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Introduction


They call me Rowlands.


Geoffrey Arthur Prime
Russian Espionage Agent 1968 – 81


The arrest of Geoffrey Prime in the late spring of 1982 for violently molesting young females in rural England was the unlikely precursor to a police investigation that embraced the murky world of international espionage.


Prime had for many years been engaged in highly secretive and sensitive government work as a Russian interpreter. His character defects, attributed by many to his unhappy start in life, made him an attractive proposition to those always on the look-out for potential traitors during the Cold War period. When they happened upon Prime they found, not only a dupe ripe for blackmail, but also a person already committed to the ideals of Soviet socialism. It says much for the cunning of the individual and the skills of his masters that he was able to conceal his true allegiances and treacherous behaviour for fourteen years. It says nothing for the so-called safeguards and systems put in place to prevent such behaviour.


Inevitably he met his match: a strong-willed wife and a stubborn detective. They were the reasons he was brought to book, not the sophisticated trappings of counter-infiltration methods – he evaded them all. The scorn of a woman wronged and the dogged determination of an ordinary policeman seeking truth were the vital ingredients in his downfall.


Before his capitulation the well-trained spy led his pursuers a merry dance, but when he finally succumbed he told as full a story as any interrogator is ever likely to obtain about the life of a seditious enemy agent.


The following story is true to the facts and is not exaggerated. The only changes necessary have been those made to protect the identity of the innocents involved, because espionage was only half of the story.




1 Irresistible Urges


If you co-operate with me you won’t get hurt


Child molester


The long, slender, heavily nicotine-stained fingers picked through index cards in a cardboard box with a clerk’s precise mannerisms. A cigarette drooped from the man’s lips and smoke curled upwards round twitching nostrils towards his eyes, causing a squint of discomfort. He was at the end of his tether and about to do something he had long fought against. Now he had been forced into it. As always, he found someone to blame other than himself when things went wrong. Four years earlier he tried to escape the clutches of those who controlled his destiny, but they pursued him relentlessly, to the point of his present despair.


The diverse life of Geoffrey Prime – wages boy, regular serviceman, government linguist, taxi-driver, wine salesman and sexual misfit – was about to enter a final phase, one that would inexorably lead to a climactic conclusion.


The narrowed eyes lit upon a particular card; the detail looked promising and the address was quite close to home. Stuffing it quickly into his pocket Prime left the house, propelled by mounting sexual energy and determined to do something he had fantasized about for years.


Minutes later the telephone rang in a little girl’s home.


‘Is that Wendy?’


The innocent eleven-year-old’s affirmative reply was not everything the caller wanted to know.


‘Can I speak to your mummy or daddy?’


‘They’re not here.’


That was more like it!


‘Oh! Are you on your own?’


She was.


‘That’s a pity. It’s Mr Brookes speaking – you know, the plumber. Your dad has asked me to see to a pipe in the loft. I’m in the area, so will it be all right if I just call in to see what I’ll need to do for the job?’


In early April 1980 the frenetic pace of modern life bypassed the quiet Gloucestershire village of Dursley and rushed along the motorway connecting the Midlands and south-west England. The threat of serious crime belonged in other places and parents still confidently allowed children to play in fields or walk the lanes. There was certainly no reason to fear for their safety when, at a reasonable age, they were left in the security of their own homes.


The little girl readily agreed to the request; she made no sinister connection between it and the conversation she had a few days earlier with a caller who wanted to know all about the prize she won at a local dog show with her pet. Wendy told her mum about it and she thought it was probably a reporter doing a follow-up to the photograph which appeared in the local paper. The child had no way of knowing that ‘Mr Brookes’ was nothing to do with plumbing as he stood in the telephone kiosk holding the little index card in front of him.


Wendy – 11 years – Rook House, Churchend –


0453 8574 – Glos Echo 15/2 – 1st prize dog


show – junior handler.


17/3 1740 hrs Dad answered 21/3 1600 spoke W


re prize & school. M works 2 hrs w/day


mornings. School hols? Used Brookes.


‘Mr Brookes’ was a great one for writing cryptic little notes. He was a creature of habit and one day it would lead to his downfall.


