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By the Grace of God

	go I

	 


Foreword

	When Jill Saward first wrote this book in 1990, she had intended to call it ‘Rape: A love story’. But her agent and publishers were unhappy with the proposed title and the image it might conjure in people’s minds.

	For Jill, however, it was a love story – not between her and the four men who took part in what became known as ‘the Ealing Vicarage Rape Attack’; but between her and God, who gave her the strength to get through it.

	Sceptics may scoff at this suggestion. How could Jill have faith in a god who could let this happen to somebody? That is to confuse God with some form of cosmic superhero. God isn’t some benevolent do-gooder, like Superman, who intervenes to stop people doing bad things. We all have free will and can choose to do good or evil. God was not to blame for the attack on the Ealing Vicarage; four men were responsible.

	Jill often argued with God – not least on Paul’s assurance in 1 Corinthians 10:13 that God will not test people beyond what they can handle – she thought that the test she had to endure was pretty close to – if not over – the line of what she was able to bear.

	But she never lost her faith in God; or her trust in Him. As you will read in the pages that follow, Jill’s faith in God was central to her ability to overcome the very great trauma that she and her family and friends endured in March 1986. And this book, her account of the attack and its aftermath, was – as she herself described it – her love letter to God; her thanks to Him for giving her the strength to endure.

	The book was written in 1990, some 27 years before her sudden and unexpected death in January 2017, at the age of 51. In this edition, Jill’s story is her story in her own words. The pages that follow are her story as it was published in 1990. In the decades that followed, the faith that sustained Jill would also sustain a lifetime of public advocacy – a story told in the afterword at the end of this edition, which I have written to reflect on the years that followed the original publication and on Jill’s enduring legacy.

	As you read it, think not of the horrific trauma of the attack; but of the huge amount of good that Jill was able to do as a result of it.

	For some, Jill Saward was the victim of the Ealing Vicarage rape case; for others she was the survivor of the attack. To others she was a supporter, a strength, a friend. To Rachel, Joe and Sue, she was a loving sister. To Myles, Rory and Fergus, she was a devoted mother. And to me, she was a beautiful, loving, wonderful, caring wife. 

	She will, for me, always be my Jilly.

	As you read Jill’s words, remember that they were written in 1990. The language might seem dated. We no longer refer to female police officers as WPCs, or female detective inspectors as WDIs. They are simply PCs and DIs, with no distinction between male and females. Language has changed and, rightly, opportunities for women have increased. But in this edition of the book, I have retained the language used by Jill in 1990. Don’t let the outdated terms distract you from Jill’s powerful account of how one hour in March 1986 changed her life forever. 

	 

	Gavin Drake

	March 2026

	 


Chapter One

	Twelve strokes of the clock. Midnight. It is New Year’s Day 1986. The past year has not been one of the best. I know what my prayer for this new one will be:

	‘Lord, give me a better year.’

	I don’t think I can cope with another like the last. There was so much hassle at work over the past six months. The boss and I just didn’t see eye to eye. We were always having run-ins over such things as job descriptions, unions, and my training. Eventually he suggested that my twenty-first birthday in the middle of January would be a good time to start afresh. Somewhere else. I opted for Christmas Eve. If I had to go I didn’t see why I should stay around to make sure Christmas and the New Year were covered by staff. Dad isn’t the only one who can stick up for himself when necessary.

	It doesn’t bother me too much now when he is thought of as controversial, but I don’t like him being branded ‘the sex book vicar’ because of a book he had published when I was ten. It was intended to counterbalance some of the permissive attitudes of the time, though no one would have thought so once the popular press got hold of the story. I couldn’t understand why there was such a fuss. I was more concerned about how long it would be before Mum let me go down to the shops by myself than whether or not people should go to bed together before getting married.

