THE JOURNAL OF JAMES MAYBRICK TRANSCRIPT 

Molly was her name. Her head caved in like a watermelon. My first and I found her exquisite. The other servants were no challenge. That fool lying beside the last of them was a gift. Women are my mission but why not a man. It felt different. Solid. His head didnt collapse like the others. It has been to long so I begin again. I decided to write it down to remember and so others could know should this ever be found. I keep thinking of Bunny. I truly believe I have been given a mission. To rid the world of all whores. I am not done. 


I feel I am preparing for what is to come. These servant girls proved good for practice. They are everywhere here so make easy pickings. No one misses them. And no one suspects. The cotton merchant hiding in plain sight – ha ha. I do believe I am beginning to understand what it was I was placed here to do. All whores will know soon enough. My business can continue at home. But not yet. I feel cold inside and miss my son. My memories of him fade sometimes and it makes me sad. I will see him soon. 


I am ill tonight. I cannot stop shaking and the pain keeps me awake. My medicine does little to quell the cramps. I dream that I am being punished for what I have done and what I intend to do. I know not if keeping this journal is wise should it ever be discovered it will destroy Bunny and Bobo. I know only love drove me to this. Dear God make me well enough to see my family.


The police here are bungling. They have no idea it is i killing the whores. Uneducated servants. I feel unfulfilled because they are so easy and everywhere. The Midnight Assassin they call me – ha ha. What a ridiculous name. I will have something better to be remembered by. A name known by all for all time. The whores will know and be afraid. I look forward to tomorrow. I have watched them. Black servants they are not. 

On Christmas Eve Moses found the whore
The other her brains decorated the floor


So they chose to celebrate the first ship from my city coming here with flags and lights. ‘God Save The Queen’ indeed. The bitch will soon know of my work in her home. I almost laughed reading that Moses had found her. Perhaps a message from God. The other was softer. She groaned as though being pleasured. It made me think of the whore. A double event for that fool Grooms Leigh. Those fools mention it to me and I show nothing ha ha. They have no idea oh if they only knew. I have been clever so very clever.
 

I made the double event here my last. The state of Texas will remember what I did. Being ignorant to the reason lessens the impact not. They say I raped them the fools. I would not tarnish myself. The knife and axe I rammed into them was pleasure enough. I feel the need to do it again. But not here. I need to be home. I have forced thoughts of Bunny from my mind for too long. This gentle man who needs to keep gentle thoughts. My medicine will help calm the battle within me.  


Am I not a clever fellow. They look to the footprints but to me they will not lead. 

Footprints left footprints right
Footprints five footprints four

I laugh knowing they cannot find me. The whores let me see I am good at this a master no less. Sir Jim is becoming a very clever fellow indeed. 


The bitch Cranstoun would have me stop my medicine. She told me it is to blame for my pains. I cannot do without it. My hands grow so cold I wonder if I would be able to hold the knife. I need to be home now no more can I do here. The fools see the cotton merchant and look past the man they seek. My doubts vanish as to my purpose. This place is becoming sour fruit.


I grow worried about my compulsion to write down my deeds. I fear it will be my undoing. It thrills me to write about how the whores split open but at night I wonder if I am doing wrong. I feel lost. Being so far from home makes it worse. I miss Bobo. Even my Bunny. May she forgive me on the day my deeds are discovered. When I return I need to rest. I am pained constantly. My medicine has no effect at times. At night I see their faces begging to be spared. May god forgive the man I have become. 


It is decided. I will return to Grassendale. I will be able to decide where to start again. My deeds here have only served to prove I am a clever fellow. Indeed I am. They have no idea no idea and once home I will be far away. Perhaps Liverpool perhaps London. The whores there are many. I can use what I have learnt to become something more. And who shall they know me by. A name that will be remembered by all. 

