In the autumn of 1888, the people of the east end of London were gripped by the news of a killer terrorising their streets. The police were tormented by their inability to find a clue, the one clue which would help them apprehend the beast responsible. They were castigated in the press and by local residents for their failures and as a result, some local groups tried to do their job for them…..

This is the story of one such unlikely group who came as close as anyone to finding Jack the Ripper.
Chapter One

The rain was seeping through the broken window pane again, which always seemed to happen when the rain came from south of the river. A small puddle began to form on the sill. It was probably the only clean water in the place so it would never be wasted. More often than not it ended up being soaked up in a cloth and used for wiping dirty faces and hands. 
Sam pulled what remained of his blanket further into his chest; the air was definitely getting cooler and he didn’t need his breath to tell him that. 

He knew that it wouldn’t be long before he would hardly get any sleep at all.  

The thought of that imminent winter chill made him shiver at the thought so he drew his blanket closer still. He laughed to himself, recalling the only time he felt any heat last winter was when his brother Matthew pissed under the blanket, giving them both a brief sensation of warmth. Sat there on the edge of his bed, looking out that window and feeling cold, 
“I would give anything now for Matthew to piss again” he thought to himself.

Sam spent a few moments scanning the room through his weary eyes. The light from the gas lamp two doors up from their room gave a small, almost apologetic spray onto their pathetic belongings. The tiny room always looked its best in the dark as the shadows hid all the blemishes and putrid features. Sam felt the cold again.
A deep groan came from the other side of the more darkened part of the room; it was his mother. She would be awake any moment, if she had slept at all, and the last few nights had been far worse than normal. 

Despite the room they called ‘home’ being cold, damp and smelly, whatever the weather outside, and the incessant noise from all around the street and building, Sam actually enjoyed these moment for it was the only time of the day that he ever enjoyed any relative peace. 
In this building and neighbourhood, silence was treasured. Within half an hour or so, he knew it would all return again, as all the inhabitants would wake from their brief, silent escape from the horrors of their existence. He knew his mother would be pulled away from her slumber soon enough; then his father would silently rise and finally his younger brother would probably complain about being hungry. Sam was always hungry but he felt that there was little point fretting about it. 

Money was needed for that and money was scarce. 
His father didn’t ever seem to worry about food for himself. The room and roof above their heads always seemed to be his primary concern. The rent had to be found before food, and only when you had the first did you worry about the latter. His mother always reminded them that the streets of this neighbourhood were not for “families” and “you fight with every last breath to avoid that fate”. 

Besides, he knew his parents would always get them something to eat when they could, and Sam was always able to keep the hunger at bay for another day at least.
Just as he had placed the hunger thought away, a waft of warm, fresh bread came through the crack in the pane from outside…..
”bloody hell!!” he whispered to himself

“If everyone else smells that they will wake up earlier than normal!” he thought.
Across the room, he heard his mother’s feet plant themselves on the wooden floor. She sat herself up and then, as she did every morning, she would spend the next five minutes staring at the wall next to her side of the bed. He often wondered what it was about that wall which his mother found so interesting first thing in the morning, whatever it was he couldn’t see it. It was a disgusting wall to him, damp beyond belief and rancid, and he just could never understand the attraction. Then again, Sam recalled that his mother would sometimes know what he was thinking, so he just put it down to her “magic eye”. His father feared she had one too, and he would steer well clear of her if he ever had anything to hide, “just in case the magic eye was on particularly good form”. 

As his mother sat there on the side of the bed, he silently stared at her while she did her thing with the wall. Within moments she whispered;