	Having a father who is a vicar was enough of a problem. When we lived in Beckenham, Dad had a ‘real’ job. He was Radio and Television Officer for the Church Information Office. We lived in a house that was ours and we had neighbours, unlike most of the vicarages we’ve lived in. I usually liked the houses but they were never the norm for the area. Some people were frequently scared of going to them, and others, like tramps, came frequently. Not that Dad seemed to mind. He’s a good communicator and administrator and can take most things in his stride. Prebendary of St Paul’s Cathedral. Vicar of Ealing. Church Commissioner. Member of the General Synod. Hymn writer.

	Helping to edit the new hymn book was another thing that landed him in hot water. It has updated versions of some of the hymns, including the National Anthem. Which doesn’t go down too well in some quarters. I was glad I was in Wales when that story broke, even though I knew Dad wasn’t responsible for changing the words. I like singing some of the hymns, especially ‘Baptised in Water’ and ‘Lord of the Cross of Shame’, but I resented the hymn book taking up so much of his time over ten years. It’s certainly not easy having such a well-known figure for a father, particularly when people seem to expect me to know everything he has done. He’s always worked too hard, so there’s never been a lot of time left over for the family.

	I’m not keen on admitting it but I guess I must get my rebellious streak from Dad. Or his maternal grandfather. He was still alive when my sister and I were born, though he died later that year. He was Captain of the SS Montrose, on which the notorious Dr Crippen tried to escape to Canada after murdering his wife. Great-granddad had been following the case in the English papers and suspected that one of the passengers could be Crippen. He invited him to dine at his table to check further, and then alerted the police in the first radio message from sea to shore to be used in the detection of a crime.

	Great-granddad had an eventful life, which included being shipwrecked and trekking a hundred miles across Australia to escape someone intent on murdering him. When he died he was reliving the nightmare of a shipwreck. He would never talk about the worst one. He was Captain of the Empress of Ireland, the ship that lost the greatest number of passenger lives in peacetime. A Norwegian ship ploughed into them in the fog, and his ship went down in a matter of minutes. Over eight hundred passengers were drowned. He always thought he should have died too, but he lived till he was ninety-one.

	My grandparents on my Mum’s side were pretty distinguished as well. My grandfather was a colonel and the author of several books, and my grandmother had an MBE for getting people out of a glass-roofed building during an air raid in the War. Grandpa was a lot older then Grandma. He died when my mum was about thirteen or fourteen. When Grandma retired she moved to Frinton on the east coast and we would often go down to stay with her during the holidays.

	She died when I was ten. My twin sister cried, but I didn’t. I mourned her six years later. It was Christmastime. Suddenly I missed Grandma and wished she had been alive for longer. It was just before a party and a friend who called wanted to know why I was upset. I felt such an idiot having to explain that I was crying about someone who had died six years before. It was weird. We didn’t know Grandma all that well anyway. I think if I had known her longer I might not have missed her so much. She wasn’t very happy that Mum was marrying a clergyman. Or that she worked part time stacking shelves in Sainsbury’s, having trained as an English teacher.

	Mum doesn’t do things simply to please other people. She certainly doesn’t go a bomb on the traditional role of a vicar’s wife. When we were younger she needed a job to pay my brother’s school fees so she started working at Sainsbury’s and has stayed with them for many years. She’s very practical. She’s seen lots of life through working seven or eight years in Chelsea, where she’s met everything from punks to Chelsea Pensioners. She wasn’t too impressed when I became a cleaner at the YMCA, though. In fact, I enjoyed it more than most other jobs I’d done, apart from the problems with the boss. I got on well with the other cleaners. I like people who enjoy life and are upfront.

	I remember a girl at grammar school asking me if I liked her new dress. When I said I didn’t she gave me a lecture all the way home about being tactful. Some people don’t like it when I give a straight answer to their questions, but if they don’t like the way I answer they shouldn’t ask my opinion in the first place.