Mr Brookes, in striped business shirt, blazer and slacks, looked nothing like a plumber, although, of course, this failed to register with the innocent who answered the door. She happily led the stranger towards the loft, but her demeanour quickly changed as she turned at the top of the stairs and pointed towards the ceiling hatch. A mask now covered the man’s face! All she could remember afterwards were the frightening, bulging eyes filling the narrow slit and a hand shooting out to grasp her mouth, stifling the involuntary scream. Bundled to the floor, rigid with fear, the child was powerless to do anything but obey the harsh command.


‘Lie down and do as you’re told. I want to look up your skirt – lift it up.’


At that moment the gods looked kindly upon Wendy. There was a loud knock upon the front door. This time it was the tormentor’s turn to freeze.


‘Quiet! Don’t you dare make a sound!’


But he lacked the courage to remain motionless himself until the caller went away. Instead, in panic, he removed his mask and moved towards the stairs.


‘Stay where you are – understand?’


There was no possibility that the petrified girl would do otherwise.


He opened the door with some apprehension and an identification card was thrust in front of his face.


‘The name’s Davis. I’m researching—’


‘Oh! I don’t live here. Just done some plumbing – just leaving. There’s nobody in.’


The researcher, like Wendy, failed to register as the plumber scurried away down the road that he had no toolbag and was unsuitably dressed for manual work.


At the top of the stairs Wendy took time to emerge from a state of fear-induced inertia. Minutes elapsed before she could be sure the beast had left and she regained sufficient confidence to tiptoe gingerly down the stairs and look through the lounge window. A minute later she was sobbing in the arms of a kindly neighbour and things began to happen so rapidly that her immature mind could not cope. She became completely traumatized and for some time alternated between confusion, physical collapse, mental disbelief and debilitating distress. The experience would always remain with her. She alone would have to bear the future effect upon her social confidence and ability to establish meaningful relationships with the opposite sex.


The assailant cared nothing about that. He just breathed a sigh of relief on reaching the car that he had tucked away on the outskirts of the village. Reversing from the secluded gateway he headed for the motorway and the anonymity of his home town. Once inside the vehicle fear deserted him and he began to feel elated by a buzz of adrenalin coursing through his veins.


When his wife asked him how his day had been, as she always did, he truthfully replied that it had gone well. He may not have taken much money in taxi fares, but it had certainly been a good day. Not only did he almost succeed in satisfying his lust for a sight of prepubescent female genitalia, he also enjoyed the accompanying whiff of fear stimulated by the power he had exerted over the terrified victim. He was by no means disappointed with the result of his first brush with the dangers of physical contact crime; indecent telephone calls were tame in comparison.


Over the next few days the euphoria gradually weakened as he walked the tightrope between the twin pillars of fear and panic whenever he answered the door. Every time he saw police officers while out in his taxi he thought they looked directly at him. The attack had featured in the evening paper and on local news bulletins but the description of the man they were after did not sound much like him, and he consoled himself with the knowledge that a chance encounter with either witness was a very remote possibility.


But then again, he asked himself, had anyone spotted the car? Had he been careful enough in planning his approach to the village and finding a hiding place for it? His mind raced over the endless possibilities for error and in some macabre way it added to the excitement. A combination of fear and the image of the girl’s terrified face would fuel his fantasies and stir the groin to satisfaction for many weeks.


Of course a pervert’s selfish quest for fulfilment never permits any consideration of the devastation he leaves in his wake. The victim’s plight was echoed by the distress of her parents, who blamed themselves for being absent in their daughter’s moment of need. Anger and hatred ate into their consciences like cancer, and the unsuccessful efforts of the police triggered bouts of explosive frustration.


It was as if the tall, angular figure had reached the end of their road and vaporized into space. No one had seen anything, apart from Mr Davis, the researcher, and try as he might, he could not be very helpful.


As for Wendy? The woman detective who took the child under her wing soon realized how far she could press for details without risking complete mental breakdown; and in Wendy’s case that was not very far.


A year later, almost to the day, terror struck at another house, this time one that nestled peacefully beneath the picturesque Malvern Hills, some forty miles north of Wendy’s home.


‘Is that Donna?’


Once again the reference card was at hand:


Donna – 13 years – Newcombe, Park Place. Malvern


Tel 0684 2741 – Malvern Gazette 21/2 – Brownie


uniform for sale 29/3 1830 Dad! 30/3 1700


Donna – nice con M & D out all day in hols.


