
Jack crept silently through the 
halls of the soviet imperial palace.
	 …or	whatever	the	bloody	thing	was	called.	
He	barely	found	his	way	around	Moscow	earlier	
today.	If	it	weren’t	for	that	young	translator,	he	
would’ve	never	been	able	to	make	the	deal	with	
Ivanov.	A	damned	shame,	as	someone	of	no	great	
importance	to	the	state,	she	was	“removed”	after	
“seeing	too	much.”	She	was	quite	good	in	bed,	
and	 Jack	 was	 hoping	 to	 have	 another	 go	 with	
her.	Oh	well.	There	would	be	others.	There	were	
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always	others.
	 He	was,	by	day,	Dr.	Jacob	Harrod,	inven-
tor	 and	 scientist,	 contributor	 and	 mastermind	
behind	 hundreds	 of	 projects	 that	 some	 might	
deem	 “unethical.”	 By	 night,	 however,	 he	 was	
“Spring-heeled	 Jack,”	 the	 “Devil’s	 Knight	 of	
London	Towne,”	with	 the	 strength	of	 ten	men	
and	the	agility	of	twenty.
	 There	 were	 some	 who	 would	 call	 him	 a	
hero,	destroying	top	secret	and	hidden	projects	
that	had	a	tendency	to	threaten	the	lives	of	thou-
sands	 around	 the	 world…the	 same	 top	 secret	
and	hidden	projects	that	Dr.	Jack	Hertzfeld	con-
tributed	to.
	 Why	did	he	do	it?	Why	did	he	sell	infor-
mation	and	technology	to	the	blackest	souls	of	
the	world,	only	to	go	back	later	and	shut	them	
down?
	 Even	 he	 didn’t	 know.	 Maybe	 it	 was	 the	
money.	Maybe	it	was	the	joy	of	protecting	his	
secrets.	But	he	did	know	he	wasn’t	a	hero,	like	
some	glamorized	 tale	 in	 a	penny	dreadful.	He	
was greedy, he was selfish, but he’d be a liar if 
he	were	to	say	he	didn’t	look	smashing	playing	
the	part.
 For someone who had defied God Himself 
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by	prolonging	his	 life-	by	now,	he	was	nearly	
one	hundred	and	twenty	years	old,	but	showing	
no	signs	that	he	was	older	than	forty-	with	sci-
ence	 (as	well	 as	a	 touch	of	Eastern	mysticism	
gleamed	from	his	trips	to	Chinese	opium	dens)	
the	world	was	his	playground,	and	play	he	did!
	 But	now	was	not	the	time	for	play;	now	it	
was	time	to	check	in	on	his	contribution	to	the	
Russian	sciences.
	 The	information	he	had	sold	to	Ivanov	was	
actually	not	his	own.	 Instead,	 it	was	 lost	writ-
ings	from	Charles	Darwin	and	others	who	had,	
in	secrecy,	tried	to	cross	breed	different	species’	
to	 force	 evolution.	 In	 only	 the	 most	 exclusive	
scientific circles were these “Darwin Papers” 
known,	and	even	more	exclusive	was	the	list	of	
names	of	those	who	knew	who	possessed	them.	
One	 of	 those	 was	 Dr.	 Ilya	 Ivanov,	 Soviet	 sci-
entist	charged	by	dictator	Josef	Stalin	to	create	
an	 army	 with	 the	 intelligence	 of	 men	 and	 the	
strength	of	apes.
	 Who	knew	that	Ivanov	would	take	it	literally?
	 But,	not	being	one	 to	 turn	down	an	offer	
of	what	translates	to	several	hundred	thousand	
pounds,	Dr.	Hertzfeld	handed	duplicates	of	the	
secret	documents	to	Ivanov.
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	 Now	it	was	time	to	check	in	on	the	operation.
	 Dr.	Ivanov’s	laboratory	was	not	very	hard	
to find. It was common for the Soviets to bury 
their	secrets,	with	the	most	pressing	and	danger-
ous	at	the	very	bottom,	and	as	far	as	Jack	was	
concerned,	 the	 thirteenth	 sub-basement	 cham-
ber	was	as	deep	as	they	came.