	Pete understood, but he isn’t here any more. He died of cancer three years ago. I was eating a burger at McDonald’s when I was told and I’ve never been able to face them since. I only knew Pete for a few months but he became like a dad to me. He often talked to me and gave me time and advice. He was the leader when I first came to work on the holiday mission here in North Wales, and made me feel I had real potential and worth. He told me not to go with the crowd, but to do what I thought was right.

	Maybe that’s why I’m feeling a bit tearful. New Year has always been a special time to remember him and his family. At the same time, ever since I was fourteen Wales has been a place to go on my own, to cry away the built up tension and prepare myself for the next onslaught. It’s so nice to get away from home and family and all the people who know me; to be what I want to be, to let the emotions come out. I think if people have certain expectations of the vicar’s daughter they have probably been disappointed. But that doesn’t bother me. I don’t think that being on display all the time has given me too many inhibitions, although I don’t like living close to the church. I think the need for freedom is more to do with being a twin.

	Pug and I are identical, but she has a mole on her left cheek. People frequently confuse us and I can’t say I blame them. Occasionally, as I’ve got older, I will be in a shop and see myself in a mirror and think it’s Pug. When we were little we were often taken for boys because we had short hair and didn’t wear pretty-pretty clothes. Mum wasn’t really a pretty-dress kind of person. She’s very straightforward and down-to-earth. If she had the choice, she’d wear trousers. So we used to wear trousers and T-shirts, and people just used to think ‘boys’. When Mum was expecting us she would have liked another boy, but she also wanted twins, so we weren’t too much of a disappointment. Her family seem to have trouble carrying boys. Joe’s the only one in our family, and as we have an older sister he’s outnumbered three to one.

	Pug’s not my twin’s real name. I just started calling her that when we were about ten years old. I thought it was original and much better than her proper names. She has three and I don’t like any of them. I don’t think much of mine either. None of them are original to me. I made up the name Pug. I didn’t know about pug dogs or people being pugnacious. All those things came out later. She was quite impressed to think there were dogs named after her. She quite likes them. I can’t think why, they’re the most revolting-looking animals. In return she called me Llij, which later turned into Snij. Before that, she lengthened it to illegitimate. I’d tease ‘If I’m illegitimate, you are as well’, but she reckoned Mum and Dad got married in the forty-five minutes between us. It was no use arguing. It was much easier to let her have her way.

	When we were little, I would rely on Pug quite a lot. I would let her make the friends. I wasn’t very good with girls. I always preferred boys. They were more exciting. For years I wanted to be a boy. I hated dresses and girl-type activities and games. Playing cowboys and Indians with my brother was much more fun. He’d tie up our hands, and we’d have to get out. It was a great game.

	Yet I enjoyed my early childhood - apart from being bullied for being twins and posh and intelligent. I don’t think Mum and Dad ever took it seriously but at junior school we were bullied quite a lot. I would never hit the particular girl who was the worst. I just tried to talk to her, but that seemed to annoy her even more. Then, on the way home from school, the girls from the local comprehensive used to set on us because we lived in a big house.

	We never seemed to get our act together somehow. There was always a sense that we weren’t quite right in other people’s eyes. When we went to grammar school the girls there thought of us as being fairly common people. One girl never spoke to me without being patronising or rude until the day before I left school and somebody told her we’d both got the same grade in English. It was the first time she actually spoke to me as if I was a human being. She was ultra-intelligent. Into Solzhenitsyn at eleven, that kind of thing.

	We moved to Ealing when I was thirteen and I used to spend quite a lot of time in my fantasy world. I’d walk round the bricks in the garden, balancing, because they’d never been cemented in, creating a kind of soap opera a bit like Brookside in my mind. Very down-to-earth, nothing spectacular. I’m sure somebody in my imaginary family was called Laura. It was funny when I found out Pug did it too. I suppose it was our escape route, a way of establishing our own identities. We were living through other people, but they were special to us and nobody else knew about them. They got married, had kids, just day-to-day normal events. The kind of life I thought I’d be living one day, no longer feeling rather lonely and cut off.

