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What Hunger Makes a Girl Do 
 

The night Sarah Kelly met the man who would ruin her life was the same night she learned what 

hunger could make a girl do. 

Rain hammered the cobblestones of Whitechapel, turning refuse into rivers that soaked the 

hem of her dress. She pulled the shawl tighter around her narrow shoulders and kept her eyes low, 

scanning for danger or opportunity—whichever came first. 

A carriage rolled toward her, black lacquer gleaming beneath the street lamps. Too fine for 

this neighborhood. Too clean. Too rich. It stopped beside her with a soft exhale of steam. 

The door opened. A man stepped out. 

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Wrapped in a charcoal greatcoat trimmed with astrakhan lambswool 

at the collar. He did not belong here. He belonged in one of the gentleman’s clubs near the docks, or 

perhaps in a private box at the theatre. His boots shone.  His eyes—pale, assessing—settled on her 

with a weight that made her throat tighten. 

“Are you lost, sir?” Sarah asked, trying to sound older than fifteen. 

“No,” he said, voice rich, educated. “But I believe you are.” 

He gestured with one gloved hand toward the open carriage. 

Sarah froze. 

Behind him, the driver—a man built like a dockworker—watched without expression. The 

horses stamped impatiently, their breath fogging the air. 

“Come,” the gentleman murmured. “A warm place. A proper meal. I ask for nothing more.” 

She had heard those promises before. They usually ended in bruises or worse. 

Yet something about him felt different. Dangerous, yes. But not crude. Nor cruel in the way 

she knew cruelty—born of poverty, whiskey, and fists. 

This man radiated another kind of power. He wore a lion signet ring. 
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She stepped inside, and the carriage door closed behind her with a soft click—a sound like a 

secret being sealed. 

And so began a night she would never speak of again. 

*** 

 

When Sarah found herself with child months later, she panicked. The gentleman had vanished as 

swiftly as he appeared. No name. No address. She told no one. The shame would kill her 

grandmother. The church would cast them out into the streets. 

The child was born in a muddy tenement in Preston, on a night when the midwife whispered 

an exhausted prayer and muttered, “He’ll have the devil’s luck, this one.” 

James. A name Sarah chose because it sounded strong. Biblical. As if strength alone could 

protect him from the world—or from himself. 

When he was a year old, Sarah left him on Teresa’s doorstep and fled back to Liverpool with 

tears streaming down her cheeks. She could not raise him. Could not look at him without seeing the 

face of the man who had taken her innocence. 

Teresa, proud and stubborn, lied to the parish. Lied to the neighbors. Lied even to James. 

She raised him as her own. 

She never touched the principal of the trust the father had left, only the small monthly 

allowance sent discreetly through a solicitor to an office on Rodney Street. The letters were always 

unsigned. 

Inside the solicitor’s vault, a document lay sealed: 

Trust Fund, established April 1860 
Amount: £20,000 
To be released upon the boy’s twenty-fifth birthday 
Guardian: Teresa Kelly, grandmother. 
Father: Name intentionally withheld by directive of the Benefactor. 
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Only two men ever knew the truth: The gentleman with the lion signet, and the solicitor 

with the iron spectacles who signed the papers without asking questions 

Both men died long before James Kelly ever came into his inheritance. 

The truth died with them. 

*** 

 

When he came of age, James felt something sharp and terrible bloom in his chest. 

“Then who am I?” he whispered. 

Teresa had no answer. 

The silence was worse than any truth. 

Years later, when James battered down his wife, Sarah Brider’s door in a jealousy-fueled rage; 

when he slit her throat as cleanly as he sliced the fabric of a Victorian chair; when the doctors at 

Broadmoor whispered about congenital madness—none of them knew the real seed of ruin.  

It lay in a single night with a man in an astrakhan-trimmed coat.  

A man of money.  

A man of power.  

A man of silence.  

A man whose name never graced a document. 

*** 

 

The devil did not erupt fully formed from the London fog; he was born quietly—in a one-room 

tenement in Preston on the night of April 20th, 1860. Teresa, a woman who buried shame under 

knitted shawls and whispered prayers. The boy grew up calling his grandmother “Mother,” never 

imagining the truth. 
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There is no known birth certificate, baptism record, parish entry, or later legal document that 

identifies James Kelly’s biological father. 

