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‘David Yallop is right to assert that the breeding-ground for Sutcliffe’s crimes has existed for many years. Yallop sees Sutcliffe’s attitudes being fostered in the widespread acceptance of violence against women.’ 

The Times

‘A chilling insight into the mind of a mass murderer. What we have here is an incredible amount of detail in a book which had it fiction would have been credit to any horror story writer. Indeed, the research, it appears, has been meticulous.’ 

South Wales Argus

‘[Yallop] has knitted, together a story of murder and investigation in a way that makes it read more like a novel, and a fascinating one at that. At times it becomes so unreal that the whole reads more like the plot of a horror movie. Only when one looks at the photos and reads the list of victims does one remember that it all happened, and not so very long ago.’ 

Bolton Evening News

‘It is a passionate, angry book. David Yallop attacks the police for both incompetence and the “deliberate and evil suppression of information.” He also tackles the assumptions underlying police tactics as well as the relationship of the police, press and the public.’ 

Oxford Mail

‘This book takes the reader into a nightmare world. But it deserves to be read.’ 

Daily Post

‘The author is a first-rate investigative writer . . . in fact before the almost accidental arrest of Peter Sutcliffe, Mr Yallop had given to the police the solution to the murders resulting from hís investigations, and he proved to be remarkably accurate. That he is a most thorough investigator is obvious from the detail he has  . . . David Yallop is to be congratulated on producing such an authoritative book.’

Morning Advertiser

‘It is an amazing account of the murders, their victims, the families, the hunt, the arrest and the trial. It is a provocative but worthy story of evil.’ 

Eastern Evening News

‘Immaculately researched. Mr Yallop’s well-presented work makes chilling and uncomfortable reading. His own conclusions, which he shared with the police before Sutcliffe’s arrest, have proved tragically right. Full marks to David Yallop for a truly unputdownable book.’ 
Evening Gazette

‘Mr Yallop offers a spirited and well-documented criticism of police methods he settles down to a lengthy but readable discussion of blunders in detection and general misapprehensions.’ 

Sunday Times

‘The fact that Yallop’s suggestions to the police were spot-on is another twist of fate in this strange story.’ 

Evening Argus

‘Compulsive reading.’ 

Shropshire Star

‘It is a stinging indictment of the local constabulary who through a combination of arrogance and incompetence permitted Sutcliffe to kill again and again. It is also a rebuke to British society as a whole. The first victims were women with either police records as prostitutes or “good-time girls” with tarnished reputations. Only when the Ripper began butchering “respectable” women, Yallop notes, was a public outcry raised.’ 

Los Angeles Times

‘The book is as memorable as it is unusual.’ 

Publishers Weekly

‘Perhaps Yallop’s view of the Ripper as just an inherently evil person comes closest to the truth . . . a terrible, fascinating account and it is very readable.’ 

World News

‘The most chilling aspect of Yallop’s unforgettable book is that the author pinpointed that the killer was a truck driver who lived in a certain section of the city of Bradford . . . this is a remarkable study, which alternates between factual reporting and stream-of-consciousness episodes from the point of view of the kilter, based on a psychological profile of the Ripper. [Yallop’s] conclusion is that the Ripper was not mad, but bad and very, very clever.’ 

United Press International
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      To Anna, 
my best friend

      




      
      
     
      Author’s Note, 1981

      
      This book is the product of two and a half years’ intensive research. It was virtually completed prior to January 1981. The
         main text of the book stands as it did then. It was written without the benefit of hindsight. I believe that this book raises
         many important issues and questions, not least the one that I wish to direct to the Chief Constable of West Yorkshire, Ronald
         Gregory. In June 1980 during my second interview with Assistant Chief Constable George Oldfield I stated: ‘I believe that
         the man you are looking for is a lorry driver who lives in Bradford and works in the Baildon/Bingley/Shipley areas of that
         city.’ How, Chief Constable, could one man arrive at that correct solution? A solution that eluded your police force for five
         and a half years?
      