Older s part/t job hols 15/4 1630 Donna – check


no sus. Use Williams.


‘Can I speak to your mum or dad?’


‘Well, if they’re not in, how about your sister?’


‘If she’s not there either you can probably help me. Your Dad has asked me to give him an estimate to do some painting at your house, and as I’m in the area is it all right if I come round and have a look? OK, I’ll be there in five minutes.’


‘A very nasty indecent assault on a young girl came in yesterday afternoon, boss. Can you spare me while I give Derek a hand to get it off the ground?’


Slightly irritated by an unwelcome diversion, Detective Chief Superintendent David Cole agreed to release his assistant from the job they had in hand. They were trying to trace the identity of a murdered female whose corpse had been unceremoniously dumped naked into the River Teme. The fact that the cadaver had taken three weeks to emerge from a weighted sack was not assisting their cause, and after a two-month-long investigation they were no nearer a solution. However, the senior detective’s initial reluctance to sacrifice Peter Parry’s services was quickly reversed when he became aware of another child’s ordeal.…


‘I rang a few minutes ago. I take it you’re Donna. How you’ve grown! I used to babysit for your parents when your sister was younger and you were a baby. Mind if I look round the outside first?’


There was nothing untoward about him to arouse suspicion. He had a pleasant, gentle manner, and a friendly smile. The clipboard, pen and funny little camera added authenticity. Thus another child was reassured.


‘Now, can I come in? I say, could I take a photo of you? I can’t believe how you’ve grown.’


‘OK, never mind if you don’t want me to. Can I go up and have a look at the bedroom dad wants decorating?’


A few moments later he called for her to go upstairs to join him and without a second thought she obeyed. Yet again his luck almost ran out before he achieved his aim. As she reached the landing, through a chink in the bedroom door, Donna saw this supposed family friend tying a mask across his face. Unfortunately she was not quick enough to make the stairs before he was upon her and, secured by an arm-lock around the neck, she was dragged backwards into the room.


It was an easy matter to subdue and dominate the frightened child. Naturally she had never experienced, or for that matter contemplated, a confrontation with a sexually motivated and aroused pervert. Nothing prepared her for the frenzy that now replaced the previous placid manner. She was only too willing to do as she was bidden in the face of violent threats.


Donna was wearing trousers and that would not do. She must change into a skirt while he watched. Now she was frogmarched to her own bedroom, arm twisted towards her shoulder blades. Suddenly, urgently, and not surprisingly, she needed to use the lavatory, but she adamantly refused his request to watch her urinate.


Then the little girl showed remarkable presence of mind, but it was too much to expect that she would succeed in opening the bathroom window to call for assistance. He was on to her in a flash; throwing her into the bath he seized her neck with crazed hands and smothered her mouth.


All manner of things raced through her brain. Would she be killed? What could she do to stop him? She knew what rape meant and the prospect horrified her, although she was fairly certain that events were leading in that direction. She remembered conversations between her mother and elder sister about how they would react to attack; they could never agree whether it was best to resist or submit. Donna had already tried to escape and it had not worked and she could not overcome someone of this man’s size. Her only option was to co-operate and humour him. The girl reasoned that if it happened it could not be as bad as being killed.


Reluctantly she agreed to remove her jeans and pants, and to sit cross-legged upon the floor. She also obeyed the instruction to lift her bra above her underdeveloped breasts.


The girl was quite unprepared for the disgusting spectacle enacted in front of her eyes; an ordeal that froze her mind and body into petrified immobility. But she had not been touched, although at times the man’s disgusting face had been within inches of her private parts.


‘Stay there. Don’t move for ten minutes or I’ll be back and you’ll know all about it!’


‘Had a good day, dear?’


Oh yes! He’d had a good day. Not much money in the bag, but he had scared the wits out of another little girl, and looked at the bits that his appalling urges drove him towards. He may not have been able to satisfy the wife, but he had certainly found the way to achieve supreme self-satisfaction.


A few weeks later David Cole identified the corpse and arrested her murderer. He packed his bags and left the Malvern area for another job. Peter Parry and Detective Sergeant Derek Matthews did not succeed in finding Donna’s tormentor. They made extraordinary efforts to do so, but once again there were no witnesses apart from the traumatized child, and apart from the residual semen on the bathroom carpet, Mr Williams left nothing behind to identify himself.