 “Stop staring at me Sam… “. 
Sam quickly turned his head away, feeling almost proud that he had prompted her “magic eye” into functioning well so early in the day. 
“I wish mother would join a circus…” he thought to himself, “…we could make a fortune from that eye! …and then we could have some warm soup and fresh bread!”
Sam’s brother began stirring next to him, and as far as Sam was concerned, he was the last one he wanted to wake. Matthew had one particularly bad habit; he never stopped talking and the only time he was ever silent was when he was slept. He drove everybody insane, especially his father and when his father got the chance he would go and stand in the queue for the outside toilet in all weather, even when he didn’t need to go. 
“He must have been the only man in Spitalfields who would queue and spend ten minutes waiting for the stinking privy, just so he could get away from his son” Sam thought to himself. 
His mother always replied with “It’s where he does his thinking”, so not to upset Matthew.
At twelve years old, Sam was dark haired, above average height and considering he only ate when he got the chance to, he was pretty strong for his age. His brother Matthew was only thirteen months younger than Sam but he didn’t have his strength. Sam looked after Matthew in every way an older brother would. They once had another two brothers, Eddy and Michael, but they didn’t get past their first birthday. They were identical twins and died within three days of each other from tuberculosis in the spring of 1887. The shadow of their death still hung over his mother and father but whenever she felt that she was laying her grief open to the two boys, she said that “because it was god’s wish to take them and he only takes the good ones first, we will soldier on”. Sam never truly believed his mother was soldiering on. He used to worry that this meant he wasn’t as good as the twins in god’s eyes, but his mother tried to soften those concerns by telling him that “god needed to keep some angels down here as well”. 
She always made him feel better when he worried too much, and after that, he decided he was “going to be alright after all”. 
He would often catch his mother crying, but she would brush his attentions aside by saying “it was because she was so happy that god had left her two angels behind for those that truly need them”. 
Sam’s father rose from his bed, stretched his arms out, and did the one thing he did every morning….checked his toes. One by one, starting with little one on the right, he began a wave of the toes across to the left foot. Sam never knew why his father checked his toes each morning. Matthew said he was counting them “in case one had fallen off in the night”, but Sam only knew “they weren’t magic like his mums eye”. He knew those toes well, and although he didn’t particularly understand his father’s reason for checking them, he just knew that “no one would ever pay to see them at the circus!”
Sam expected his father would be heading out shortly as he always went out early in the morning. His father had recently found some work in East Ham and wanted to “try his luck there again”. As it was very difficult to find work, he never told anyone other than his mother what or where it was:

“Work is like food son, hard to find… so when you do find it, you don’t tell anyone” said his father.

His father was a large but gentle, charming but quiet man, preferring to envelop himself in serenity over din. He was the person Sam admired more than any other though he did not recall ever telling him that. Mother had once told him that his father had been raised on a farm somewhere in the north, but “god only knows why, something had made him decide to come to London”. To Sam, this explained why his father preferred to indulge himself in tranquillity whenever the opportunity arose. 
Sam liked the idea of living on a farm.

He had begun to realise that he never really knew much about his father at all and the only thing he did know was that he had been working more recently for a butchers on Brick Lane, but only because he had seen him there one day. He would sometimes bring home meat and Sam would always help his mother prepare it. He always knew when they were having meat because his father whistled as he walked up the street and Sam would feel the excitement within his father. His father always whistled when he was happy.
Sam realised that he hadn’t heard his father whistle since the twins died.
He watched his father rise from the bed and put on his trousers and boots. He looked so tired. The coat he wore was the same coat he had worn every day since Sam could recall, and he hoped “it would keep him warm for at least one winter more”. His father headed for the door, only briefly stopping to kiss his mother on the forehead.
“Good luck” she said softly to him. He never spoke.
As he left the room, the early morning began to lighten the room and the rain appeared to immediately worsen. The Spitalfields church clocked sounded as Sam silently shuffled across his bed and whispered over to his mother,
“Fathers’ coat will have its work cut out today… “ 
She smiled…and then turned her head fully to face Sam and whispered,
“There’s some bread on the table for you... “
 “It’s fine… I will let Matthew have some first” he replied in a hush. 
Sam lay his head back on the bed and watched the rain worsen even further through the broken window. He felt happy because he was right again, they hadn’t let them down.

Sam awoke, realising he must have fallen back to sleep. It was now true daylight and the noise all around hit him instantly. He lifted his head and knelt on his bed to peer out of the window to see what was happening. Outside the building there was a large crowd of people and, most surprisingly, police seemed to be stationed at the entrance to number 29 across the road. As he watched, more people arrived from around each corner, each one seemingly fighting for a position within the ever growing crowd. He turned his head to see if his mother was in her bed- it was empty, and he noticed his brother Matthew was also absent from the room. He looked out of the window once again, scanning the crowd he spotted his mother and Matthew positioned to the left talking to the old lady Mrs Bell from the building across the way. 
Excitedly, Sam jumped up from his bed, put on his cold trousers and damp boots and then quickly headed for the door which would get him out onto the street below.

