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	I.

sun

light oozing thick red

sticky

staining the horizon

2.

LONDON, ENGLAND

LATE 1800’s

3.

hearse 

driver 

yellow teeth 

hair

imprisoned in a slick 

suit

green gamy whip

raised

snags

in the sky snaps

down

slicing 

scream splintering 

teeth jagged 

eyes round and wild 

horse’s flesh

4.

hearse rushes through the  street 

the horse of an elderly couples’ cab


shies


the old woman’s scream

  pierces

the old man’s heart

a girl watering flowers


looks up 

soaks

a cat screeches

startling

sleeping

birds in a tree 

into the 

sunset sticking to the sky

5.

reins taut

steel bit

bites

into the horse’s

cry

hearse’s movement stroked

driver jumps to the 

street into a crowd 

outside a house where 

a bobby stands guard

6.

policeman disperses 

the crowd with 

a wave of his voice 

“Nothing to see folks. 

Please go home.”

the policeman turns

to

the driver of the hearse 

“Too late Mr Bradley.”

‘Too late” Mr Bradley repeats

“I was here before 

the news

had time to congeal.”

“Sorry Mr Bradley. 

Mr Ferguson 

was here first.”

Mr Bradley turns

curses

“That scotsman

hears

about these murders 

before the victim.”

7.

tiny tongues

flames

lick

the air

in a fireplace

a rich green

carpet is invaded

by red

four eyes

two detectives

scour

the apartment for clues

8.

first detective

sacks of flesh

coddle his eyes

a beard flows

out of his nose

around his mouth

surrounding

a cigarette

says

“Came direct from dinner 

Mr Sterling

as soon as I heard. 

Never did finish digesting.”

9.

second detective 

Mr Sterling younger

gaunt face

caving in over absent

teeth

hair divided in the

middle

reclining on both sides 

of a jagged part

“I’m sorry Inspector.” 

“Damn inconvenient,” 

the inspector grumbles

10.

“Any reporters?”

the inspector asks

“No sir,”

Mr Sterling replies “Damn,” the inspector curses “The Ripper murders are getting all the attention.”

Mr Sterling glances down 

at the mutilated corpse “Bloody awful,”

he says and turns

away

“Bloody shame,” 

the inspector adds 

“What’s so special 

about the Ripper murders?”

11.

the inspector stands

up

stares at a painting

over the fireplace

—young man

with a cruel

thin smile —

“The victim,”

Mr Sterling says

“I’m famished,”

the inspector replies

12.

A NEARBY RESTAURANT

13.

window frames — 

the inspector

Mr Sterling —

sitting at a table

across the street

a small boy

stitched together with rags stares

with hungry eyes

14.

the inspector plunges 

his knife

into

a raw steak

blood oozes

out seeping into

white fluffy clouds

of mashed potatoes

“Can’t work on an empty stomach, Mr Sterling.”

“Thank you sir

but

I’ve lost

my appetite,” Mr Sterling replies

lips plucking 

at a cup of tea

15.

next table 

couple drinking 

a glass of wine 

the woman smiles 

the man’s hand crawls 

under the table 

up the woman’s knee

“Murder 

always gives 

me an appetite,” 

the inspector swallows

16.

the inspector swabs 

his mouth 

with a serviette 

“Now what’s this 

about a note?”

17.

Mr Sterling reads 

from a piece of paper “Pregnant with death vengeance is my craving.”

the inspector lights 

a cigarette

“Same message 

as the last two murders.” 

“The work of a madman Inspector,”

Mr Sterling responds

the inspector sighs 

grinds his cigarette

into some brocolli 

“All this poetry 

has given me 

indigestion.”