The crime was quickly linked with the earlier offence in the neighbouring constabulary and investigating officers jointly analysed all the information available to both inquiries without taking the matter further. It was of little consolation that such a determined operator would most likely continue to offend until he made a mistake and got himself arrested. Experienced detectives knew only too well that the deterioration in his behaviour towards increased violence was a bad omen and, in all probability, it would worsen as he sought to satisfy his lust. They also knew he would not recognize his own problems and solicit assistance; such people never do. Instead, the personal enjoyment they derive from the unnatural behaviour becomes their raison d’eêtre.


Detectives could only hope that the consequences would not be too terrible if they failed to catch the assailant before he struck again. No one was in any doubt that they were dealing with a potential child killer. The files were never closed and details of both incidents were logged among unsolved sexual offences in every criminal record office in the country. Whenever, and wherever, he next struck, operational detectives would have all the information at their fingertips within minutes.


‘A nasty assault on a fourteen-year-old on “E” division’s just come in.’


Cherry Rastall had picked up the signal from the criminal intelligence office shortly after lunch. The mature detective had worked for years with crime analysis and was gifted with a retentive memory. She was also David Cole’s eyes and ears. They were contemporaries and good friends. Through their shared experiences over many years she knew exactly what information he needed, without filling his head with the dross of petty criminal activity.


‘There are no details at present – other than the girl was attacked in her own home near Hereford. The guy wanted to look at some paintwork to give her dad an estimate – remember that job at Malvern last year? I’ll keep you posted.’


Before Cherry had replaced her receiver Cole was on his other telephone to the Hereford CID office.


The urge had again become irresistible. Suggestive or dirty telephone calls and memories of past conquests no longer provided satisfaction. The conversations created an atmosphere of apprehension, and sometimes a trace of fear when he got around to talking dirty; but it was not the real thing. He wanted to be able to smell the terror and actually look at virginal genitalia; not just talk about it.


This time he decided he would let nothing stand in his way; if the chosen victim did not co-operate she would have to face the consequences. He always had such macho resolution at a distance, but knew inwardly that if faced with determined resistance his courage would dissolve. So for the first time he armed himself with a knife. It was precisely the development predicted by the detectives, who feared that if cornered, their quarry would react like a frightened rat.


Before arriving at the village outside Hereford, Mr Williams had suffered a frustrating setback that had heightened his sexual frustration to an uncontrollable level.


The girl who lived near Evesham had been particularly pretty; there was a newspaper photograph of her attached to his index card; she had been a prizewinner at a local fete. Elizabeth was immediately co-operative when he rang; of course he could come and examine the window frames. He already knew that her mother visited an elderly relative on Wednesday afternoons and came home with Dad when he finished work at about 6 p.m. But she hadn’t told him during a previous conversation that her Mum went out only because the cleaning lady came on Wednesday afternoons and would be there when she got home from school. The eager Williams got the shock of his life when the self-assured woman opened the door.


‘They never said anything about you coming to examine the paintwork. They usually tell me if anybody’s coming. Elizabeth told me you rang, but you’d better come back when her folks are in.’


Elizabeth’s guardian peered along the road for a car and eyed the caller up and down. The challenging posture of the buxom middle-aged woman was enough to strike terror into a man with far more steel in his backbone than Mr Williams. He mumbled something indecipherable, glanced quickly at the exterior of the house as if by way of token examination, scribbled something on his pad and beat a hasty retreat.


‘He obviously got the wrong address, Frances; we haven’t asked anyone for estimates.’


Elizabeth’s mother made no conscious connection between the visit and the telephone call with a so-called market researcher a fortnight earlier. After giving details of her family’s daily routine, she realized matters were getting out of hand when the caller began to question her about her underwear. Neither did she know that Mr Williams’s little card contained a note of her husband answering the phone on another occasion to a heavy breather. He had not told her about it, or the nature of the advice he gave the caller as he slammed down the handset.


Mr Williams was therefore going to leave nothing to chance the next time; his needs were now so compelling. The research and reconnaissance had been meticulous.


Jacqueline (Jaqui) 1 Manor Farm Cotts, Canon


Wynne 0432 6387 Girl Guide – gymnast in Hereford.