	I don’t think it was because we only saw Dad on rare occasions. We were used to that situation most of the time. We saw Mum a lot more. I think it was just the inability to maintain friendships. I never made friends with women very well. Pug was far more into making friends with girls. I would be a bit of a leech on those friendships. I always thought it was sad we didn’t have a special friend but I don’t suppose one would have lasted. I thought girls were boring. Maintaining relationships with females has never been my strongest point. I think it’s easier with men. They can cope with picking up where you left off a lot easier. Women want a more constant relationship.

	Pug and I have never admitted to being close, but we are. Fairly. She’s probably not as much of a realist as I am. She likes things to be nice and to have happy endings. I’m probably not so idealistic. It’s difficult to work out. Where I’d say we were different somebody else might say we’re exactly the same. My dad once described us as ‘Starstruck and Butch’, after the television cops, Starsky and Hutch. I wasn’t particularly impressed but it’s a fair representation. Dad gave the illustration that if we both had heavy suitcases to get to a station Pug would stand and flutter her eyelashes and somebody would rush to her aid, whilst I’d just get on and do the job myself. I’m not afraid to get my hands dirty. I wouldn’t say Pug is afraid, but she’d rather somebody else did the work.

	When we were teenagers she always seemed to have boyfriends, although I’m not sure how old she was when she first started going out with someone. We didn’t talk about boys. We didn’t really like the same types. My taste in men inclined towards the tall, dark and handsome. Pug liked blonds. She became engaged last year and I’m still not used to the idea. It seems strange to think she could be married before me, even if she did have a head start in the dating stakes.

	I had my first kiss when I was fourteen. The boy was three years older. He was the person who told me most about the facts of life. I didn’t have a proper boyfriend till I was seventeen. That lasted six whole weeks but we rarely saw each other as we were both busy. There wasn’t anyone else for a couple more years. Then that one lasted all of six weeks, too. I’ve liked a lot of people since, but didn’t go out with anyone till David, my current boyfriend, came along.

	I met him at the YMCA, but I don’t think that went down too well. Staff aren’t meant to form relationships with residents. David is a security guard so he used to be around a lot in the mornings, after he had finished his ‘day’ and was on his way to bed. I found him attractive but we didn’t really get to know each other until the room he shared was found to be full of mould and condensation. It was checked by an architect and found to be way above legal limits. The men had to be moved, so I helped David carry some of his stuff and we got talking. He asked me out and I accepted. I don’t really agree with going out with non-Christians but he seems open to listening.

	Ah well, it’s early days yet. Anything could happen. David has spent Christmas at home in Scotland, and I am in Wales for the New Year. Our time of prayer is over. I must collect my wandering thoughts. We are going down to the beach for the usual first service of the year. It’s been snowing and even the beach is covered. That should be interesting. Singing in the snow. We mustn’t forget the champagne. I bought some earlier so we could celebrate the New Year in style. It’s going to be a good one. I have given up that nightmare of a job; I will be twenty-one in two weeks’ time; and when I get home David will be back in London, waiting for me. There’s no knowing what’s in store in the months that lie ahead, but I’m not particularly bothered. I’m tired, looking forward to a rest, and know God is in control. That is sufficient.

	 


Chapter Two

	By the grey March light filtering through the window I know I should be on the move. Instead I snuggle further under my duvet. It’s far too cosy to get up. The new terry stretch sheet I bought recently makes quite a difference. What day is it anyway? Wednesday? Thursday? Who cares. When you have no job, no routine, all the days roll into one. The first time I was unemployed I quite liked it. I used to watch a lot of TV. Then, after the initial period, it began to get boring. This time it is even worse. I get very frustrated. Not that I’ve sat on my backside for the whole of January and February, far from it.