This was deliberate. 

At the time of Kelly’s birth his mother was 15 years old. She was unmarried. She was described in 

later documents as a “street girl” or “denizen of the night.” 

In Victorian England, illegitimate children were almost never given the father’s name unless the 

father acknowledged the child — and in this case, he clearly did not. 

No record of paternal acknowledgment exists anywhere. 

No man was ever legally connected to the child. 

No male relatives are mentioned in any court, asylum, or police files. A mysterious man — 

unnamed in every document — left an inheritance and paid a fortune to hide the existence of the 

son who would one day become Jack the Ripper. 

The boy grew up in a house built on lies. His father’s name was void. His mother’s 

abandonment, a shadow.  The money that raised him came from a man who would rather erase him 

than acknowledge him. 

He was a thin, silent child—watchful, pale, given to staring at corners as though someone 

whispered from behind the walls. When he reached adolescence, Teresa finally told him the truth: 

the woman he thought was his mother was his grandmother, and the mother he longed for had 

abandoned him at birth. “I’m not your mother,” she told him one day when he was old enough. 

Something in the boy cracked. Perhaps like another infamous serial killer who was raised the same 

way: Ted Bundy. 

He left school at thirteen as an apprentice to Ray & Miles, upholsterers on London Road. 

They gave him a trade, but they also gave him blades. Webbing knives. Curved half-moon cutters. 

Long straight knives honed to surgical sharpness. Tools he learned to oil, sharpen, wield with a 

surgeon’s precision. He carried them in a soft-sided Gladstone bag, chalk in a matchbox to mark 

patterns on fabric and wood, and other things (like the writing on the wall at Ghoulston Street) as he 

became intimately familiar with the deep, clean cuts that only a practiced hand could make. 
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His instructors praised his precision—never realizing they were sharpening the instincts of a 

future predator. 

In the narrow rooms where journeymen worked, he heard a second voice, faint but insistent. 

It spoke of betrayal. Of impurity. Of cleansing. Of blood. By the time he reached his twenties, that 

voice and the man had become indistinguishable. 

 According to his biography, James Kelly was “bequeathed £20,000 to be administered by a fiduciary 

service,” to be released when he came of age (25). 

This windfall is sometimes described — in speculative accounts — as the “small fortune” he learned 

about when he discovered his true parentage, a revelation that reportedly contributed to his further 

psychological unraveling. 

He tried to build a normal life. Married Sarah Ann Birder on 4 June 1883. For seventeen 

days, he fought the rising tide of jealousy and paranoia. Then, on a suffocating night in their rooms 

on Cottage Lane, the inner voice screamed louder than hers. James accused her of being a whore. 

He raised his knife—the same smooth motion he had used a hundred times to rip through leather—

and cut her throat. 

She died three days later. 

The Old Bailey courtroom was packed. Witnesses spoke of his rages. Doctors argued over his sanity. 

James stared at them all as if they were made of glass.  The Judge, Sir Henry Hawkins, was a prominent 

Victorian judge of the Queen’s Bench Division and one of the most formidable courtroom figures of his era. 

He was widely known as “Hangman Hawkins.” 

 James Kelly was certified insane instead of hanged, and at twenty-three, James Kelly entered 

Broadmoor Criminal Lunatic Asylum—at Her Majesty’s pleasure. 

*** 

 

Broadmoor was a cathedral of iron and despair. Red brick walls, endless corridors, the reek of 

disinfectant and winter fog. Reverend Fox prayed for his soul. The warder Mr. Tighe tried discipline. 

Neither reached him. 
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He wore obedience like a borrowed coat. Played violin in the inmate band. Smiled when 

spoken to. Waited for the Bosses to believe. 

Dr. Nicholson, Senior Medical Officer at Broadmoor tried to cure Kelly’s madness. Trim 

mustache. Wool waistcoat. He didn’t look at James at first. Just circled, examining the restraints, 

checking the pupil dilation with a slow lift of the lamp. 

     “He hasn’t slept,” the nurse whispered, “for three nights now.” 

     “Then we’ll help him sleep,” Nicholson murmured. He turned the lamp down low and reached 

for the small glass bottle on the tray. Chloral hydrate—measured in milky droplets into a tin cup of 

lukewarm water.  