Sir Jim returns home to see the whores Sir Jim will open them wide
Their blood will paint the cobbled floors ha ha ha
 

It has been too long. I have stayed my hand since returning home. The whores have remained safe but my desire for them to die only grows within me. I know now she has a whoremaster. Slowly the bitch poisons me poisons my soul. I maintain all sense of dignity for the masses but I am losing the battle I fight within. Bobo keeps me sane but soon I must be cutting again. Only feeling the whores rip wide will satisfy me.
The whore has hers and I have mine. She is a calming influence on me. I have no desire to hurt her. The bitch only drives me closer to her. How I would love to rip her wide in front of her whoremaster. The more time passes the more nervous I become about starting my campaign again. I must find the courage to continue. The whore must be made to suffer.


I have not seen Michael for some time. I must pay him a visit next time I am close by. Edwin too. How they would be surprised if they knew what I have done. They think me so kind and gentle. They know not what the whore has done to me. Maybe I should tell them. My brothers could offer me the solace I crave for my soul. My medicine keeps me from ripping more whores wide though I do not know how long I can remain calm. I am having to take more to still my mind but the pain is sometimes too much to bear. 
So where to begin again I cannot decide. The city of whores seems a good place. But not yet. It is still too soon. The fools across the ocean still discuss me. I see mention of my deeds in the newspaper. They still marvel at my work after all this time – ha ha. The next time will be better. I will create something that no one will ever be able to diminish. My thrills call out to me thrilling thrilling. Their souls must tear apart their bodies rip open like ripe fruit. I will taste them – perhaps I shall take some and cook it for tea. Not long Sir Jim not long. Soon they will know your name. The others were just to warm up. I have something better in mind for the city of whores. 


Whore
                     Whore
                                              Whore

She teases me. I believe she knows about mine. She says little but her face smirks at me. Let the whoremaster have her. Bobo settles my mind but soon I must be working once again. The whore can keep her little secrets as I do mine. She knows not of Sir Jim and his deeds done and yet to come. Where once I had only love in my heart for her I now have only blackness. 

Whore
                     Whore
                                              Whore
 

I read they suspected that fool quack Tumbelty for my work in Austin. He was too busy exposing himself to other men to carry out my deeds. I know the whore has another. A whoremaster he shall be. So be it. He will keep her busy and I can carry on. My dreams command I begin again. I already know where but not yet. It is still to soon. I must wait. When I begin again it will be perfect. It will be something never forgotten. I will treat them to my very finest work indeed.
My darling Gladys lightens my dark soul. I had hoped she would mend the distance between Florie and I. The whoremaster can keep her and I will keep mine. Damn her for making me seek solace with another. Damn her for making me kill those whores. Damn her, damn her, damn her. 


I need to be working again. I know now where and I know now when. They call themselves the Brethren. A populous set of fools who think I can help them with their sycophantic cause. I will consider it. But not yet. The whores of the city will fear my undertaking. It will be the perfect joke. Too subtle for the fools to work it out I imagine. It matters not. Once I have begun again what I achieve will be talked about the world around. Oh yes they will remember Sir Jim and his whores. 

Jack be nimble Jack with his blade
Jack left the whore bloody and flayed


The bitch thinks we need a nanny for Bobo and Gladys. I have left her to it. As long as it does not interfere with my plans then I care not. Michael and Edwin came to see me today. They thought I looked pale. I feel stronger than ever but must admit sometimes the pain is so great it is all I can do to not cry out in the night. My medicine still works but more and more of it I am needing. I sometimes wonder if the pain it causes is worth the pain it settles. But I will need it once I start again. It will keep me strong and calm my mind. 


George asked about the bitch and the children in the club. The people went about their business unaware of who was in their midst. What would they think if they knew. It makes me smile to know that I am so very clever ha ha. They are talking to the man who tore those women wide in Austin and smile at me as though they wish to be my lover. I wonder how much they would be smiling as I cut into them and pulled out their intestines and placed them on their shoulders. Perhaps I will do that with one of them when I begin again. I think I would like to cut the breasts off one too. Yes that would be perfect.
 

