a few short years as the twentieth century dawned this estimate would be around the two billion year mark. Bugler was absolutely certain that the world could only have been created as described in the bible, meaning it was “thousands” of years old. So certain was he, that he had decided his papers were not being rejected, but suppressed by scientists wishing to further their own agenda at the cost of the truth. The first cracks in his world view were beginning to show. As his resentment grew so did the cracks. He broke away from his preachings for the church and left his Canadian parish behind.


Bugler had decided that the scientific world had declared war, and he was determined to bring the fight to London, the home turf of his enemies. His dreams of gentlemanly debate and witty verbal duels in the halls of the Royal Society, or the smoky lounges of a good club, where science was a spectator sport punctuated by the sedate clapping from the observers and chants of “here here,” or “good show”, were short lived. Instead he took to standing on a soapbox (literal not proverbial) in Covent Garden and preaching his “educational lectures” loudly to anybody who would listen. It was a state of affairs that would define his life for several decades. He had arrived in London in eighteen fifty nine, the same year that “The Origin of Species” was published. It was book of which he remained gloriously ignorant for almost six years, so determined had he become in proving his own argument right to the crowds. He stood on his box and screamed at the tide of souls, but had as much chance of anybody stopping to listen as he had of stopping the rain from falling. “They choose to deafen themselves to me,” he declared, “except the bears. I hate them all. Especially the bears.”


Until the eighth of September in the year of eighteen eighty eight, it would have been hard to think of Bugle as a bad man. He was misguided, and he both arrogant and ignorant, but these are traits we all share to lesser or greater degrees (and in his case it was in industrial strengths) which do not alone make him evil. He was difficult to like, and often rude those he thought were ignoring or contradicting him, but again, this is not enough to making him evil. On that morning he dressed in his long black coat and his least worn shirt, and polished his shoes to a brilliant sheen. Then he did not take his box to the Garden to preach. He took it to Hanbury street, where crowds were gathering as gossip slithered and wormed through the avenues and alleyways, telling of the terrible murder. He stood on his box, cleared his throat and addressed the crowds. With, what I will credit him enough to suggest were the best of intentions, he committed an evil act. “Where were the bears in the balloon that were meant to be watching this very street?” He shouted into the crowd. “Where were they when the murderer struck under their noses? I will tell you where they were! They were away, with their backs turned. Is it any coincidence that they were missing as the girl was slain? They closed their eyes rather than see the vile scum who did this! They do not hunt him! They give us false impressions of safety then walk away and leave the gates to the sheep field open for the wolf to sate his hunger for our blood.”


His every word was preserved for prosperity by a reporter and a photographer who were in the crowd, close enough to Bugle to feel his spittle with each “t”. 


Before he left me alone in the hall to carry out my research using the Project and the archives of the museum Roosevelt had shown me several more testaments from bears who had found “Investigators” at their doors in the days after the thirty first of august. Some statements had not been recorded until months, years, or in some cases decades later, but all claimed the “raids” had happened in a window of only two or three days. All seemed to agree that they happened “in the week” after the murder. Descriptions of the investigators varied, suggesting a number of operatives working. Some claimed to be working for the Police, others for newspapers or the vigilance committees, or even for a concerned bear wishing to clear the names of his fellows. It was in these statements I first heard of Jeremiah Bugler. Those who did not record their statements until long after the Autumn of Terror had faded into the Spring of Minor Nervousness often cited that he was the most likely suspect to have been orchestrating the mysterious searches of bear property. This was with the luxury of hindsight of course. They had seen the prominence his every word would achieve and it was easy to mistake the figurehead of the coming unrest as its conductor, waving his rolled up notes like a baton, directing a symphony of rabble. But being a human, there was very little about the man himself in the archive above and beyond what I have already described.


I spent the rest of that day filling several pages of my notepad with information I had needed to double check, and collecting printed transcripts of the testaments. I have no idea now why the mysterious raids and this raging lunatic who seemed to enchant the press despite of his complete lack of charisma (or soap) had fascinated me, but somehow identifying the Tweed suspect had slipped into the back of my mind as I came to the conclusion that this new story was going to be the far more fascinating yarn. It reached the point that I was running out of time, and would have to start heading home. I made an appointment with Roosevelt to return next weekend and pick up my research again. He was ecstatic at the idea. “I will have two customers!” He told me brightly. “At the same time. On the same day. I will be busy! And if you both visit the little shop at the same time, I will have a queue!” He said, leaping up and down. “On a Saturday!” He said, spinning around as he went from paw to paw. He stopped mid spin. “Er, would you mind not going to the little shop at the same time?” He asked.