Hereford Times 3/3. 14/4 n/r 18/4 1800 M


19/4 1640 J – D farmworker M wks pm only


ch no vis. Gd lk rnd – ideal loc 20/4


1610 swt ch – East hols?


Used Williams


‘I’m Mr Williams. I spoke to your dad this morning. He wants me to give him an estimate for painting the bathroom. You remember me – I used to babysit with you when you were little. Can I come in?’


Even at that early stage he got the feeling that things were not going entirely to plan. She was taller than he anticipated and looked quite mature; he also saw the quizzical, doubting expression flit across her features. He told himself to keep talking.


‘It’ll only take a couple of minutes. I would normally come when your parents are in, but I was passing the end of the lane, so I can save myself a journey. I could give your dad a ring with the answer tonight.’


He could see that she was relaxing; she even ventured a smile. Just let me get up those bloody stairs, he told himself. The excitement was almost overpowering him.


‘Show the way then, there’s a good kid.’


He now thought it would be easy, particularly as he had a little persuader with him. As they mounted the stairs he slipped the knife out of his pocket.


Everything was over in less than a minute, although it seemed a lifetime to Jacqueline. And that was precisely how long the memory would stay with her.


‘I don’t want to have to use this.’


Her eyes fixed upon the metal blade that Mr Williams held in front of her face. She barely felt the push that propelled her through the bathroom door. It closed; he was standing by the toilet and she was in the narrow space between bath and basin.


‘Lift up your skirt and drop your pants – I want to see what you’ve got.’


Sobbing with fear the girl obeyed. He scanned the most private parts of her body, which she now modestly shielded even from her dad. The eyes bulged as he gaped at her, but it was when he groped to open his flies that she finally snapped.


Mr Williams had never heard anything like it before; the scream’s volume and duration put the fear of the devil into him. Completely unnerved, he knew he had to get out of the house immediately.


The cottage was fairly isolated, but the noise was enough to wake the dead. All his best intentions suddenly disappeared. In the final analysis he lacked the courage to silence the girl and he streaked out of the house. Before he left the bathroom he gave Jacqueline another opportunity to look at him when he turned in the doorway and, for some inexplicable reason, asked her if she knew any other girls who were on their own at home. What an idiot he had been in making no attempt to conceal his face, and he was under no illusion that she had taken advantage of his stupidity. He cursed his lack of guts. Once more he only had himself to blame if he had to ride his luck.


Reaching the safety of his car in a nearby field, he made off through the gateway in a cloud of dust. He saw men in the field opposite, but reckoned they were too far away to be able to identify him.


It took Jacqueline some minutes to sufficiently recover her composure to telephone her mother, but then it took no time at all before she had all the support she needed. Despite her ordeal, those who came to her assistance were amazed at how quickly she recovered. In particular she presented detectives with a golden opportunity to capitalize on Mr Williams’s mistakes.


‘The corporal is out there dealing with it, Mr Cole – I’ll get him to ring as soon as possible. The DCI is out of the division on another inquiry.’


The CID clerk’s words were reassuring. Detective Inspector Clive Ellis, always referred to by his nickname due to his former military career and erect bearing, could always be relied upon to do a thorough job.


Sexual assaults on children are deeply distressing not only to the victims and their families, but also upsetting for the police officers who have to deal with them. They often have to tread with care to avoid creating further trauma or inducing hostility in those concerned for the child’s welfare. In the case of Jacqueline they were fortunate; she was level-headed for her years and benefited from an equally composed and supportive family.


It did not take Ellis very long to assess the situation. He dispatched the girl, her mother and a sympathetic female detective to the police surgeon’s consulting rooms, before setting about a major investigation. His immediate needs were manpower and scientific examiners. It was a job made for the forensic boys. Jacqueline and her assailant had briefly been in physical contact and there were several areas within the house that he had visited. Any trace evidence that he might have deposited on various surfaces had to be collected, before anyone other than the scientists could be allowed access.


Ellis needed enough officers to make a sweep of the remote area as quickly as possible. He wanted to find anyone who might have seen the offender. The detective was just getting everything sorted out with his divisional commander on the car radio when he was asked to ring Cherry Rastall as soon as possible.


‘Any news on that job yet? The boss has got the bit between his teeth because of a similar job last year at Malvern.’