He burst through the front-door and was immediately hit by the noise and smell of the crowd on the street. He briefly stood there on his doorstep, admiring the size of the gathering,

“What the hell is going on?” he thought to himself, feeling incredibly excited once again.
He headed as quickly as he could in the direction of where his mother and Matthew were standing. As he weaved his way through the crowd, the chatter was incredible, with a tapestry of conversation continuing around him. Suddenly, he felt an overwhelming air of aggression coming from the area immediately in front of the door of twenty nine with a group of particularly angry men shouting and jostling with each other.
His mother spotted Sam approaching through the throng of people and before he could open his mouth to speak, she grabbed him, crouched down, put her hands on his shoulders and her mouth to his ear.
“They have found a body in the yard of twenty nine Sam.”  
Sam felt another rush of excitement through his body, he looked at his brother and was struck by the look of fear on his face…that and the fact he was awake and silent. Sam leant across to his Matthew,
“Bloody hell kid, fancy this!”
Matthews’ expression didn’t change and he didn’t appear to be enjoying this quite as much, much to Sam’s dismay.
Sam angled his head up towards his mother alongside him, 
“Any idea who it might be?” 
His mother looked down at Sam, “Only that it’s another woman, but they don’t know who she is yet.” 

Sam instantly recalled hearing that there was a woman murdered the week before round the back of Whitechapel Road. The papers had been full of it, and he remembered his father mentioning something about other murders to his mother only a couple of days back. A friend of his, Albert Dawson, said his uncle had seen a body on the street but Sam had not truly believed him. Either way, to Sam this seemed much more interesting as it was right outside his house.
“Wait till I see Albert!” he thought to himself, with anticipation oozing through his blood.
The door of twenty nine suddenly opened, then closed just as quickly. A huge gasp from the crowd was quickly followed by a collective exhalation of disappointed breath. Sam arched his feet so he could see what was happening, but unfortunately so did everyone else in front of him. He decided that he wasn’t going to be able to see anything from here.
He grabbed Matthew by his hand, “let’s get back to our room to get a better look”. Matthew didn’t have the same enthusiasm as Sam but decided to follow all the same.

Despite the growing crowd, they managed to fight their way through just as quickly as they arrived and hurriedly headed up the stairs and into their room. They jumped back onto their bed and settled in their place at the window. The view of the front door of twenty nine was perfect. 

Sam knew the place across the way pretty well having been friendly with a young lad who lived on the third floor, overlooking the street and facing Sam’s room.  They used to shout to each across the street when the nights were light. They had moved out recently and a new family had moved into the same room. During the summer just passed, he and his friend would sit on the step to the yard at twenty nine chattering away. Sam laughed to himself recalling having been in the same yard to use the closet.
Sam looked across at Matthew and was immediately struck by the fact he seemed to look much older to him than he did just yesterday. 

“What’s the matter? …not scared are you?”
Matthew’s expression never altered, but inside the only thing he knew was that he didn’t like what was happening outside his window.

“Who do you think it is Sam?” asked Matthew, the fear so clear in his voice.
“…don’t know, could be anyone…..can’t believe it’s happened right in front of our house though…..bloody exciting if you ask me!”
Matthew didn’t welcome Sam’s enthusiasm any more than he did the thought of a dead body being found in the yard across the way.

“I wonder how long she’d been lying there? I bet whoever found her needed the bog when he saw her…..” Sam pondered out loud. 
Suddenly, the two guarding policemen stepped aside and the front door opened on twenty nine. The full extent of the event hit the boys like the steam trains that they regularly watched hitting the buffers at Liverpool Street Station. The dark coffin was carried out of the door by two of the most ashen faced, feeble looking men Sam had ever seen. The noise in the crowd descended immediately and aside from a few shouts from the rear, each one bowed their head. Women crossed themselves and men docked their caps. The two gentlemen slowly carried the box through the now parting crowd and placed the coffin onto the back of an awaiting cart. 
Matthew looked away almost immediately and closed his eyes, as if to erase what he had just seen. Sensing his fear, Sam placed his arm around his shoulders.
The crowded street below began to slowly clear, as if the people had, in unison, gradually remembered that they should be elsewhere. The door of twenty nine had closed again. The policemen moved back to their stations in front of the door. Alongside them, rain water continued to pour onto the pavement from the drain pipe which descended the building of number 29. 