	 Jack	had	thought	that	he	had	successfully	
crept	through	the	passages	and	ducts,	immobi-
lizing	only	the	guards	who	had	seen	him.	He	be-
lieved	 this	 to	be	 the	point	where	he	didn’t	see	
the giant, furry fist fly towards his face until he 
only	had	 time	to	 jump	enough	for	his	chest	 to	
take	the	brunt	of	the	impact.
 Five…seven…ten…twelve meters he flew 
across	the	stone,	torch-lit	chamber,	stopping	only	
due	to	a	wall	in	the	path	of	his	trajectory.	Dazed	
and distracted from the beast-like figure rushing 
towards	him,	he	could	feel	at	least	three	broken	
ribs	and	was	probably	bruised	everywhere.	Oh	
well,	he	thought,	I’ll	have	to	set	 them	later.	In	
an	instant,	he	bit	down	on	the	packet	inside	his	
mouth,	 releasing	a	 light	dose	of	phencyclidine	
to	kill	his	nerves,	and	tightened	the	straps	on	his	
iron-braced	girdle.	With	the	beast	almost	upon	
him	and	no	time	to	get	to	his	feet,	Jack	raised	a	
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boot	towards	the	oncoming	creature.
 With his scientifically-enhanced reflex-
es	 (although,	 the	 phencyclidine	 always	 made	
things	a	little	fuzzy),	he	let	his	springheel	loose	
into	the	giant’s	genital	area,	causing	the	creature	
to	be	 temporarily	 immobilized	 and	 allowing	a	
brief	window	of	opportunity.
	 While	the	creature	released	a	mix	of	howls	
and	 Russian	 curses,	 Jack	 pushed	 away	 from	
the	wall	and	between	the	creature’s	meaty	legs,	
and	using	the	momentum	from	the	slide,	sprung	
up	 across	 the	 room,	 landing	 near	 the	 opposite	
wall.
	 What	was	this	creature?	Certainly	the	Iva-
nov	could	not	have	developed	a	Soviet	“super	
soldier”	 within	 the	 few	 hours	 since	 the	 docu-
ments	had	been	delivered?
	 Spring-heeled	 Jack	 broke	 away	 from	 his	
brief,	drug-induced	trance	to	notice	the	creature	
once	 again	 rushing	 towards	 him.	 Jack	 braced	
himself,	 and	 when	 the	 creature	 was	 nigh	 two	
meters	away,	he	sprung	over…only	for	the	beast	
to	reach	its	massive	arms	into	the	air,	grip	Jack’s	
leg,	 and	build	 from	our	 subject’s	 forward	mo-
mentum to bring Jack painfully face-first into 
the stone floor.
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 “I do not wish to fight you, nimble one,” 
said	 the	 beast	 in	 very	 broken,	 yet	 very	 clear,	
English.	“But	 I	will	do	what	 I	must	 to	protect	
the	secrets	of	the	Motherland!”
	 Confused,	 hurt,	 and	 close	 to	 admitting	
defeat,	 Jack	 rolled	over	onto	his	back,	only	 to	
see the dark, looming shape of the beast shuffle 
closely	 towards	 him.	 He	 heard	 it	 sniff	 the	 air,	
and	in	the	torchlight,	caught	a	glimpse	of	a	sur-
prisingly-human	face	looking	surprised.
	 “You!”	the	beast	cried.	“The	one	who	sold	
Comrade	Ilya	the	papers?!	Why	do	you	threaten	
your	contributions	 to	 the	Soviet	people?”	Jack	
gasped,	albeit	painfully,	in	horror;	how	did	this	
creature	know	his	identity	behind	his	trademark	
devil	mask?	The	creature	smiled,	delighting		in	
yet	another	advantage	he	had	over	 Jack.	“You	
English	swine	all	smell	the	same,”	it	continued,	
“but	 you,	 you	 have	 something	 unique	 in	 your	
scent,	 like	death	and	drugs	and	machines.	But	
that	does	not	change	my	question,	nimble	one:	
why	do	you	wish	to	undermine	us	and	our	quest	
for	greatness?”
	 “First…creature…”	managed	Jack,	strug-
gling	to	breathe,	let	alone	speak,	“speak	to	me	of	
your	origins.	Surely	you	are	not	the	result	of	the	
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doctor’s experiments from the Darwin Papers?” 
At	this,	the	creature	let	loose	what	could	only	be	
described	as	the	cross	between	a	howl	and	the	
roar	of	laughter	from	an	overweight	drunk.