“Of course.” I beamed. Then I went to the little shop to make a good faith purchase. There was little to choose from, the protests outside had reached a ravenous pace at their book burning and had stuffed the till of the shop to get enough books for a real good burn.


As I left the museum the Gatekeeper crowd were packing up and going home. Embers of text books floating from the sad ashes of the fire. I took the long way around to the tube to ensure I missed them, and while I updated my editor on the progress I was making. She seemed impressed and asked me to send her what ever I had that evening as soon as it was typed. I rattled out my initial article, that was much the same as the early chapters you have already read. My editor answered in furious e-mails and language could pickle your ears, that it would be rather difficult to condense my work to a single article. She was determined though that she could edit into a series of articles that would be a regular feature. I offered, many times, to start afresh on something easier, but she refused. But, for reasons that will always elude me, she actually liked my work enough to stand by it, although she did suggest that if I acted as the researcher she would find a more experienced writer to work with me. I had no hesitation in accepting the offer. In terms of my writing career my modesty is a survival instinct that rarely fails me. If I were ever to become famous, it would just increase the chances of my old teacher tracking me down to tell me I still had no grasp of syntax.


As I typed and pondered the case I had no idea that Jeremiah Bugle was the key to unlock many cupboards rife with skeletons in Whitechapel. It was Bugle who would reveal to me the identity of the mysterious “Investigators” who were barging into any house owned or occupied by bears. Bugle would reveal to me the identity of a suspect investigated by the Police who was a Tweed bear, who came to London to flee the pogroms, as well as the key to this bear being proven innocent beyond any doubt.


Two days after my visit my phone rang with a number I did not recognise. When I answered and gave my name a voice loud enough to make my ears ring boomed out of the speaker at me. “Hello there lad! A friend of mine has commissioned me to do a series of articles for a magazine. She says you are doing some research on it, and suggested we meet up. Thing is I already have a fair few notes in the area myself. I'm doing a book you see. I was going to be researching it down at the MBB this weekend if you wanted to meet up there?”

“Yeah, I have an appointment with Roosevelt Logan myself.” I said, hopping around my flat looking for my notes. “Sorry, did you have a name mate?”

“Me?” He thought for a little too long. “Oh yes, I didn't mention did I? My name is Fido Beggar.”

“Oh.” I said. “You wrote the Crimes and Mysteries book didn't you?”

“That was a long time ago now.” He said, as though trying to work out exactly what my motives were. “Why do you ask?”

“Did you ever come across a man called Bugle?” I asked. “Jeremiah Bugle?”

“I may have.” He said, his tone rising a little. “Why exactly do you ask young man?”

“I came across the name today. Bears said he had paid for investigators to look into the homes of bears. Between the first and second murders.”

“Unlikely he was almost a vagrant then. He didn't get in the public eye before the day of the second murder. He didn't have any newspapers paying him for his sabre rattling. I looked up the bears that named him. They didn't make their statements for years, so could be misremembering when there were the raids. A few days are easy to misplace in a space of a decade. When you get to my age you make a habit of it. I go for very pleasant weeks where I forget my third wife ever existed.”

“What about the ones who recorded their statements before the second murder?”

“I checked all the ones who named Bugle...” He stopped mid sentence and the words bounced off each other. “But what if there were raids that were recorded and nobody mentioned him...”

“There were.” I said. “Shall I send you what I have? Do you have e-mail?”

“The University made me have one on my computer. Will it be here by tomorrow morning? I have a class full of criminology students and one palaeontology student who kept losing his way to the right class and stopped trying last term. One of them can show me how to find it.”

“Well, it should be.” I promised, getting my editor to forward me his address and sending him copies of my notes as I spoke. “Take a look and tell me what you think.”

“I will get the least blonde of my students to show me how to send you what I have on Bugle. What is it you want to know?”

“How does a man who was determined to prove the earth was a few thousand years old and is oblivious to everything and anything else suddenly flick a switch and become a bear hating machine?”

“Ah.” Beggar said as the conversation strayed into his territory. “I think I can send you something that will answer that.” He chuckled to himself but stopped suddenly. “Bugger. I just remembered my third wife existed.”