Sam again noticed his mother in the now thinning crowd, talking with a younger woman he hadn’t seen before. The stranger seemed out of place; young and pretty with clothes that had colour, instead of the grey, brown and black which surrounded her. Her red hair seemed to stand out like a firework did against black sky. Despite the activity around them, Sam was fascinated by the woman. He noticed that the stranger appeared to be far more upset by the scene around her than any other in her immediate vicinity. Leaning forward, his mother hugged the woman in a way that Sam felt was more like how she would hug them when they were scared. His mother suddenly looked up and noticed the two of them at the window. She abandoned the stranger on the street and headed back across towards their room.
Chapter Two
Sam felt so exhilarated. 
The excitement pulsed through his veins as he pummelled the cobbles beneath his feet. He could not wait a single moment further. The streets were now heaving with traffic and people. Sam weaved his way in and out, trying to avoid being flattened under the wheels of a cab or cart at any moment. Containing the excitement inside his stomach seemed impossible, he couldn’t even think straight. Suddenly his concentration totally failed him and he overshot the pavement; as the horse reared, he skidded under its front legs, narrowly avoiding catastrophe with a cart full of scrap that teetered on the brink of depositing its load on the busy street.
“You stupid little bastard” screamed the skeletal faced cart-man, as if he had just been woken up himself.
Sam sprang up onto his feet and feeling a further sense of urgency, he headed off as quickly as he could, just in case the old man had decided to give him a chase and a hiding.

His heart was still pounding as he raced those final few steps up to Albert’s door, pausing only to don his cap from his coat pocket. Inside he heard his mother giving someone what for. Three knocks did the trick.

“Good morning Mrs Dawson….is Albert around?”

Sam always addressed Albert’s mother in the most courteous of manner, despite the fact that to him, when he first met her, he wasn’t certain whether she was actually not his father (though he had never told Albert this!)
Albert Dawson was almost fourteen years old but he was frightening to boys’ way above his age, and that’s what Sam especially liked about him. He could scare the hell out of Sam with a look, but also some of the older lads in the neighbourhood. It even appeared to Sam that some of the older men were wary of him. Sam considered that it was because “he was built like a shire horse”, but also reckoned they knew that should they take him on, and triumph, “then they might need to deal with the problem again further down the line”. 
Albert was not afraid of anyone, except perhaps his mother.
“He is out in the yard with Stanley….anyhow, what are you doing here at this time of day?”  She folded her arms, leant against the door frame and paused as if to find a further question to put forward because she had come to the conclusion that one was not enough to greet a guest with.
”And where is your father working Samuel?”
She always asked Sam the same one. He often wondered whether his father didn’t oblige him the information just to save old man Dawson a nagging. Albert’s father wasn’t one for working hard, certainly not for somebody else’s profit, though like his own father, he always seemed to find a way of making money. 
“Up east” he replied, squeezing past her large frame, feeling proud that he had honoured his fathers’ secrecy once again. The smell of soup decorated the house, briefly allowing himself to slow his escape from her daunting figure.
The door to the back was ajar and he could see Stanley sat on an upturned pale, half asleep, scraping a pan. The sun had begun to appear for the first time today and the yard looked more welcoming than it normally did. Stanley and the yard were encircled all kinds of metal. Albert’s father liked to bring home metal scrap. In a brief moment, Sam scanned through to his narrow escape moments earlier, just to satisfy himself that his chase was not about to be settled with an elder Dawson.
Although he was barely a year younger, Stanley was not of the same ilk as Albert. His scrawny frame belied his brother’s physique. The first time Sam had ever seen Albert fight was with an older boy who had questioned whether Stanley and Albert were carved from the same hand. The boy had dared to argue that they couldn’t have been from the same father as “no man would have revisited that mother with such a plan in mind”. Surprisingly for the young man in question, but no one else watching, Albert had taken offence to this and then subsequently beat the lad senseless using an old shoe sole, found close at hand, and his fists. 
As he watched Stanley sat on that pale, the question posed by that lad seemed more relevant than ever to Sam.
Albert was leaning against the wall, round the side of the back of the door. His blonde hair looked positively clean in the sunlight, and the beginnings of a beard were teasingly sprouting from his cheeks. 
Sam had found another thing to admire in him.

Albert’s posture was somewhere between sleep and the overseeing of Stanley’s work. Sam considered he would make a good foreman. 
“Sam! What are you doing here? Matthew pissed the bed again?” he blurted out, as if grateful for breaking his concentration and boredom.