      
      Author’s Note, 2014

      
      Needless to say the above author’s note has remained ignored by every successive Chief Constable of West Yorkshire. 
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            	Name

            
            	Age

            
            	Scene

            
            	Children

            
            	Date

            
         

         
         
            
            	1

            
            	Anna Rogulskyj

            
            	37

            
            	Keighley

            
            	 

            
            	5 July 1975

            
         

         
         
            
            	2

            
            	Olive Smelt

            
            	46

            
            	Halifax

            
            	3

            
            	15 August 1975

            
         

         
         
            
            	3

            
            	Wilma McCann

            
            	28

            
            	Leeds

            
            	4

            
            	30 October 1975

            
         

         
         
            
            	4

            
            	Emily Jackson

            
            	42

            
            	Leeds

            
            	3

            
            	20 January 1976

            
         

         
         
            
            	5

            
            	Marcella Claxton

            
            	20

            
            	Leeds

            
            	1

            
            	9 May 1976

            
         

         
         
            
            	6

            
            	Irene Richardson

            
            	28

            
            	Leeds

            
            	2

            
            	6 February 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	7

            
            	Patricia Atkinson

            
            	33

            
            	Bradford

            
            	3

            
            	23 April 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	8

            
            	Jayne MacDonald

            
            	16

            
            	Leeds

            
            	 

            
            	26 June 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	9

            
            	Maureen Long

            
            	42

            
            	Bradford

            
            	3

            
            	10 July 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	10

            
            	Jean Jordan

            
            	20

            
            	Manchester

            
            	2

            
            	1 October 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	11

            
            	Marilyn Moore

            
            	25

            
            	Leeds

            
            	3

            
            	14 December 1977

            
         

         
         
            
            	12

            
            	Yvonne Pearson

            
            	22

            
            	Bradford

            
            	2

            
            	21 January 1978

            
         

         
         
            
            	13

            
            	Helen Rytka

            
            	18

            
            	Huddersfield

            
            	 

            
            	31 January 1978

            
         

         
         
            
            	14

            
            	Vera Millward

            
            	40

            
            	Manchester

            
            	7

            
            	16 May 1978

            
         

         
         
            
            	15

            
            	Josephine Whitaker

            
            	19

            
            	Halifax

            
            	 

            
            	5 April 1979

            
         

         
         
            
            	16

            
            	Barbara Leach

            
            	20

            
            	Bradford

            
            	 

            
            	2 September 1979

            
         

         
         
            
            	17

            
            	Marguerite Walls

            
            	47

            
            	Farsley

            
            	 

            
            	20 August 1980

            
         

         
         
            
            	18

            
            	Upaehya Banbara

            
            	34

            
            	Leeds

            
            	 

            
            	24 September 1980

            
         

         
         
            
            	19

            
            	Teresa Sykes

            
            	16

            
            	Huddersfield

            
            	1

            
            	5 November 1980

            
         

         
         
            
            	20

            
            	Jacqueline Hill

            
            	20

            
            	Leeds

            
            	 

            
            	17 November 1980

            
         

         
         
            
            	?

            
            	Joan Harrison

            
            	26

            
            	Preston

            
            	2

            
            	20 November 1975

            
         

         
      

      




      

      
      To commit murder is easy. To get away with it is more difficult.
      

      
      He smiled at the thought. He could afford to indulge the smug feeling which crept up from the pit of his stomach. He stopped
         pacing, poured another cup of tea, added milk and a carefully measured two spoonfuls of sugar.
      

      
      He checked his watch. Nearly five o’clock on the evening of Friday, 3 January 1981. A new year, full of promise for many,
         had just begun. If his expectations for the year were realized, all the new year held for a number of women was brutal death.
      

      
      He began to pace again and found himself staring at his reflection in a mirror. He smiled at himself.

      
      What was it that the blonde who had survived had said? ‘He was good-looking with come-to-bed eyes.’
      

      
      He continued to stare at his reflection. That same blonde had given a very accurate description of him. It hadn’t made any
         difference. He’d committed murder many times before that particular attack. He’d committed murder many times since. Even the
         police did not know exactly how many. They were still insisting that he had murdered that woman in Preston in 1975. What was
         her name? Harrison, Joan Harrison. Well, they were wrong about that one. That other man could take the credit for that. That
         other man who also claimed the victims that were his and his alone.
      

      
      It had made murdering that much easier, had probably helped him enormously on the number of occasions he had been interviewed
         by the police. They had questioned him quite a number of times. He’d walked away from every interrogation.
      

      
      He checked his watch again. He had plenty of time. He’d told the wife he intended to go out tonight. She was happy watching
         TV. It was just as well. He could hardly take her along with what he had in mind.
      

      
      He sipped his tea and recalled some of the moments of the past five and a half years. The recollection that he had not always
         achieved total success, that there had been some women who had survived, brought a frown to his face. But he would never forget
         other moments: successes scattered over half a decade; successes that had made him the best known unknown man alive in the
         world today.
      

      
      His wife, his family, his workmates all knew him by his real name. No-one, not a single person, suspected that this quiet
         married man, living in Bradford, was ‘The Yorkshire Ripper’.
      