	David’s job with the security firm didn’t last long after I left the YMCA. He packed it in soon after Christmas and took a job labouring at a building site. While he was looking round for work he found me a temporary job at a private school. I’ve trained as a nursery nurse, so the job looked promising. I was to work with children from two and a half to five years old. No problem. Until I discovered the teaching methods being used. Everything seemed to be learned parrot-fashion, and there was little scope for imagination. To make matters worse, I picked up a bad cough and cold. When my three-week stint was up I was more than happy to leave.

	Now I am back to square one, only more so: no job, and a wretched cough that kept me awake half the night, even when I tried sleeping on my beanbag. The pain in my ribs is terrible. It seems to have started last weekend while we were in Scotland with David’s family for a short break. I wasn’t feeling too well before we went but I thought the fresh air might do me good. Some home. To make matters worse, I’ve got another bout of thrush.

	I feel badly in need of sympathy but there is no one to take pity on me. Mum and Pug are at work. Dad is in his study working. Rachel got married when Pug and I were seventeen. She wanted us to be her bridesmaids but I thought we would look silly. I don’t like to see twins dressed alike. It makes them lose their identity. Besides, I didn’t really want Rachel to leave home. She lost lots of weight for her wedding and wasn’t cuddly any more. She still comes back fairly regularly, but it isn’t the same.

	Sometimes I wonder what it will be like when Pug leaves. Not that it will be for a while yet. Knowing the way Pug’s mind works. The romanticist. Everything will have to be just right at her wedding. It’s strange to think we should both be going out with men called Dave, although her David is a couple of years older than us. Mine’s four months younger, much to my embarrassment.

	One good thing, at least Joe will have to come home for Pug’s wedding. These days it’s hard to keep track of him. Being a journalist he’s hardly ever around. I suppose I ought to be used to it. He was never at home during termtime when we were younger. As the son and heir he was packed off to boarding school from the age of ten.

	None of us liked the fact that he was getting private education but we just had to accept it. He’s had lots of problems with his schooling because we’d move around so much when he was little. I think at one stage he went to three schools in a year. I know Mum resented having to buy a different uniform each time. The private schooling paid off in the end, though. He’s got O levels, A levels, S levels and a degree. Pug and I just make do with O levels. Joe’s still special. I missed him a lot when he went away to school and I still do. It’s nice having a big brother, even though he wasn’t all that thrilled about getting twin sisters.

	That’s better. I nearly managed a smile there. It’s time to sit up and snap out of it. Feeling sorry for myself never did me much good. Think of Mrs Richmond. How often do I hear her complain? She’s a Lancashire lass, who lives in a local sheltered housing complex. Her husband died about twenty years ago, but she always looks on the bright side of life. She’s a real inspiration to me. I won’t say she never says a rude word about anyone because she can be quite naughty at times about her companions, but some of them do go on, and she doesn’t get many callers from the outside world. A visit from our young people’s group once a month is the high spot of her social calendar. She doesn’t seem to let it get her down, though; she’s always laughing and cracking jokes. I went to visit her on my birthday and I can’t think of a better way to have spent the time. She’s just like a granny. I hope I can be like her at that age. It wouldn’t do me any harm if I had half her zest for living now, come to think of it. I wonder what she would give to be twenty-one again? Pug and I certainly haven’t done too badly out of it. Pug made her eighteenth birthday the official one, but I decided to wait until my twenty-first. We didn’t intend to make people dig into their pockets twice, but they seemed a bit embarrassed to skimp by giving a present to just one of us.

	The day before our twenty-first we went out for a meal in a posh restaurant in Clapham. It was into nouvelle cuisine, but Pug and I were not impressed. I had five bits of lamb arranged as a flower with a bean as a stalk and a few vegetables. Later Mum brought us a pizza, which was far cheaper, more enjoyable and much more filling.

	Being a bit short of cash doesn’t really worry me, even on unemployment benefit. It’s still more than I’ve ever had before. I’ve never resented the fact we didn’t have lots to spend, even if a bit of extra pocket money might have come in useful at times. 