18.

the inspector 

and Mr Sterling 

in a carriage

passing 

through the foggy streets 

of east London 

shadows swallowing

alleys

rats grinding their teeth


women in red


bared breasts

waiting in windows

braiding their hair

a dog’s whistle

punctured by a foot

a cat weeps

a man at a desk

scratches the back

of paper with ink

woman holding a lantern

at a door

earns for drink

slow sway of ship steeples

behind darkened

buildings

horses applauding against

cobble stones

the carriage stops

outside

a tavern

THE SAVING GRACE

19.

inside

two sailors

sit talking to vacant 

chairs

a third

passed out

head on a table

rocking back and

forth

like a ship at anchor 

in a private

booth

sit two women 

clashing colours 

made up eyes 

toothless smiles

Mr Sterling and 

the inspector 

stand

talking 

to the barkeep

burly red head

thick moustache

curled
up at the ends 

from habit

20.

“The Ripper is ruining business — girls

are scared, sailors returning to the sea – 

but your boy

the avenger, 

as long as his palate

prefers

blue blood,

he’s of no concern 

to common folk as we.”

21.

outside again

he inspector lights 

a cigarette

in a darkened alley 

two eyes watch

then scurry away 

“he’s out there 

somewhere.”

the inspector sighs 

then coughs

22.

A WEEK LATER 

VICTORIA STATION

23.

the London police 

have cordoned

off the area

two middle-aged

ladies

stand watch

behind them

a bald-headed

irishman

holds their bags

“I’m moving back 

to the country, 

away from these killings. 

This sort of behaviour 

is just not acceptable 

out there,”

the first lady sighs

“It’s all these 

foreigners 

they’re letting 

into the country,”

the second responds “Murderers every one.”

24.

in the corridor 

of the train 

two constables stand

guard

the undertaker Mr Bradley

stands

before them 

“Don’t tell me Ferguson 

got here first,” 

the undertaker sighs

“I’m sorry sir,”

the constables reply

25.

inside the compartment 

a well-dressed corpse 

reclines

on the floor 

over his neck

where a head should be 

the daily newspaper 

headline reads

JACK IS BACK

Mr Sterling and 

the inspector 

stand over the body

“No reporters again,” 

the inspector says

“No sir, I’m sorry,”

Mr Sterling replies 

“They’re all attending 

the new Ripper killing.”

“Don’t apologize, Mr Sterling Bad timing, that’s all. 

That Jack and our fellow answer the same calling.”

“A woman overheard 

voices sir,”

Mr Sterling adds as he 

lights

the inspector’s cigarette

26.

in the corridor

of the train

an elderly woman 

is questioned 

by Mr Sterling 

the inspector holds his

cigarette

behind his back

smoke

curling up like a tail

“I AM NOT JACK

that’s all you heard 

Mrs Higgins?” 

Mr Sterling smiles

“That’s what I said 

that’s what I heard,” 

Mrs Higgins quacks 

turns up her nose 

waddles off 

down the corridor

27.

DAYS LATER AT

SCOTLAND YARD

28.

the inspector sits 

at his desk 

refilling a silver 

cigarette case 

jumps to his feet

Mr Sterling turns around

“By jove,”
the inspector 

cries

“I think I’ve cracked 

the case.”

“I’m sorry sir,” Mr Sterling replies “You can always 

buy a new one.”

“Get your men together. 

Call the Times. 

Hire a reporter 

if you must, Mr Sterling.”

29.

outside building 

in a fashionable suburb

of London

FERGUSON’S FUNERAL HOME

the inspector and 

Mr Sterling and 

a reporter from the Times

“So it’s your theory,” 

the reporter 

squeals

“that Jack The Ripper

and the Avenger 

are both parts 

of a split personality, 

both sides of the same coin.” the inspector nods 

wishing he could bow

“House is surrounded, sir,” 

Mr Sterling says

“And it’s your belief,” 

the reporter 

continues

“that all these murders 

were committed 

by this Ferguson chap 

to boost a sagging trade.”

“Funeral homes 

are dropping off 

left and right,” 

Mr Sterling interjects

“Medical breakthroughs 

are killing off

the trade,” 

the inspector adds

30.

three hands rap 

at the door 

butler answers 

“Yes gentlemen.”

“Is Mr Ferguson in?” 

“Yes gentlemen,” 

the butler responds 

“But Mr Ferguson 

left strict instructions 

that he was

not to be disturbed.”