“Even more exciting than that Bert, we have had another one of those murders happen right across our street!” retorted Sam with shameful smugness.

Stanley stopped his scraping and his usual, gormless façade awoke. Thankfully, Albert’s face satisfied Sam’s reasoning for the early morning trek and close shave with a cart horse.
“You lucky bastard!” he shouted, far louder than he should have with his mother nearby.”Who is she? Have you seen her?” he stuttered.
“Don’t know yet, but apparently she is in a bad way. We watched her getting carted away from our window.”
Albert’s mother peered into the yard, having lurked at the back door in order to satisfy her curiosity that Sam hadn’t just come down for the pleasure of the Dawson’s company on a Saturday morning.
“Do they know if it’s another one of his?” For the first time Sam could recall, her voice sounded feminine, almost vulnerable. He spotted that Albert’s face had also absorbed the frailty in her question and tone.
“His?” asked Albert.
“The same one who did the other ones of course” she growled, as if she herself had recognised that she had over-displayed a weakness in her previous concern.

“I don’t know about that Mrs Dawson, but the police were there….and there was more people than I had ever seen in our street…”
Mrs Dawson crossed herself and slipped back inside the house. 

“Want to come and see over the fence into the yard?” inquired Sam, without ever doubting the answer. “I know somebody who lives in twenty seven; they will get us in the back….”

“We’re supposed to be helping in here, mother will leather us if we skip out” whispered Albert, merely confirming his fear of mother once and for all. Stanley didn’t appear to fancy the prospect either. At that moment, they heard the front door close and peering round into the front room, saw his mother had left the house and headed straight over the way to no doubt spread her latest news.

“Here’s your chance” tempted Sam.

Chapter Three
The three boys sprinted up the road, each one fearful of Mrs Dawson calling them back at any moment. Only when they rounded the corner and were out of sight did their pace show signs of diminishing. Surprisingly to Sam, Stanley was far quicker than his face suggested. Smiling to himself as he trailed behind Stanley’s awkward gait, he surmised that he was more preoccupied with the thought of a leather belt rather than the chance to see where the body had been.
Turning the corner into his street, Sam was struck by the contrast to the scene he had left behind just an hour or so ago. The Policemen were still stationed at the door, however the street was now more normal in appearance with people going about their business, and aside from a small group near the front door of 29, not much else resembled the scene he had left behind.
“Where’s the crowd?” demanded Albert, disappointed with what he was viewing being so clearly different from the one Sam had painted. 

“ Maybe the police moved them on?” replied Sam, trying to hide his own dismay and cursing the fact that they were not as impressed with his version of events as he had hoped.

Stopping at the entrance door to Sam’s building, they watched in silence as if collectively planning a route into the building without the police being any the wiser. Sam stepped off the kerb and onto the street, turning round to look up at his own window. Matthew was sat peering out across the street at number 29.

“Matt’s come round” thought Sam. 
He placed his fingers in his mouth and sharply whistled up at the slightly open window.

Matthew looked down instantly, and having recognised the three boys lurking down below on the street, he disappeared from sight. Within seconds, the front door opened and Matthew joined the group.

Albert nodded his head to acknowledge his arrival on the scene. “Matthew” he whispered. Matthew smiled, as if content with the fact that a lad who scared the shit out of everyone else knew his name.
“Anything happened since I left?” Sam enquired of Matthew, but really hoping it hadn’t in case he missed something important.
“A few coppers have been and gone, but not much else” Matthew replied, as if growing ever more comfortable with the events of the morning passed.
Mrs Bell, the old lady Sam had seen talking to his mother this morning, came into view as she headed round the corner from Brick Lane. She was carrying something wrapped in a blanket, far more cumbersome than a woman of her age should be carrying. He knew she lived next door to 29.
“Stay here… I will be back in a minute.”

Sam headed off in the direction of the approaching Mrs Bell. As he neared her frame, he was struck by the fact she appeared much frailer than he had ever noticed previously.
“Morning Mrs Bell, can I give you hand and carry that home for you?”

Mrs Bell, startled by the voice and its’ pleasant tone, straightened herself to catch a glimpse of the source. She recognised Sam’s face, smiling as if to welcome the acknowledgement. 

“Would you?” she replied in her weakened spirit.