      
      Images of dead women swirled into his mind. As an automatic reflex, his right hand closed, the grip tightened, the knuckles
         whitened. For once the action was harmless, the hand held no hammer. Still the hand clenched ever tighter as in his mind’s
         eye their faces came into focus.
      

      
      Later, he kissed his wife goodbye, climbed into his Rover car and headed for Sheffield.

      
      Flossy paused from her writing. Her dissertation on the violence contained in Wuthering Heights lay momentarily forgotten on the grass. There was plenty of time for O Level swotting. She tickled Monty’s ear and, stretching
         out on the lawn, listened to Radio 4. She must remember to tell Lauris that they had played ‘I don’t know how to love him’.
         They’d seen the movie three times in one day, taken sandwiches, bought squash and virtually bedded down in the Ritz cinema.
      

      
      She smiled at the recollection of the know-all who had sat behind them during the third showing of Jesus Christ Superstar. He’d gone on and on about this song, said it was all wrong having it sung by such a pure, innocent voice. It needed the
         voice of a whore, of a prostitute, the voice of experience, someone like Edith Piaf. At that point, thank God, the know-all’s
         girlfriend had silenced him by saying that she thought Edith Piaf had been a bit busy when they had made Jesus Christ Superstar – busy being dead.
      

      
      Flossy wondered yet again about the future. Should she go on and take A Levels and go to university, or should she try some
         of the local farms for a secretarial position? Typing would help. She just loved being close to animals. She laughed at the
         particular animal closest to her at that moment, Monty, the family dog, panting in the early summer heat.
      

      
      ‘Well Mont, might be an idea to get some O Level passes first, eh?’

      
      At sixteen and a half, she had plenty of time to consider the future. First a little thought for the past, the violence in
         Wuthering Heights.
      

      
      A few miles from where the Brontës lived is the town of Keighley. The early morning of 5 July 1975 saw the official beginning
         of a reign of violence that no fiction writer would dare conceive.
      

      
      To a casual observer, it would seem that the slim, attractive blonde was involved in a serious argument with the two West
         Indians who accompanied her. Bibby’s Club at Bradford did not, however, feature high on a casual observer’s itinerary. The
         customers went there to drink and dance, not to observe. Anna Rogulskyj did indeed have a grievance but it was against the
         man she lived with rather than with these two listeners.
      

      
      Vincent tried in vain to mollify her: ‘Life is too short baby. Why not live and let live?’

      
      Unimpressed with this particular philosophy, Anna continued to list the faults of Jeff Hughes, the man she was planning to marry. She might, for the moment, still retain the name of her Ukrainian ex-husband, but her temperament was firmly
         locked in her Irish roots. Eventually, Vincent pointed out that it was past midnight and offered to drive Anna to her Keighley
         home. She declined the men’s offer to come into the house with her. Better to try, without the help of well-meaning friends,
         to patch up the argument that had sent her out in the first place.
      

      
      ‘Jeff. Jeff. Where are you?’

      
      She wandered from room to room. The shirts she had ironed for him earlier that day were gone, so was her cat, so was Jeff.

      
      She put on a record and poured herself a stiff drink. He’d obviously moved back to his own place in the town centre. What
         really enraged her was that he’d taken her little cat. God knows why. Just to spite her, she supposed. He didn’t even like
         it, refusing to call it by the name she had given it, declaring that ‘Dum Dums’ was no bloody name for a cat. He’d called
         it ‘Bluey’. It might be two o’clock in the morning. So what?
      

      
      Her shoes clattered on the pavement as she walked down Highfield Lane. She turned into Mornington Street, deserted as the
         town slept. There was not a soul to be seen – at least not by Anna Rogulskyj. She crossed the wide North Street, passing close
         to the police station, down Alice Street, past the Ritz cinema. A few moments more and she was in the cobbled alleyway where
         Jeff lived. She banged on the door. Without waiting for a response, she banged again and again. If he was inside he was unimpressed
         by the pounding and the shouting. She had, however, attracted the attention of someone else.
      

      
      Anna continued to pound on the door for a while. Eventually, her anger and frustration ebbed. As a parting shot, she took
         off one of her green high-heeled shoes and smashed a ground floor window with it. She partially crouched as she replaced the
         shoe on her foot. As she did so, a figure moved rapidly from the shadows. Anna never saw or knew what hit her. He swung the hammer that was clenched in
         his right hand – once, twice, three times. The blows smashed into her skull. The attack had been so fast, so sudden. Not a
         single cry came from Anna. She was deeply unconscious from the first blow. He stood, gasping for breath, above her still body.
         The blood was seeping from the head wounds across the cobblestones.
      