“The thing that Bugle discovered was worse than not being listened to,” explained Egbert “Snowy” Snowdown in nineteen thirty when he performed his one bear show, to great acclaim, “is being listened to by bears”. The show was very simple, and although it was certainly a monologue “dramatic” was not the word. Neither would “stand up” be a good choice for his brand of comedy as he spent most of it on stage in an armchair, with blankets on his lap, and a prop book of memoires in his paws. There was a crackling fireplace with a genuine fire and he would peer at the audience over his horn rimmed glasses. He was a venerable old bear, and I would call him white haired, but being a Kentish Polar bear that was pretty much a given. Then, as with all his stories he waggled his eyebrows and said “I remember it well you know.” I was watching a film of the show, recorded in Drury Lane, and recently restored by the National Archive. The audience chortled politely. Snowy was the kind of storyteller who rose lots of little chortles at a mechanical rate, but never worried about guffaws exploding. “You see I was one of those bears.”


“He would be there, long before murders, on his soapbox screaming loudly about what the authorities and the academics did not want you to know. Some people even believed you could hear his shouts so far across the market that you couldn't smell him yet. The Police would move him along when ever the wind changed direction. At first some people would stop and listen, and he would make a few points, even convincing a few, but his general manner was enough to drive away the people that the flies did not. He would start by discussing subjects that might be mistaken for science, but these quickly became a personal vendetta against the Royal Society, the Museums, and anybody who he thought had wronged him. Soon nobody would stop to listen to his dialogue because the words were getting in the wrong order and angry at each other before they got out of his mouth.”


“Then one day they did. Bears did. We did. There were maybe twelve of us in the group. We worked in theatres. Not here on stage, but behind the stage. Bears were small, and bears could build sets and scenery and magic tricks and gizmos, and we could conceal ourselves under the stage or over the stage, or in the nooks and crannies pulling levers, releasing ropes and driving cams. We were a handy tool for a theatre to have and if you didn't mind another bear standing on your head as he made a model cow nod its head, then you got to see the back of a lot of plays. One day, between performances my group were on our break and we stopped to listen to what Bugle had to say. Or rather we stopped to see why he was poking his finger in the air at every word. People tend to do that when they say something important. So we stood and watched, and other bears saw us watching and they stopped too. We were bears, we had notebooks in our pockets and we were respectful, so we stood in near silence and made notes. When Bugle finally stopped talking he seemed confused, and we just stood there waiting for him to say something else. But he didn't. Then this one paw went up, belonging to a Peruvian Duffel. “Yes?” Bugle asked, not used to fielding a Q&A session. The says “Excuse me, but if your argument is that the world was created only six thousand years ago, then the fossils of plants and animals found in deposits of jet and coal must have had time to live, die, and to become fossilised with in a small amount of time.” To which Bugle just grunted. “By my calculations we for the transition to be that rapid we would be able to observe it.” There was a lot of nodding in the crowd. Some bears held up their notebooks so that the man could see their working. He left with out saying another word. The next morning he went to start his sermon and there were bears waiting to watch, sitting on blankets. One had brought a flip chart. He was not pleased.”


Bugle was indeed far from pleased. He had decided it seemed, that he wanted people to listen to his theories if they happened to believe it. He had neither expected, or enjoyed, the idea of having to answer questions. For the next few weeks he had attempted to answer the questions raised to him, but they only spawned more questions. Somewhere he misinterpreted the bears eagerness to learn from and understand his point of view for a mocking. They were the same as those who suppressed his works, he decided. But soon this was revised to they were working for those who would suppress his works. To him each question was an attack, in his eyes it seems to question his work was to question god. To question god was to attempt to destroy him. Bugle did not know if the bears believed in a faith, nor did he make any attempt to find out. He judged them, found them unworthy of anything but his utter contempt. In pubs and doss houses and shelters he spoke loudly and enthusiastically against them. His hatred for bears soon eclipsing any other motive or thought in his minds. He started a new campaign, a one man crusade to petition the government for stronger control of the unruly mammals. He would spread his sermon to anybody who would listen. The night in which the second murder took place, there was a stranger in the pub who was very willing to listen.

“You know what I hear.” The stranger said. “I hear that the bears are allowing a murder to happen tonight. In the early hours they are going to stop their watch of the streets and allow the maniac to kill his target.” The stranger stood up, leaving an envelope of bank notes on the table. “If that happens, I hope you are brave enough to speak out and tell the truth. The empire deserves the truth.”