   James watched, unmoved. 

     “Come now, Mr. Kelly,” Nicolson said, his voice calm, nearly sympathetic. “You’ll find the night 

easier with this.” 

     Kelly didn’t answer. But his restless eyes watched. Just leaned forward as far as the restraints 

would allow—an inch, maybe less—and whispered. 

    “Sleep, doctor? Sleep is where lambs go to die.” 

      Dr. Nicolson paused. Then sighed. “Nurse.” 

    She tilted the cup to his lips, but James clamped his mouth shut, teeth bared. 

     They forced it in. His head flung back as he choked it down—bitter, burning, thick as oil. The 

nurse held the cup with trembling hands as he finally swallowed. A rivulet of the drugged water ran 

down his chin. 

     Minutes passed. 

   He began to hum. A low, rising vibration in his throat like bees behind glass. The sound made the 

nurse step back, made the doctor write faster in his book. 

     “Patient remains unresponsive to sedation for the third consecutive evening,” Nicholson 

scribbled. “At approximately 11:15 p.m., the patient was administered thirty grains of chloral hydrate 

following prolonged agitation and refusal of sustenance. He remains in mechanical restraint due to 

repeated threats made against staff and fellow inmates. Current status: isolated under observation.” 
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     James Kelly smiled again. The corners of his mouth twitched. His eyes gleamed in the lamplight. 

He propped his hob nail boots up on a chair. “I dream of Moab and Midian,” he whispered.  And 

then, finally, he slept.  

Or pretended to. 

On a cold January night in 1888, James Kelly used a handmade key—filed from the metal of 

his own bed frame—to unlock his cell. By the time Broadmoor realized he was gone, he was already 

on the road to Whitechapel. 

To the hunger. 

The East End swallowed him whole. Filth, poverty, rotting tenements, gin shops, fever 

wards, narrow alleys choked with soot and desperation. He slept in doorways, then in the tunnels 

beneath the streets—sewers that hissed with rats and bitter phosphorous gases. Down there, in the 

dripping dark, he heard the whispering voice again. He was off his meds: chloral hydrate. The voices 

grew stronger. Certain. Mocking. It was hell--it was home. 

It’s where he penned his infamous letter: From Hell—and sent a kidney to Mr. Lusk. 

When the first murder came, it came like memory. Like destiny. A long, clean stroke—

Nichols. A deeper, more assured dissection—Chapman. A swift cut in darkness—Stride—

interrupted and gone like a ghost; the ritualistic removal of organs—Eddowes. He vanished after 

each kill, slipping back into the underground tunnels, the earth swallowing him like a favored son. 

Night fell in Whitechapel, as though the sun feared to linger too long above the district’s 

ruined streets. Twilight did not so much descend as seep—slowly like a bruise—into every alley, 

doorway, and cracked stone. It carried with it a heaviness, a sense that the day had given up, 

surrendered, and slipped away long before the people themselves did. In the East End, the light 

always fled first. 

The streets belonged to shadows, shapeless and drifting, curling around the living like 

indifferent ghosts. Men and women stretched themselves across doorsteps and under arches, trying 

to sleep in the positions of the dead: bodies folded against the cold, limbs tucked in for warmth, 

faces turned to the walls. Their breath came out in thin, white ribbons, swallowed by the chill and 

the stench rising from the gutters. Whitechapel breathed too, a low exhale from the grates and sewer 

mouths, as though some enormous sleeping thing stirred beneath its skin. 
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Hope had no foothold here. No one remembered its language. 

The doss houses glowed with sickly lamplight, casting pale halos onto the slick cobbles. 

They were overcrowded sanctuaries of desperation where a bed—if one could call it that—was 

purchased with whatever a man or woman had left at the end of the day: a few coins, a scrap of 

dignity, a borrowed breath. Inside, the rooms were stacked with bodies, the air thick with damp 

wool, boiled cabbage, and fatigue. A bed was always a gamble. One wagered against the darkness 

that they might wake again. Not far away, the gin palaces gleamed with false promises. Their glass and 

brass shone like a mockery of wealth, luring in the weary with a promise of warmth that evaporated as soon 

as the last drop hit the tongue. Men with hollow eyes lifted their glasses as though in prayer, chasing the 

numbness that would let them forget the cold, the hunger, the gnawing knowledge that morning would bring. 