The time is drawing near. I need to begin my campaign again soon. Battlecrease is slowly becoming home. Bunny and the children are happier here than at Grassendale. I had not the heart to start again so soon no heart – ha ha. When I begin the world will know of me and my work on the whores. London still calls to me but perhaps Manchester would be better. Closer to home and to the whore and her whoremaster.   


Last night was the most difficult yet. How I stopped from squeezing the life from her I know not. She taunts me with her looks and movements. I need to begin again soon or else I fear what will become of me. My medicine helps somewhat but I am needing to take more and more to dull the pain. Writing is all that keeps me from being out there tonight. The whores stay safe because I sit here writing.

My pen it keeps my hands from killing
They walk the streets with charm
It keeps them safe from harm
Sir Jack Jim will see them soon he thinks
And watch their guts all spilling


Those fools contacted me again today. They wish to control me. My campaign will not bow down to the whims of a group of incompetent idiots. Yet afterwards I wondered if I was too hasty. They have power and could help me find women whores who would not be missed. They could help with the police fools though they are. Perhaps I should give it some thought tonight. I will take my medicine and think on their offer once more.


I met with their man Duggan today. A simple lackey. I insisted that next time I meet the man in charge. They say they know of Austin. They think I am a fool and that they can blackmail me. But I know what they need. I knew the whores were put on this earth for a reason. Perhaps my campaign has a higher meaning. I will slit him from ear to ear should he mention Austin the next time we meet. Meet again we shall. The brethren want Sir Jim they shall have him. Let the streets run red with the whores blood and know my campaign is believed in by others. 


I cannot sleep. My dreams are fraught with Bunny and the children. Dear god what am I becoming to think they can stay safe if I continue on this path. She cuts at my soul yet I cannot let her go. My darling Bunny you will be the death of me. Love is tearing my soul apart.


Sir Jim will see them bleed
Sir Jim will satisfy their need


I cannot bear it any longer. I must begin my campaign soon otherwise I fear what may happen to me. The children lift my mood but I know it will not last. It has been too long. I am needing more – more medicine more whores to rip. Austin now seems so far. I must decide soon where I am to begin again but the courage eludes me. Dear god what have I become.


The bitch thinks I am stupid. I know she sees him when I am away. I have no proof she sees him with the children. How he will suffer if he has been near my children. Perhaps I should begin with him – how that would confuse them. I have not done a man since Austin. He brought less pleasure but tore just the same. Perhaps the whoremaster will be better.  
I feel lost and cold. My hands are always cold as I think is my heart. My dear Bunny see what you have done to me. I have been driven to this madness. More and more medicine I am taking to remain in control but I fear it will not be long before I will be upon the whores to have what I need. The thought of such pleasures thrills me like never before. Michael and Edwin must never know. They think me a gentle man. I hope Bunny and the children will remember me as the same. 


I met with Duggan again today. He told me that his employer wishes to meet with me. Very well. I shall play their little game. If it brings me closer to my work beginning anew then I shall dance with them. They have more to lose than I should any of this become known. I have faith they will keep my secret as I will keep theirs.  


I am confused as to whether I should end it all. I am taking more medicine to dull the pain. What would become of my family should my writing be discovered? It would destroy Michael and Edwin. The so-called Brethren have told me it matters not when I start again and that it is up to me. I do not know if I am able to go on. I have dreams of the women I have killed. I know I will be made to suffer for what I have done.   


My thoughts are clear today. I was foolish thinking I should stop. The whores need to suffer. I walked the streets today amongst the pathetic people who think they are important. They know not of what I am capable of and what I will achieve. I have decided for now to accept their support. They have a great deal of power that can be used to allow my work to continue uninterrupted. They think they can control me. The Brethren and the whores. If they knew what they have in store for them they would stop this instant. But do I desire that? My answer is no. They will suffer just as I. I will see to that. Received a letter from Michael perhaps I will visit him. Will have to come to some sort of decision regards the children. I long for peace of mind but I sincerely believe that that will not come until I have sought my revenge on the whore and the whoremaster.
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