      
      He lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties and, putting the hammer in his pocket, produced a knife. He began slashing across
         her stomach. The frenzy in him that had, until this moment, been under complete control began to take over.
      

      
      ‘Who’s out there? Who’s making all that noise?’

      
      He froze. There was a moment of panic as he stared blindly in all directions.

      
      ‘Come on. What’s going on out there?’

      
      Finally, he saw. It was a neighbour disturbed by the noise. Fortunately for him, the fellow had stopped to put his trousers
         on before opening his door. The man stood peering out into the dark, attempting to focus in the poor light. The frenzy in
         the attacker died away completely. Once more, he was totally in command, totally in control. He had frightening command, unnatural
         control.
      

      
      When he spoke, the voice was calm. He slipped the knife back into his pocket.

      
      ‘There’s nothing to worry about. You go back inside. Everything’s all right now.’

      
      The neighbour was, for the main part, satisfied but he paused a moment longer.

      
      ‘Are you sure?’

      
      Again the attacker was calm, and shouted back, ‘Yes. Nothing to worry about.’

      
      The neighbour nodded and, turning back inside, closed his street door. If he had stayed a few moments longer, if his eyes
         had grown more accustomed to the night, he would have seen the body of Anna Rogulskyj lying on the cobblestones, between the legs of the reassuring stranger who stared down
         at the inert figure and smiled.
      

      
      No time for any more work now. Best away in case that curious neighbour decides to call the police.
      

      
      He bent and rearranged her skirt. A moment later, he was gone and Anna Patricia Rogulskyj was alone in the alley.

      
      She was found at two twenty in the morning, lying in a pool of blood. Alive, but critically ill, she was rushed first to a
         nearby hospital then transferred to Leeds General Infirmary. There a priest gave her the last rites of the Catholic Church
         as she was prepared for her long and delicate skull operation. The force of the blows had fractured her skull in several places.
      

      
      She lived, but the tale she has to tell is not one that the police give credence to. Anna was convinced that she knew the
         identity of her attacker. She was equally convinced that it was not ‘The Ripper’ and freely named a man living in Keighley.
         Unimpressed, the police were a great deal more interested in what that neighbour had to say about the man he had spoken to
         in the alleyway. Investigating Officer Detective Superintendent Peter Perry listened as the neighbour strained for details.
      

      
      ‘Difficult to be exact about his age – in his twenties or thirties. He was small – I’d say five feet eight inches. He was
         wearing a check sports jacket.’
      

      
      The superintendent was puzzled. Nothing had been stolen. There had been no sexual attack. All likely friends and acquaintances
         of the victim had been accounted for. Anna had no convictions. It was indeed puzzling. Things like this did not happen in
         a nice, respectable town like Keighley. Why, the place did not even boast a red light area. All that kind of nonsense was
         left to Bradford and Leeds. Why should someone come prowling around Keighley, looking for an attractive woman in her mid-thirties,
         apparently a total stranger, to murder? For murder it would have been but for the disturbed neighbour. The man certainly had
         murder in his heart and must now only regret that he had not begun with total success.
      

      
      Anna Rogulskyj surprisingly shared that regret: ‘No, I’m not Anna. I will never be Anna again. I’m Joanna now. Anna died that
         night and I wish I had died with her. I wish I had died that night, then I would have known nothing. I wish I had not had
         that operation, that there had just been the blackness and then no more. If I had known what lay ahead for me I would have
         refused what they termed “a life-saving operation”. My life is ruined. So I’ve had fifteen thousand pounds from the Criminal
         Compensation Board. So what? No amount of money can give me back my anonymity, can give me back my lost boyfriends. No money
         can remove the stigma of “The Ripper”.’
      

      
      In the days that followed that first attack, he listened eagerly to every newscast and scanned the papers. Something had clearly
         gone very wrong. If he had killed her, surely it would be front page news? Eventually, he found a few lines on the attack.
      

      
      Damn that interfering neighbour. Still, there must be millions of men in the country who answer such a generalized description.
            Pity it was mentioned in the local Keighley Times. Might now have to venture further afield for the next one …
      

      
      Beryl watched anxiously as the two girls attempted to emulate the Californian surfers. With awesome power, the wave rose.
         One moment the girls were standing shrieking with laughter on its crest, the next they had vanished. Beryl held her breath
         and then smiled as she saw their heads bob above the water. Flossy waved to her and she waved back. David trickled sand through
         his fingers.
      

      
      ‘You can’t take every wave for her that she’s going to face in life, you know.’