Women huddled near the mirrored walls, faces drawn, fingertips clutching at their shawls.  

The music halls tried their best to drown the misery. Gas jets hissed blue over the stage, bathing the 

performers in a wavering halo of light. A chorus line stamped and twirled beneath a fog of drifting dust, their 

voices rising in bright, defiant songs that never traveled far. In Whitechapel, sound died quickly. It was 

devoured by the labyrinthine streets, absorbed by the damp, swallowed by the unspeakable dark. 

Between these fragile islands of light stretched the true country of the East End: the narrow alleys, 

cramped courts, and twisting lanes that made the district feel like a maze carved by unseen hands. Some 

alleyways were so tight a man could stretch his arms and touch both walls. Others sloped downward into 

blackness where no lantern dared go. Fog clung to the stones, distorting every shape, turning figures into 

silhouettes and silhouettes into rumors. Here, the ground itself remembered—stains washed clean by rain yet 

not forgotten by time. 

People said Whitechapel was haunted.  They were wrong. Whitechapel did not simply keep ghosts. It 

made them. The past was not dead here.  It merely slept with one eye open. 

Then on the 9, November came Mary Jane Kelly. 13 Miller’s Court. 

Different. As if he were trying to appease his demons. 

He watched her from the shadows outside the Ten Bells Tavern, her laughter warm, her eyes 

bright with a fire he could neither extinguish nor possess. Something in her reminded him of his 

wife. Something in her reminded him of every betrayal he had ever had. 

Whitechapel’s fog clung to him like a shroud as James Kelly stepped out of the shadows near Miller’s 

Court, the glossy black lambswool of his Astrakhan coat catching the weak glow of the gas lamps. The coat 
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was expensive—far above the means of the East End—but it framed him perfectly: dark hair and mustache, 

pale eyes burning with a restless, haunted intelligence, a black Gladstone bag hanging from one hand like a 

surgeon’s secret. 

Across the street, George Hutchinson, a laborer with sharp eyes paused mid-stride. He watched the 

man with growing unease. There was something wrong in the way he stood—too confident, too composed, 

like he was waiting for someone he had already chosen. 

Hutchinson stepped closer, curiosity overpowering caution. 

The stranger lifted his head. For one breathless moment, Hutchinson saw the face clearly—calm, 

unreadable, the faintest smile playing at the corners of his mouth. 

Then the man in the Astrakhan coat turned toward Mary Jane Kelly’s room. 

Kelly’s grandmother had told him the story of his father and mother’s first meeting, and that his 

father had worm an Astrakhan coat, so he wore it for this occasion. 

Hutchinson later swore he had never seen a man look more like a gentleman. George just didn’t 

know he had also looked into the eyes of a killer who had inherited his father’s wealth. 

*** 

 

Oddly, Mary Jane Kelly shared the same last name as his wife’s married name: Sarah Birder Kelly, as well as 

his own surname. Mary Jane was different. Domestic, inside, almost intimate. 

On November 9th, 1888, Kelly entered 13 Miller’s Court as quietly as a man stepping into a 

memory. The violence that followed remains unmatched in British history. When Inspector 

Abberline entered afterward, the details seared themselves into his mind forever—burnt clothing in 

the grate, a melted kettle, two ginger beer bottles, a blood-stained lamp, a picture titled The Fisherman’s 

Widow, and horror so profound it silenced the room. 

Abberline slipped the original Dear Boss letter out of his pocket and held it to the lamplight, jaw 

tightening as he read the words again, slower this time—each syllable cold as a scalpel. 

“I saved some of the proper red stuff in a ginger beer bottle over the last job to write with…” 

He paused, the room going still behind him. 

“…but it went thick like glue, and I can’t use it.” 
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Abberline lowered the letter, eyes darkening.  “God help us. It’s him. He was drinking by the fire  

as he worked. We shall never speak of this again.” 

Neighbors swore they heard someone singing softly before dawn. 

A lullaby. 

Sweet Violets. 

*** 

 

Fog rolled low over Commercial Street, a damp ribbon unspooling between the shuttered stalls and the 

crooked lamps whose flames guttered like dying hearts. It was close to six in the morning, and Whitechapel 

seemed to hold its breath. News of the horror at Miller’s Court had not yet spread through the district, but 

something had shifted in the air — a tension, a pressure, as though the night itself had witnessed the 

unthinkable. 