Every detective who worked for him was used to Cole’s impatience.


‘Bloody hell! Give us a chance – I’ve only just started. This girl got a telephone call from a bloke called Williams – wanted to call round to give an estimate for painting the bathroom. When he arrived she took him upstairs, he took a knife out and was obviously intent on the “naughties”, but she screamed and he buggered off. We’re doing a full house-by-house and SOCO.’


Cherry could confidently make a prediction when she reported back.


‘Whatever he calls himself – Brookes or Williams – he’s struck again.’


Failing to conceal his features was not the only mistake that Mr Williams made. Perverts, emotionally charged by their urges, are not the most careful criminals, and they are even less so if forced into beating a hasty retreat. There was, therefore, every possibility that Jacqueline’s assailant had left some evidence behind. Everything with which he made contact was minutely examined by fastidious scene examiners, and their efforts were for once rewarded. They found neither hairs, fibres nor footprints of any consequence, but a diligent fingerprint officer made an interesting discovery in the bathroom. His black powder revealed the ridges of a high-quality finger impression on the lavatory cistern. An untrained eye would deduce that it was from the hand of a male leaning against it while urinating into the pan. But the detective saw it differently; it was pointing in the wrong direction. Only a contortionist could have left it while using the toilet. But Mr Williams, standing alongside the cistern and facing away from the toilet, had leaned against it as he fumbled with his flies, in exactly the position described by the girl.


Discovery of the fingermark did not however curtail the inquiry. Successful comparisons can only be made between impressions found at crime scenes and collections of those obtained from criminals convicted by courts. If the assailant had not previously been through the hands of the police he would not be discovered by that means and detectives would need to find other ways to identify him as a suspect before his ‘control’ marks could be obtained to compare with the one in the bathroom.


Their luck held out a little longer. This time the offender had been seen leaving the crime. The field workers were close enough and one of them was a car enthusiast.


‘It was definitely a mark IV Cortina, two-tone brown. Looked clean and in good condition. Can’t remember the number, except the year letter was S.’


The detective could have hugged him.


‘Had a good day, dear?’


The only reply was a grunt as a worried man ascended the stairs. He’d had a bloody awful day.


The wife recognized the warning signals. The house would now be plunged into doom and gloom by one of his depressions. She could only guess how long it would last and she fretted about the effect the withdrawals from family life were having on the children. It was perhaps as well she had no idea of the cause of all the worries he carried on his shoulders.


Cole had gone home for tea when Cherry Rastall phoned with the news about the vehicle.


‘Right – we’ve now got linked offences in Gloucestershire, Worcestershire and Hereford. Ask the control room to get an estimate of the number of S reg. two-tone brown Cortinas in the three counties. It’s just a hunch, but I’ll bet he lives handy to one of the attacks and we will have to start somewhere.’


When he reached his office the following morning Cherry had the answer from the police national computer (PNC). Four hundred and twenty-six owners needed to be interviewed. That would involve a lot of leg work.




2 Betrayal and Capture


It came as a total shock – I knew nothing about it. I don’t know how he led his triple life.


Rhona Prime


It was largely because of Ellis’s quick thinking that the number of vehicles involved was of manageable proportion for an elimination exercise. He had sent the car enthusiast, with a detective, to the main Ford dealership in Birmingham to confirm the vehicle’s marque and colour. The official ‘Roman bronze’ was much more specific than two-tone brown and had considerably reduced the original estimation.


The collation of information available to a major police inquiry inevitably takes time – a process that can often appear unnecessarily prolonged to an anxious victim. It is equally frustrating for armchair detectives and critics of the police, most of whom have never experienced the intricate processes involved, or the rules under which investigators must operate.


Methodical scene examination and forensic analysis is time-consuming: it is one matter to find a fingerprint, yet another to compare it with the thousands in record office collections. Foreign material deposited at a crime scene might be useful for offender profiling, but it is not until control samples have been obtained from a suspect that evidential matches can be attempted. As with the fingerprint of an unconvicted offender, the primary objective is to secure evidence to identify suspects.