      
      
      She smiled and said, ‘I know. I suppose I’m still trying to cut the umbilical cord.’ She laughed. ‘Listen to me! Just listen
         to me! Summer holiday in Cornwall with nothing to worry about except eating fresh fish, swimming, surfing and sunbathing.
         Our daughter gets nine O Level passes and I’m worrying about a wave.’
      

      
      ‘She’s done very well. They were mostly good grades too.’

      
      ‘Really David. You sound like one of her teachers. Such grudging praise. Give her due credit.’

      
      Flossy and Gillian lay bellies down on their boards, idly paddling in the shallow water.

      
      Flossy spoke first: ‘If you’d invite Roger Daltry, Lou Reed and Mick Jagger, I’d be grateful.’

      
      ‘Are they all just for you or were you planning to share them with me and Lauris?’

      
      ‘I’m generous to a fault,’ Flossy said. ‘If you can persuade them all to come to a barn dance on your father’s farm, I’m prepared
         to share. Tell them there’s a barbecue as well. That should clinch it.’
      

      
      ‘Bound to. If I can get them to come early, they can give us a hand whitewashing the barn. I’d love to see Roger Daltry covered
         in whitewash.’
      

      
      Flossy’s eyes opened wide in mock wonder.

      
      ‘So would I Gillian. So would I. As it is, I suppose we’ll have to make do with the Young Farmers’ Club.’

      
      The car moved at a leisurely pace towards Halifax. At the wheel, he glanced at his watch.

      
      Quarter to nine. The night’s but a pup. Plenty of time to have a look around Halifax. Nice town. It wasn’t the first time he’d been here. Nice town. Bits of it were pure Hovis country.
      

      
      The Keighley road began to drop steeply as he neared Halifax. He glanced around curiously as if seeing it all for the first
         time. In a way he was. He had never hunted in Halifax before. It was five weeks since that night in Keighley, five weeks during which the nation had enjoyed a magnificent summer. While most had sunbathed, he had brooded, attempted
         to put the attack on Anna Rogulskyj from his mind, to forget those moments in the alleyway behind the Ritz cinema. Guilt?
         Regret? Remorse? No, simple dissatisfaction. His vanity was offended at the lack of total success.
      

      
      Suddenly aware that he had driven into heavy rain, he switched the wipers on and smiled. Perhaps the change in the weather
         indicated a change in his luck?
      

      
      Harry Smelt sighed with content. Young Stephen was tucked up in bed, daughter Julie out with her friends, wife Olive out with
         hers, and he had a glass of home brew in his hand and a good murder thriller to watch on TV. Friday nights in the Smelt home
         had about them a ritualistic quality. Olive’s hen parties were a source of some amusement to her husband. He couldn’t for
         the life of him see the point of going into Halifax pubs and buying ale that was inferior to his own brew and paying a great
         deal more for the dubious privilege. Still, she enjoyed it.
      

      
      Harry read a preview piece in his evening paper on the programme he was waiting to see, ‘The Marcus Nelson Murders’. Apparently,
         it had been so successful in the States that they had created a series out of the idea and called it ‘Kojak’.
      

      
      The man came out of the pub and, pulling his collar up against the driving rain, walked quickly back to his car.

      
      Nothing in that one.
      

      
      He recalled there was another nearby in Horton Street.

      
      Not worth driving. Might as well leave the car where it was and walk.
      

      
      He checked his appearance in the second driving mirror, the one that was permanently facing him. He was vain. That second
         mirror was a testimonial to his vanity. While the sleepy-looking eyes checked the appearance, his right hand automatically felt for the hammer that rested in his pocket. Reassured,
         he opened the car door. He locked the door of the green Ford Capri and walked towards the pub.
      

      
      ‘Come on Olive. Let’s give this one a go. Can’t be any worse than the Queens. I’ve seen graveyards with more life.’

      
      The two women hurried into the warmth of the saloon bar of the Royal Oak. Olive scanned the faces, looking for the missing
         members of the Friday-night clan.
      

      
      ‘Must be this rain that’s keeping ’em in Jean. Same again?’

      
      Jean nodded as they approached the bar.

      
      ‘Two lagers please.’

      
      The television programme was living up to expectations. It was an intriguing story of a New York detective who, having put
         a case together and duly got his man convicted, was now doubting the man’s guilt and had begun to re-investigate. Julie popped
         her head around the living-room door.
      

      
      ‘Just letting you know I’m back Dad. I’ve brought Sal in for a chat. Is that all right?’

      
      Harry, deeply immersed in helping the New York detective find the correct solution, spoke without moving his eyes from the
         television.
      