He took her heart. 

Inside the Ten Bells, the lamps hissed with stale gas, casting a jaundiced glow across grimy mirrors 

and cracked tiles. The few souls who still lingered spoke in uneasy murmurs their voices thin with dread. Mrs. 

Fiddymont stood behind the bar counting her till, trying to ignore the prickle traveling the length of her 

spine. 

Then the door opened. 

A slip of cold night mist drifted in first, curling around her ankles. Behind it came the stranger. 

The stranger stepped inside without a sound — a man dressed in a dark, heavy coat with a lambs-

wool astrakhan collar gone damp from fog. His hat was pulled low, shadowing the upper half of his face 

completely, so that only the pallor of his jaw reflected the dim light.  

He moved toward the bar with a meticulous calm, each step measured, deliberate. 

“Evening,” sir,” she said, trying to steady her voice. She had seen this man before, after the first 

ghastly murder in another part of town. 

He lifted his chin just slightly. His lips were thin, bloodless. He set his black bag upon the counter. 

“I’ll have a half pint.” 
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She nodded and reached for a bottle, grateful to have something to do with her hands. But when she 

set it aside to draw the beer from the tap — the more traditional way — she found herself glancing, almost 

involuntarily, at him in the long mirror behind the bar. 

The stranger’s reflection stared back at her. 

And in the mirror, she could see details she’d missed before. His shirt was torn, a ragged slash near 

the side where the coat gaped open. Beneath the black wool cuff of his right hand, she saw it clearly now — 

blood dried but unmistakable. A darker patch clung to the edge of his collar as if wiped there hastily. 

Her throat closed. The beer glass trembled in her grip. 

She finished drawing the half pint and slid it toward him. He lifted the glass and drank slowly, no 

pleasure in the act, no warmth. He might as well have been tasting water. 

Mrs. Fiddymont’s gaze drifted again — not at him directly, but into the mirror. 

But she knew he had caught her looking. He met her eyes in the reflection. A chill ran up her spine. 

For a moment, the pub fell utterly silent. Even the gas lamps seemed to dim. 

His expression in the mirror was neither rage, nor madness. It was something far worse — a cold, 

indifferent intelligence, utterly devoid of humanity. The eyes of a man who walked through blood as if it were 

weather.  

And it terrified her. “The look in his eyes—God help me—was the same. Wild. Hunted. As though 

he carried death with him.” 

A tremor ran through her. She thought of the rumors, the whispers, the name on every tongue these 

past weeks, and suddenly she felt very small, very alone, standing behind her bar with the devil drinking 

ginger beer not three feet away. 

He set the glass down. Not carefully this time. Sharply. As though time had suddenly pressed upon 

him. 

He rose, and took up his black bag. 

No polite nod, no word of thanks. His movements were quick now — hurried, purposeful — as if 

some unseen clock had struck a final hour. He pulled the collar of his coat tighter around him and strode 

toward the door. 

Mrs. Fiddymont dared not breathe. 
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The door opened. The fog swallowed him. The latch clicked shut. 

Only then did sound return to the room — a chair scraping, someone whispering a prayer, another 

muttering a curse. 

Mrs. Fiddymont realized her hands were shaking violently. She stared at the mirror, expecting — 

absurdly — that his reflection might still be watching her. 

But the mirror held only her own frightened eyes. 

*** 

  

Police received an anonymous tip. Their files quietly noted the initials CET beside an entry 

suggesting they look into efforts to recapture Kelly. The following day, detectives beat down doors, 

questioning all who knew James Kelly—including Mrs. Birder, James’s own former mother-in-law. 

James Kelly was already gone. So was his fortune. 

He had slipped the noose again—this time across the Atlantic. 

America greeted him with headlines that bled: 

“THE FIEND COMES TO AMERICA—ANOTHER WHITECHAPEL HORROR?” 

“JACK THE RIPPER HERE!” 

“A WOMAN FOUND SLASHED IN EAST RIVER HOTEL.” 

Carrie Brown—“Old Shakespeare”—was butchered in a New York room in 1891, mutilated 

in a fashion so grotesque that the papers could only gasp: 

“The Ripper has crossed the water.” 