Sam lifted the bundle from her arms, with an admiration for her strength hitting him almost at once. He looked over to his waiting group and nodded in their direction as if giving them authority to join them.
“You know my brother Matthew don’t you Mrs Bell?” asked Sam, considerate to any concern she may have of being done over by the youthful rabble.

“I do”, nodding once as she replied, as if recognising the need to satisfy Sam’s well intended words.

“…and this Albert and Stanley, they are pals of ours. We will take turns carrying this up to your room if you like?”
She again nodded her approval.

Sam was now comfortable that she was satisfied their intentions were heartfelt. They walked past the small group of people and the police occupying the door. Mrs Bell opened the front door to her building and the boys, satisfied that the police didn’t seem to be paying them too much attention, hurried with the bundle through the door and waited for Mrs Bell to give further directions.

Sam was immediately struck by the similarity between here and next door. The hallway led to an identical looking back yard. He could hear voices coming from the yard, but was unable to tell if it was here or next door. He acquired the attention of the others, raised his eyebrows and nodded towards the yard entrance; as if to let them know that’s where they will headed once their good deed has been completed. The excitement that had been replaced with disappointment when he returned to the street with his friends in tow suddenly reared its head again. Mrs Bell pointed up the stairs, and the boys lead the way, carrying the bundle. Mrs Bell took far longer to ascent the stairs than their excitement could contain.
Out of breath and panting heavily, she opened the door to her tiny, filthy room, stepping aside to let her unexpected new courtiers enter the room. An overwhelming smell of urine and damp seemed to escape the nasal passage of Sam; however the three other boys were not so fortunate. They placed the bundle on the floor near the door, and were ready to head back downstairs to the yard as Sam had indicated to avoid further suffocation. However, Sam was immediately struck by the fact it overlooked the back of the building, rather than the street as he first thought. 
He felt rather happy with himself. 
In his mind, he immediately began to picture the yard as it must appear from Mrs Bells’ window, which was tantalisingly just out of his view. 
Mrs Bell crouched into the room; she was not as unaware of their intentions as Sam had initially believed.

“A good view from here” she remarked, noticing Sam’s gradual edging towards the window at the rear of her room.
The three boys, still lurking at the door in the hope of diluting the air in the room with the slight breeze coming up the staircase, immediately recognised that she had not misunderstood their plan. Albert smiled to himself, respecting the fact her brain was in much better order than her body might allude to. He looked at Stanley but he still looked as gormless as normal. Perhaps “he hadn’t quite worked it out yet” thought Albert.
“Did you hear anything?” asked Sam in the most uninterested way he could manage, so to not give away his urgency to survey the scene without delay.

“Not a sound” responded Mrs Bell, as if to cast doubt on the murder ever happening at all.

Her pitiful bed was within inches of the open window. Suddenly the old lady seemed to be much more valuable than they had first imagined. Sam noticed that he had been ceded group leadership, with Albert having magically made himself appear much younger, innocent and fragile than he ever normally allowed himself to do.
“May we take a look out the window?”

Sam noticed the others were showing certain symmetry in their facial reactions.

“Can’t see why you might want to….”started Mrs Bell.
Sam felt a surge of disappointment within his stomach.

“….But if you feel the need to look then be my guest.” Sam felt he didn’t need asking twice, but the others seemed slightly more reticent.

Sam wiped the dirty glass frame with the sleeve of his coat. 

Mrs Bell’s room was no more than fifteen feet above the yard where the body was found. It was occupied by at least six policemen, with at least two others who were undistinguishable to Sam in their roles. He noticed two people in the yard of twenty seven; though he was immediately struck by the fact they were stood as near to fence as possible, as if trying to overhear what was being said. Scanning the yard he recognised from the early summer months just gone, he saw that the police were paying particular focus to the area near the door, in front of the step. The policemen obscuring a direct view of the site of interest stepped back.

The four boys gasped at the same time as the yard revealed its horrors. An area of the deepest, darkest red, painted the floor of the yard immediately alongside the step and adjacent fence.
Matthew slowly withdrew himself from the window, almost afraid that the horrific scene below would be attracted by any sudden movement and follow after him. He instantly regretted his decision to take those steps across the room from the sanctuary of Mrs Bell’s door. Stanley followed almost at once. He reminded himself that he would “probably be on the receiving end of a leather strap for being here”. It no longer seemed to be such a good idea. 
Sam noticed a lone Magpie perched on the fence of 29 Hanbury Street.