	When I was at school I occasionally talked about getting a Saturday job, but Mum said I’d be too tired and needed to concentrate on schoolwork. From the time I was sixteen I used to sleep a lot. I found being a teenager hard. I was quite lonely, didn’t make friends easily, and was often misunderstood.

	Maybe having a twin sister was enough. Even so, there came a time when Pug and I needed to do our own thing. We divided our room in Fulham and have our own rooms now in Ealing. My room is entirely my domain. It’s painted white with a big blue star shape on the wall, which has my name in the middle, in case anyone should have any doubt that it’s my territory.

	There's a built-in cupboard and sink along one wall, a bookcase and music box next to my bed, and a chest of drawers in the far corner. The trolley containing my display of pigs is next to that. I'm very fond of my pig collection. I started it when I was about ten. I thought pigs were lovely creatures who had had a bit of a raw deal as far as animals went. One of my first pigs was Wilbur. He came from my grandma's when she died. Now I have over sixty, in pottery, China, plastic, wax and glass. You name it, I've got it.

	My soft toys sit on the floor, apart from Scrubby, who has moved into Rachel's room because he’s the same colour as the furniture in there. Scrubby is one of my favourites. I got him the first or second time I went to see a play at Wormwood Scrubs. The woman at church who worked with the WRVS took me. She used to serve tea and coffee in the prison canteen, where the prison visitors and wives went, and she would get tickets for the plays done by the ‘lifers’.

	It was weird going inside on my first visit. The massive gates of the Scrubs clanged behind me, and I knew I couldn’t get out. There were more gates, a perimeter fence, barbed wire, razor wire, guards walking around, and Alsatians which looked fierce enough to kill. We went on through the buildings, past A, B and D wings, with the prisoners hurling abuse and suggestive remarks from the cells. I could see the bread and the rubbish they’d thrown out in a pile below their windows. Further along they had their own little budgie aviary and garden to look after.

	Eventually we walked into the recreation room of D wing, where there were prisoners on the door to welcome us and show us to our seats. I couldn’t help thinking, ‘These blokes are murderers and rapists’, although the one thing we didn’t do was to ask why they were in there. During the interval they sold Christmas cards and hot drinks. I tried once to get a drink of water because I don’t drink tea or coffee, but they only had the facilities for hot water, and they couldn’t get out to fetch a cup of cold water. They were always collecting money, persuading it out of people for raffles and charities, children’s charities normally. Once they released a single and we were able to buy one. They had a bloke who was a very good artist and they sold his paintings. Then there were the soft toys made by the prisoners, often for local children. I suppose it’s a way of passing the time. It’s obvious they want to do a good job and put love and care into what they do. Scrubby is actually mine and Pug’s, but she hasn’t had a look in yet. Monkey came from there too. I ordered a hippo, but he’s never materialised. People used to tease me that if I opened the toys I’d often find them stuffed with hacksaw blades. I always wondered what I’d find if I did open them, but why prisoners would try to smuggle things out I can’t imagine.

	There was one bloke in there who was incredibly good looking. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-five. We found out later that he was a murderer. I think it was a crime of passion. We talked to him after one of the performances and remarked that he looked browner than last time. ‘It’s not suntan,’ he replied. ‘It’s all make-up. I don’t think I’ll be going on my holidays for a while yet.’ I thought it was good he could accept the fact and joke about it.

	We go to all the plays. There’s one every six months. And we’ve been to two or three carol services. They’re a very different setup. We have to get Home Office clearance to attend. Every prisoner can go if they want, although the turnout often depends on what film is on as an alternative. The prison officers sit around the edge of the chapel with their walkie-talkies and some of them look more violent and aggressive than the prisoners. You can tell which prisoners are on remand because they wear brown prison clothing or their own clothes. All the rest are in blue and grey. There is never a lot of room between us. Only a few feet. Some of the prisoners’ friends can go up and talk to them afterwards. It’s a nice atmosphere. 
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