Silent years passed like dust settling on forgotten bones. 

In 1927, a gaunt, gray-haired James Kelly walked back through the gates of Broadmoor. He 

told the guards he wished to die there. He wanted to write his memoirs. He wished to unburden 

himself—not with confession, but with implication. He admitted to being in London at the time of 

the Whitechapel murders in 1888 after his escape. 

“I have seen too much,” he wrote. 
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He died within those walls two years later. 

But evil does not die with the man who carries it. 

It waits. In the tunnels beneath Whitechapel.  

In the damp stones of Miller’s Court. 

In the soft whisper of a blade sliding free from its well-oiled sheath. 

And when Jedi Sheppard enters Victorian London— 

when the Carousel sparks with blue light— 

when time folds like a wound being reopened— 

James Kelly’s shadow stirs. And Jack the Ripper walks again.For he was forged by 

abandonment, sharpened by madness, and unleashed upon history at its most fragile seam. He did 

not become Jack the Ripper. He simply became what the night demanded. And the father he never 

knew-- 

The man in the Astrakhan coat. 
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He Gave 

Fear A Name 
Jack the Ripper, a Lost Daughter, and the 

Trilogy That Travels Through Time to Find Her 
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Monster on the Stairs 
 

When Sloane Golden was a child, fear had a shape. It was the sound of a creaking step—the 

imagined weight of a faceless, nameless monster climbing the stairs toward his bedroom. Beyond 

that door lay a world of loss: a father who kidnapped him, a mother broken by divorce, a 

grandmother dying in the next room. In that small geography of grief and imagination, death and 

abandonment became early, invisible tutors. Years later, the writer who had once hidden beneath the 

sheets would take up the pen and, in his Serial trilogy, reenter those shadows—this time as their 

architect, not their prey. 

In Serial—a time-bending crime saga that merges history, science fiction, and psychological 

horror—Golden sends his detective, Jedi Sheppard, through fractured timelines in pursuit of 

humanity’s most infamous, faceless, nameless murderers: Jack the Ripper, the Zodiac and the 

Boston Strangler. Beneath its intricate structure of paradoxes and moral riddles, Serial is not only 

about solving crimes; it is about solving the fractured psyche. It is an autopsy of fear itself—the kind 

born when the child’s sanctuary is breached and the world’s order collapses. 

“Too much death and loss happened too early,” admits Golden, “and I thought it was 

coming for me next.’ 

The Father Wound and the Quest for Control 
 

Freud wrote that the earliest traumas are “timeless”—preserved like insects in amber, awaiting 

reenactment. For Golden, the abduction by his father and the dissolution of his family created the 

primal rupture: love and danger fused into one figure. Jedi Sheppard, the haunted detective, 

embodies the grown child’s projection—to master chaos by reconstructing time itself. His time 

machine, The Carousel, becomes a technological illusion of control over loss, an externalized fantasy 

of omnipotence compensating for childhood helplessness and the attempt to go back and fix it. 

This repetition is no mere plot device. Freud’s repetition compulsion—the psyche’s urge to 

return to the scene of trauma until it can be mastered—animates every turn of the Serial narrative. 

Each journey backward in time is an attempt to rewrite what cannot be rewritten, to rescue what 
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cannot be saved. Yet through the act of storytelling, Golden transforms the cycle into creation. The 

wheel of trauma becomes the wheel of narrative, turning fear into form. 

Jack the Ripper and the Return of the Repressed 
 

If the nameless monster on the stairs was the child’s fear, Jack the Ripper is its adult incarnation—

the externalization of psychic horror into historical myth. Freud might call him the return of the 

repressed: a symbolic revenant of forbidden impulses—rage, sexuality, and the death drive (Thanatos) 

cloaked in fog. In Serial, the Ripper is not only a killer but a mirror of the author’s divided psyche, a 

phantom conjured by the need to name what haunts him. 

The Ripper’s pathological ritual—mutilation, confession, and correspondence—mirrors the 

artistic process itself, albeit inverted. The killer carves flesh as the author carves time; both seek to 

master it, to make the ephemeral permanent. Through this inversion, Golden’s work becomes an act 

of sublimation: transforming the primitive instinct to destroy into the creative impulse to reveal. The 

terror once coming up the stairs is brought into language, where it can be examined and, at last, 

understood. 