	 “I	am	no	creation	of	Comrade	Ilya’s,”	said	
the beast. “I am, however, closer to the Papers 
than	you	think.”	The	creature	moved	closer,	and	
Jack	 caught	 a	 better	 glimpse	 of	 its	 face…but	
no…it	couldn’t	be…
	 “Y-you,”	 stammered	 Jack.	 “You’re	 ‘Dar-
win’s Childe’?” The horror! The Papers had 
mentioned	 human	 mating	 with	 primates,	 but	
Darwin	himself?
	 “Da,	 my	 spring-heeled	 adversary!”	 The	
beast rose into a pose fitting for any other pre-
tentious	Soviet,	and	Jack	got	a	full	glimpse	of	
his	foe:	he	stood	at	least	two	and	a	half	meters	
tall;	had	think,	trunk-like	arms	that,	when	fully	
erect,	 would	 reach	 to	 his	 ankles;	 was	 covered	
in	thick	hair,	including	a	beard	rivaling	that	of	
his	father;	wore	only	a	pair	of	large,	standard-is-
sue	uniform	trousers	and	furry	hat;	and	had	an	
oddly-human	(although	meaty)	face.
	 “But	 what	 of	 the	 others?”	 Jack	 asked,	
knowing	he	had	to	keep	his	opponent	talking	as	
to	 appropriately	 plan	 an	 escape.	 “Surely	 there	
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were	other…”	he	chose	his	words	carefully	“…
offspring	from	the	experiments?”
	 The	“Childe”	smirked.	“Da,	there	were	oth-
ers,	several	of	them,	although	I	was	deemed	the	
only	success.”	He	posed	again,	making	his	mus-
cles	ripple	in	the	yellow-orange	light.	“Many	of	
my	 brothers	 and	 sisters	 died	 in	 childbirth,	 but	
those	 who	 survived	 were	 mutants,	 my	 oppo-
site,	possessing	the	intelligence	of	apes	and	the	
strength	of	mere	men.	They	are,	however,	quite	
savage,	 and	 you	 will	 meet	 them	 very	 soon.”	
Clearly	believing	himself	victorious,	 the	mon-
ster	stepped	onto	a	stone	Jack	had	not	noticed	
before.	Not	a	meter	behind	him,	the	center	of	the	
floor opened up, revealing a pit. Still on his back 
and	craning	his	neck	to	look,	Jack	couldn’t	see	
inside	the	pit,	but	the	savage	howls	and	screams	
told	 him	 that	 several	 more	 of	 Darwin’s	 “chil-
dren”	lay	waiting	to	rip	him	apart.	He	had	to	act	
now.
	 Before	 the	massivly-muscled	beast	 could	
react,	Jack	was	on	his	feet	and	sprung	over	the	
beast, and like before, he felt the meaty fingers 
close	around	his	 leg.	This	time,	however,	Jack	
was	prepared.	In	a	swift,	calculated	move,	before	
Darwin’s	Childe	could	apply	any	more	force	to	
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Jack’s	trajectory,	he	planted	his	free	foot	into	the	
creature’s	eye,	released	the	spring,	and	launched	
his	heel	into	the	creature’s	brain.
	 The	 thing	was	dead	before	 it	had	 time	to	
bellow	in	pain.
 Still firm in the dead monstrosity’s grasp, 
Jack	could	hear	the	guards,	obviously	aware	of	
the	 noise,	 scrambling	 down	 dungeon	 passag-
es.	Before	 they	could	arrive,	however,	Spring-
heeled	Jack	was	nowhere	to	be	seen…

CxD

	 The	 outside	 world	 showed	 no	 signs	 that	
it	had	been	the	least	bit	affected	by	the	under-
ground	battle,	as	it	usually	was	with	Soviet	se-
crets.	With	the	phencyclidine	almost	completely	
worn	off,	Dr.	Jacob	Harrod	did	his	damndest	to	
ignore	the	pain	on	his	way	back	to	his	hotel.
	 The	death	of	Darwin’s	Childe	was	a	loss	to	
science,	he	knew	that	much,	and	it	was	going	to	
take	a	bloody	long	time	to	heal	his	own	body.	A	
man	like	Spring-heeled	Jack,	though,	had	all	the	
time	in	the	world.