“I’m sorry sir,” 

Mr Sterling replies 

“But we’re from 

Scotland Yard 

and I’m afraid 

we must insist.”

the butler steps aside

the three men

rush up
the stairs 

their pockets 

rubbing the walls 

on each side

to a door marked PRIVATE

“Scotland Yard, 

Mr Ferguson.” 

“Keep out!”

A voice from inside cries. 

Mr Sterling

puts his shoulder to the door all three men

fall inside

Mr Ferguson 

stands

in the middle of the room staring at them 

with two faces 

his own

and the other’s whose hair 

he holds with his hand

the butler faints

Mr Ferguson blushes 

turns

and leaps 

out the window 

Mr Sterling and 

the inspector and 

the reporter 

rush over 

to look outside

31.

on the street below 

Mr Ferguson lays 

face down 

on the sidewalk 

beside him stands 

Mr Bradley 

picking up a head

by the hair 

swings it like a lantern 

looks up

and grins 

“I was sure, gentlemen, 

I’d be here 

early enough, 

but I should have known 

that Ferguson would

arrive first.”

32.

AFTER THE DEATH OF THE AVENGER

THERE WERE NO MORE RIPPER KILLINGS. 

BUT JACK THE RIPPER’S

IDENTITY REMAINS A MYSTERY TO THIS DAY.

THE END


	SAMUEL BREMMER: . . . I think that was his name. All these Anglo-Saxon names sound so much alike. laughs At any rate, this professor from the University of Toronto Dental Clinic phoned and asked of he could bor​row a print of The Avenger. Wanted to use it for a lecture he was giving on gum diseases, laughs Of course I did use a lot of close-ups of mouths in the film. The picture opens with the yellow stained teeth of the undertaker, Mr Bradley. And then there are those shots of the horses mouths. And of course all the shots throughout the film of the inspector smoking, eating, picking his teeth, smiling, yawning, what have you. This of course leaves a big impression on people. Eisenstein has his faces; I have my teeth... I think teeth are the punishment we are paying for biting into the apple, for the original sin. Damn things always have to be at​tended to, brushed, cleaned, filled, capped, bridged, pulled. And when they’re finally gone, everything caves in...

SIR JOHN BIRD: ... grateful for the opportunity to return to London, to renew old friendships, to just smell the English air. Most of my acquaintances imagined that I must have already died. That’s where Hades is, they told me - west. And of course they were interested to know how I liked work​ing in the colonies... We were fort​unate enough to find accommodation with friends of mine in the theatre. Sammy was grateful for this. We were on a very restricted budget. Sammy said he could have gotten more money but he hated to break any Canadian traditions... Yes, Barbara Harris came along with us. I don’t know why. She had a very minor part in the film. There was certainly no romantic link between her and Sammy. And it’s no secret that the girl and I never got along. Maybe it was a recompense for promises broken... We used English technicians which I think accounts for the unevenness in the final version. I asked Sammy what he thought of Eng​lish technicians. He said he thought their work was a bit stiff... No it wasn’t all that smooth. There was some trouble getting shots in Victoria Station. For one thing we had to rent an old antique train from the turn of the century. That took a good chunk of our budget. And in the end we didn’t use a lot of the material we shot. Terrible waste of film. And there was Barbara. Impossible girl. Complaining all the time. And when she wasn’t complaining, she was warming up to me, trying to get me to introduce her to some of my friends in the theatre. One time I did succumb. Introduced her to a writer friend. Young fellow. Good family man. She disappeared with him for a weekend. Next time I saw her I lost my composure. I in​formed her, rather sharply, that the theatre is not a brothel...

SAMUEL BREMMER: What is per​sonality but an orderly crowd? What is madness but the rule of the mob?...

SAMUEL BREMMER:... long shots. Especially at the beginning of the film. As the film progressed the shots became shorter and shorter. I al​most counted frames and used a calcu​lator. The idea was that they would build up to a crescendo, climaxing in the final scene with the undertaker holding the head in his hand. And there was a long suspended shot of the head smiling. It seemed like a good idea on paper, but when we began shooting the rhythm had to be chang​ed. Time, as it turns out, can not be measured in frames... Some critics said that the film was based on a joke stretched over ninety minutes. I have no defense. I like bad jokes and fat wo​men... The film was less interested in making a socially redeeming statement than creating some chills and chuckles and, incidentally, putting some cash in all our pockets...