The best possible evidence to achieve identification is that acquired by the human senses – normally things which occur before their own eyes. Even so, detectives approach the eye-witness with caution. All manner of things affect the memory: fear, panic, the speed of the event or the distance between witnesses and what they see. For these reasons investigators are doubly cautious, sometimes sceptical, about the value of mechanical composites or artists’ impressions compiled from witnesses’ memories. It is only when investigators come face to face with a suspect that the worth of these descriptions can be assessed.


In most cases information from witnesses is forthcoming only when investigators search for it. The methods are diverse. They either visit homes, workplaces or entertainment spots; they carry out street enquiries, road checks or conduct publicity campaigns. Whatever means they employ, the skill lies in being able to sift meaningful data from the mountain of well-intentioned dross that a trawl inevitably produces. However, in their dealings with Jacqueline they were to be spared a lot of unnecessary effort.


The girl proved to be a remarkable witness: extremely intelligent, astute and mature beyond her years. The description she calmly gave of her assailant was precise and defied belief to those who listened and were aware of her ordeal. Not only did she capture the facial features that were doubtless printed indelibly upon her brain, but also his mannerisms, verbal colloquialisms and the details of his clothing, down to the shirt of fine brown cotton check.


Detectives were also able to capitalize on information from the other main witnesses who had been working in fields not more than 400 yards from the house. In general terms they supported the description and, of course, they included the impressive car enthusiast.


It was one of those rare occasions when the jigsaw was slotting together too rapidly for some of the cynics in the inquiry team. The man now running the investigation, Detective Chief Inspector Keith Smith, might have been one of them, but he was quite prepared to ride his luck and press ahead. He appreciated the need to apprehend the offender as quickly as possible. He had, once again, been thwarted in his pursuit of violent, perverted sex, and no one could tell how frustrated and crazed he might be to fulfil his needs. He had now resorted to the use of a weapon to further his intentions and who could forecast how far he would go when he struck again. Everyone connected with the three inquiries was convinced there would be a repetition.


Obtaining the services of enough detectives to visit 426 vehicle owners throughout three counties as quickly as possible was a formidable proposition. There are always competing priorities for police resources, and extracting manpower from covetous managers is often difficult and sometimes impossible. Every rule, however, has exceptions, and the gravity of the attack upon Jacqueline, its direct link to the earlier offences and fear of more severe consequences if Mr Williams struck again were the catalysts that secured immediate co-operation.


Within twenty-four hours Smith was able to brief a substantial team of detectives. Each was given a list of vehicles with a prescribed area, a briefing sheet, a questionnaire and a copy of a photo-fit impression of the assailant. A portable fingerprinting kit enabled them to obtain elimination impressions from everyone with access to the cars.


An explanation by any owner about the whereabouts of his car at the time Jacqueline was being attacked would not be taken at face value; independent corroboration would be necessary to satisfy the interviewer. Invariably that would entail more interviews and yet more travelling. No one underestimated the scale of the undertaking, or that the working hours involved throughout the following days would be other than prodigious.


The plan was to complete enquiries in the county of Hereford and Worcester before moving into neighbouring Gloucestershire, and six days after Jacqueline’s ordeal the first 300 owners had been visited. The majority were satisfactorily eliminated, but some were away from home, and the recollections of others had yet to be properly confirmed. Smith decided not to wait for the follow-up inquiries and pressed on into Gloucestershire.


As each day passed Mr Williams became a little more confident and the depression eased. He reasoned that he had got away with it before, so there was no reason why he should not do so again. He was, however, becoming inwardly concerned about his increasingly uncontrollable impulses and frightened as to where they would lead him. He knew full well that what he was doing was very wrong, but lacked the willpower to stop. The darker side of his psyche enjoyed the sexual stimulation induced by danger and the fantasies it engendered. But there was also something more to Mr Williams. He had practised duplicity for years and was possessed of the criminal’s arrogant belief in his own infallibility – he convinced himself that no one would be good enough to catch him.


The optimism was short-lived. He answered a knock on the door to a burly fresh-faced man and a younger woman. After years of looking over his shoulder he needed no formal introduction to recognize the pair as plain-clothed police officers.


‘Good afternoon, sir. Mr Prime? Sorry to bother you. I’m Detective Sergeant Wilkes from Hereford CID and this is my colleague, Constable Miriam Rhodes. We are making inquiries into a serious assault on a young girl last Wednesday. I believe you are the registered keeper of the Cortina in the drive?’
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