      
      ‘If you’re going to chat, best stay in kitchen.’

      
      ‘OK. I’ll make you a coffee.’

      
      The young head vanished and Harry was back on 5th and 43rd.

      
      He turned the car aimlessly towards Saville Park. There must be getting on for one hundred thousand people living in Halifax
         and yet his search was proving fruitless.
      

      
      Turning into Saville Park Road, he cruised slowly towards the moor.

      
      Perhaps the rain was keeping them all indoors. This was a likely area though. Never know what you might find out here.
      

      
      
      He glanced at his watch. Quarter past ten. If he drew a blank here there was still time to look in at the Royal Oak.

      
      ‘Right Olive. What’s it to be? One more with this pair of comedians or a fish supper at Pearsons?’

      
      Olive considered. It had not been one of their merriest Friday evenings, in fact it had been a miserable night. She could
         always get the fish supper for Harry and herself at their local shop. The younger of the two men winked at her.
      

      
      ‘Come on Olive. Worried about getting fresh?’

      
      ‘Fresh, indeed. I’m stone sober and for that I’ll have a Copper Beech sherry please, a large one.’

      
      The young man laughed. ‘Just as well we’re dropping you home. Get on bus and you’ll be attacking conductor after a large one
         of those.’
      

      
      The car stopped near the bus stop on Boothtown Road. Olive clambered out from the back.

      
      ‘Thank you lads. I’ll tell Harry you were asking after him.’

      
      The car pulled away as Olive turned towards the fish shop.

      
      It was in darkness. She’d missed supper.

      
      ‘Now I’m for it. Better get home quick and get frying pan on.’

      
      Olive turned and moved towards the ginnel, an alleyway that bisected a series of roads. As she did, he stepped from the shadows.

      
      Moving close to her, he spoke quietly, ‘The weather’s letting us down, isn’t it?’

      
      With a start of surprise, Olive uttered an automatic response, ‘What? Oh yes, I suppose it is.’

      
      Then he was gone, into the dark. She stared after him for a moment and thought perhaps he must be a little stupid. Then, her
         mind on what was going to replace the fish supper, she began to walk towards her home.
      

      
      ‘I’m going to be in trouble,’ she observed to nobody in particular.

      
      
      * * *

      
      The television programme was moving towards an exciting climax. Yet again, Julie put her head around the door. Harry, transfixed,
         waved a hand.
      

      
      ‘No love, I don’t want another coffee.’

      
      ‘Dad, there are two girls at door asking for you.’

      
      It was clearly a conspiracy, a plot to prevent him ever knowing whether he would have guessed the solution. With a sigh, Harry
         got up and walked to the back door.
      

      
      ‘Is your name Smelt?’

      
      ‘Ay, what do you want?’

      
      ‘We’ve got your wife in a house round t’other side and she’s been hurt.’

      
      Harry reached for a jacket and spoke to his youngest daughter, ‘Mum’s had an accident Julie, probably fallen over. She’ll
         be fresh, you see.’
      

      
      Julie and her friend giggled and Harry followed his callers up the street.

      
      As he approached the house, his pace instinctively quickened at the sight of the ambulance. In the kitchen, Olive was being
         tended by the two ambulance men. There was blood pouring down her face, and her white blouse was rapidly turning crimson.
         Neighbours were busying themselves making tea, offering cigarettes.
      

      
      Despite his initial shock, Harry retained his laconic humour. ‘Well, this will probably teach you to know when you’ve had
         enough.’
      

      
      Olive mumbled a response. An ambulance man paused from wiping blood from her face.

      
      ‘I think it’s a bit more serious than that.’

      
      The next few hours were blurred for both husband and wife. At two thirty in the morning, one of the doctors joined Harry in
         the waiting room at Halifax Infirmary.
      

      
      ‘She’s as comfortable as we can make her for the time being.’

      
      ‘Thank you doctor. Sorry to put all of you to this trouble. She must have had a bit too much and slipped on her way home.’
      

      
      The doctor looked keenly at Harry.

      
      ‘Why do you say that? Is your wife a heavy drinker?’

      
      Harry smiled and answered, ‘No, it’s just that tonight she went out for drinks with friends.’

      
      ‘Her injuries were not caused by a fall or a stumble, Mr Smelt. She’s been violently assaulted.’

      
      Harry was quite literally struck dumb for a moment.

      
      The doctor continued ‘It was not a sexual assault, you understand. At least, it doesn’t appear to have been. But this was
         certainly no accident. The police will have to be informed. Do you want to do it or shall we?’
      