ANTHONY WHALE: There were two versions of the film. A European and a North American version. In the North American version all scenes of nudity, even some of the scenes of the inspector eating were considered too sexually explicit. In Europe, some of the scenes of gruesomeness, espe​cially, it was said, the scenes of the in​spector eating, were considered too violent...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Of course in Canada, for something to be art it must be serious. I suppose this attitude is the child of French pretentiousness and English aloofness...

ROBERT DRAYTON: Mr Brem​mer, seemed too caught up in his work. Film had become his eyes. The cutting room, his consciousness. The theatre, reality. It’s madness. Okay I didn’t get much of a part in the film. But I am not bitter. I am not obsessed by the drive to become a movie star. I am not Barbara Harris...

SIR JOHN BIRD: ... television I think is closer to prose, or at least that is where it is most effective. Film is a poetic language. Perhaps one shouldn’t make such strict parallels. But film de​pends… listen to me! Goodness, I’m beginning to sound like an old school teacher… Perhaps time molds us into what we most despise...

SAMUEL BREMMER: The most dangerous man is the man who has come to a conclusion about life...

SIR JOHN BIRD: Friends came up to me and said, though not in so many words, what are you doing making these adventure stories when you once were the voice for the great bard? ... How the great have fallen. laughs ... I am an old man and I felt, yes this isn’t Shakespeare, but.., it’s fun. I’m enjoying myself...

ANTHONY WHALE: I felt as if the character, Mr Sterling, was tailored for me. He has a light comic touch mixed with a certain British sobriety. He is a man with suppressed ambitions. He wants the inspector’s job. But the notion of ambition conflicts with that other feature of his personality -loyalty. And so he waits, to inherit the throne... My wife tells me that I’m not ambitious enough. But I’ve seen what ambition can do, first fixing itself on small objects, objectives which only feed its hunger, until it fixes itself on abstract objects, an ab​stract objective such as salvation. In this quest it consumes the vehicle of its search. . . No I wasn’t specifically referring to Sam or to Barbara Harris or to anyone in the cast... I want to be as good as possible at what I do, everything else will fall in its place...

SAMUEL BREMMER:
We go through life in a trance, a sleep walk of assumptions and clichés. Reality can be as much a roadblock to understand​ing as retardation...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I have a theory. It affects all of my work. I be​lieve that anything new—idea, object, vision, etc. —introduced into the world is absorbed by all of us. Ab​sorbed into our genes. Not through our parents, not through the blood. But through the air. As if ideas were like pollen, something in the air that we breathe. It’s not so much that we draw from some common sea of con​sciousness but that each of us contributes to that sea that runs through all of us. Each of us is the agent, the flower blooming, for ideas, visions, etc. in this great sea. Sounds very mystical I know. But there have been experiments that are pointing science in this direction. Some years ago a scientist was doing some re​search on rats, running them through a maze of rewards and punishments. When the experiments began, the rats were making anywhere from thirty to forty mistakes. As they repeated their trips through the maze they were able to reduce their mistakes to between eight and twelve. These results were published. A group of Australian sci​entists reading the results a few months later took a group of rats of the same type, but unrelated by blood to the first experimental animals. They were run through an identical test. But initially they only made from eighteen to twenty-two mistakes and some even managed to run through the course perfectly. How did these

rats learn to do so well. Experiments were conducted in other parts of the world with other animals. In all cases the second or third generation of rats were more successful, although there was apparently no blood link and therefore no passage of genes to link the animals... So I believe that no matter how obscure or unknown the man, his ideas receive the widest distribution. I told this to a friend who then asked me if animals were getting smarter. Smarter? No. But they are changing. They are adapting themselves to us. They want to survive. And us. Are we getting smarter? Are we becoming supermen? A difficult question. I don’t know...
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