“The nameless, faceless monster on the stairs was death, and I was too young to deal with 

it,” states Golden. 

The Grandmother’s Death and the Dialogue with the Dead 
 

The child who heard his grandmother dying in the room next door at the top of the stairs, learned 

that death was intimate, not abstract. That moment—the thin wall between breath and silence—

became the foundation for Golden’s lifelong dialogue with mortality. In Serial, death never departs; 

it converses. Letters arrive from the dead, spectral figures walk alongside the living, and memory 

becomes its own form of resurrection. Golden’s fiction refuses to seal the grave; instead, it listens 

for what Freud called the voice of the repressed return. Jung would call this active imagination—the 

psyche’s sacred conversation with its own ghosts. 

The Father and the Daughter: Faith, Hope, and Love 
 

Years after Golden’s childhood traumas, life would deliver its most devastating blow. His own 

daughter, suffered a traumatic brain injury and was almost taken from him far too soon. The circle 
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of grief that began in his boyhood closed again—but this time, the father stood where once the son 

had stood, powerless before loss. Out of that unspeakable sorrow emerged the central relationship 

of Serial: the bond between Jedi Sheppard and his daughter, Faith. 

“I realized I was attempting to create a book where I could go back in time to right all 

wrongs, change the past, and save my daughter,” says Golden. 

In the trilogy, Faith is both literal and symbolic—the embodiment of belief in what cannot 

be seen, the fragile thread that binds past and future. Her child, named Charity Hope, completes the 

trinity of Faith, Hope, and Love, echoing the biblical promise that these three virtues endure beyond 

time and death. These names are not sentiment; they are symbols of psychic survival. Where trauma 

once split the self, love becomes the glue that restores meaning to the shattered timeline. 

In Freudian terms, the creation of Faith is an act of wish-fulfillment: the return of the lost 

object through art. But it is also an act of grace. Through Faith and her child, Golden universalizes 

his personal grief, transforming it into a myth of restoration. The trilogy becomes a meditation on 

the possibility that love is the one force strong enough to travel through time uncorrupted and 

victorious. 

“The naming of the daughter Faith was in fact an act of redemption,” claims Golden. 

The Shadow and the Redemption of Rage 
 

The serial killers in Golden’s work—Ripper, Strangler, Zodiac—are not only antagonists; they are 

fragments of his inner landscape. Each embodies a different configuration of rage, shame, and 

despair. Jung called this the Shadow: the unconscious repository of the traits we deny in ourselves. 

Jedi’s relentless pursuit of these men becomes a symbolic analysis—a descent into the unconscious, 

where healing demands confrontation with the monsters one has imagined and inherited. 

When Golden later sought therapy for anger management, he discovered what the trilogy 

already knew: that rage is grief wearing armor. Within Serial, fury becomes justice, vengeance 

transforms into compassion, and the detective’s obsession becomes the artist’s justice. The very 

energy that once destroyed becomes the engine of creation. 
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Conclusion: The Writer as Time Traveler 
 

At its deepest level, Serial is an act of psychic archaeology. Each book is a descent into the strata of 

the self—child, son, father, mourner, creator. Freud said that analysis transforms hysterical misery 

into common unhappiness; Golden’s art goes further. It transforms despair into beauty, grief into 

architecture, and death into dialogue. 

The monster that once climbed the stairs no longer stalks the child’s dreams. He lives now 

on the page, translated from terror into testimony. Through writing, Sloane Golden becomes both 

time traveler and healer, rescuing not only his characters but the fragments of himself once frozen in 

fear. 

Faith, Hope, and Love—his daughter, her child, and the belief that binds them—become 

more than names. They are the eternal coordinates of his universe, the constellations by which his 

characters navigate the dark. And through them, the author completes the alchemy his childhood 

began: transforming trauma into time, and time into something that, at last, cannot die. 

“The Serial trilogy is my opus.” 

--Sloane Golden 

 

Author’s Note 
Sloane Golden is a novelist, screenwriter, and retired professor of Literature and Film and scion of 
an old revered literary family. His work merges historical true crime with science fiction, exploring 
the intersections of time, trauma, and transcendence. The Serial Trilogy—Yours Truly, Whitechapel, 
and Sweet Violets—is forthcoming 
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