      
      It was all moving too fast for Harry.

      
      ‘Er, I’d prefer it if you informed them. You’ll know who to speak to, what details to give them …’ He tailed off helplessly.

      
      Yet again, events became blurred. Strangers were coming in to ask him details. Police officers were arriving to ask him questions.
         This wasn’t like it had been on TV that evening. It wasn’t like that at all. Harry kept shaking his head, a gesture designed
         to throw off what was clearly a bad dream, but the dream continued.
      

      
      ‘And would you know where these people live?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘These people who you say were with your wife tonight.’

      
      ‘What about them?’

      
      ‘We would like their addresses Mr Smelt.’

      
      ‘Yes. Yes, of course.’

      
      He realized with a start that the police officers were talking to him in his own home. He had no recollection of the journey
         back from the hospital. At about five o’clock in the morning, the house was finally silent. What was he going to tell young
         Stephen? How could he tell a nine-year-old boy that his mother was in hospital with head injuries, injuries not sustained
         in an accident but wounds deliberately inflicted? Who would do that? Who would actually want to hurt like that? These were things that happened to other people, things you read about in papers.
      

      
      Early on Saturday morning Harry visited his eldest daughter, Linda. Married, twenty-five years of age, he could rely on her
         for help. But first there was the task of telling her that extraordinary things had happened to their ordinary family.
      

      
      At ten o’clock he was telephoned by the hospital. He had told Stephen that his mother had been taken a bit ill and was in
         hospital. The phone call was to tell him just how ‘ill’ Olive was.
      

      
      There were severe cuts above both eyes and lacerations on the head. Olive’s skull had suffered a double fracture. Harry listened
         numbly to the catalogue of injuries. The doctor told him that they wanted to rush Olive to the intensive care unit at Leeds
         General and that they would like him to travel with her, ‘just in case’.
      

      
      Harry put the phone back on the hook and stood staring out of the window of the small living-room. Sightlessly, he gazed at
         the nearby kiln chimney that dominated the immediate area. Slowly, very slowly, it began to sink in that she was possibly
         dying. He looked around the room at the small ornaments, at his chair, at her couch. With a start, he realized that less than
         twelve hours before, he’d been sitting in this room, engrossed in a television drama. Then the only problem on his mind had
         been an impending promotions board before which he was shortly due to appear.
      

      
      ‘I’d love a cup of tea.’

      
      Olive looked up directly into the nurse’s face above her. The nurse, with Olive’s head cupped in her hands, smiled down.

      
      ‘See what we can do when we get to Leeds.’

      
      
      The ambulance swayed as it sped along the motorway to Leeds. Harry held on tightly to one of his wife’s hands as if by doing
         so he could insist that she stay alive.
      

      
      ‘Soon be there love.’

      
      He smiled wryly to himself. Funny how one coped with the great crises of life with a cliché.

      
      Leeds General Infirmary, intensive care unit, neurological wing. A vast montage of signs, of strange noises and smells, of
         people totally preoccupied with their own problems.
      

      
      ‘Mr Smelt?’

      
      Harry stood on hearing his name. He was beginning to respond like one of Pavlov’s dogs.

      
      ‘Thought you might like to see Mrs Smelt’s X-rays.’

      
      ‘Thank you. How is she now?’

      
      ‘As comfortable as we can make her for the time being.’

      
      The doctor moved to a small display unit and, flicking a switch, revealed two skull X-rays, one frontal, one profile. With
         a shock, Harry saw the profile of a smashed coconut shell. The photograph showed vividly how the skull had been broken inwards.
      

      
      ‘We have two options. We can hope that there has been no permanent brain damage of a serious nature and that the pressure
         on the brain caused by the blows will automatically ease. Alternatively, we can risk an operation which may cause further
         damage. We are inclined to take the first option.’
      

      
      ‘I see.’

      
      The doctor considered Harry for a moment.

      
      ‘I think the best thing you can do now is to go home and get some rest. Spend some time with the rest of the family. We’ll
         let you know if there’s any change in your wife’s condition.’
      

      
      Harry became aware that he was walking through the streets of Leeds. It was Saturday afternoon and the streets were full of weekend shoppers. He realized that he too was carrying a bag, a small plastic bag. He opened it and saw his wife’s
         bloodstained clothing. Then he remembered. They’d given it to him before he’d left the hospital.
      

      
      It was all becoming more and more unreal. He was in the middle of Leeds on a sunny Saturday afternoon in August 1975. His
         wife was lying critically ill in hospital and people were milling about, laughing, smiling, getting on with their lives as
         if nothing had happened. He had to check himself from remonstrating with a laughing group who passed by. He shook his head.
         It was time to catch the bus to Halifax and get back to the family.
      

      
      He turned out of Boothtown Road into Woodside Road. Puzzled, he saw tremendous activity. Everywhere there were policemen.
         They were searching in gardens, going through dustbins, taking particulars from residents. He wondered what could have happened.
         Then he remembered what had happened.
      

      
      As he turned into Woodside Mount, neighbours approached him.

      
      He responded automatically to their questions: ‘Yes, she’s as well as can be expected. Yes, I will. Yes, I’ll tell her. Yes,
         thank you.’
      

      
      With relief, he reached his own door. Entering, he saw that his family was gathered. Linda, his eldest daughter, rose and
         poured him a cup of tea. As she handed it to him, she showed him the evening newspaper: the attack on Olive was front page
         news. Harry shook his head.
      

      
      ‘God, we can do without that surely.’

      
      ‘But what happened Dad?’

      
      ‘Dunno, but it looks a real set-up. This attack on Mum must have been planned.’

      
      Unprompted and uninvited, several men suddenly appeared in the kitchen.

      
      ‘We’d like you to accompany us to the police station, Mr Smelt.’

      
      
      ‘But I’ve only just got home.’

      
      ‘Yes, we know. We’ve been waiting for you. Hospital told us they’d given you your wife’s clothes. Would that be them?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘We’ll take them if you don’t mind. You’ll get them back of course. Right, shall we go?’

      
      The police station was in one respect similar to the hospital. Everyone seemed to have an allotted task or at least acted
         as if they had. Harry was shown into an interview room. The two who had kept him company from his home were with him. Behind
         the desk was a third man. Holding up one of the walls was a fourth. One of them silently pointed to a vacant chair by the
         desk.
      

      
      As Harry sat, the man behind the desk leaned forward: ‘How do you get on with your wife?’

      
      The one holding up the wall asked, ‘What time did you go out last night?’

      
      The one standing closest to him enquired, ‘Is she faithful?’

      
      The fourth just stared at him.

      
      Bemused, Harry struggled to respond, ‘I get on all right with her, I suppose.’

      
      ‘What does that mean? Is it a happy marriage?’

      
      Harry shrugged and answered, ‘It has its ups and downs. Don’t they all?’

      
      ‘What time did you go out last night?’

      
      ‘You mean what time did I come in, don’t you? I didn’t go out once I had come home from work, not till they sent for me –
         after the accident, that is.’
      

      
      The one against the wall smiled at that.

      
      ‘Accident. What bloody accident? You’re not talking about what happened to Olive are you? That were no accident Harry.’

      
      They were very free with their ‘Olives’ and ‘Harrys’. He hadn’t been given any names for them. The one seated behind the desk adopted the confiding air of bureaucratic concern.
      

      
      ‘Now Harry. Would you really call it a happy marriage? I mean, why weren’t you out with your wife?’

      
      ‘Because every Friday she goes out with friends. It’s a regular hen party.’

      
      The man looked pained.

      
      ‘Now she wouldn’t do that if it was a happy marriage, would she Harry? Why does she do that? Who does she go out with?’

      
      It had been a long twenty-four hours for Harry. It was going to get longer. He struggled to answer their questions. He realized
         that, of course, he would be their first suspect, hence the line of questioning. But still …
      

      
      ‘Now your wife was attacked last night at about eleven forty-five.’

      
      ‘I suppose she must have been. I was called out at about ten to twelve.’

      
      ‘According to you, you were at home watching the telly when your wife was attacked?’

      
      ‘Yes, that’s right.’

      
      ‘Can you prove that?’

      
      ‘Can I what?’

      
      ‘Prove that you were at home.’

      
      ‘My daughter and her friend were there.’

      
      ‘That’s not quite right, is it Mr Smelt? They were in another room.’

      
      ‘They were in the room next to me.’

      
      ‘Another room.’

      
      ‘Well, yes.’

      
      ‘Now, while they were chatting in the kitchen, is it possible Harry, and please listen carefully, we do need your help, is
         it possible that you went out of the front door, ran along the gardens, around the side of the row of houses, waited in the
         dark, attacked your wife, then ran back along the gardens and sat back down in front of the telly? Is that possible? After all, how long would all of that take you?’
      

      
      Harry considered the question.

      
      ‘It wouldn’t take me long. But my timing would have to be bloody perfect. I would also need telepathic powers to know exactly
         when Olive was coming down that ginnel so that I would catch her just on that corner where she was found. I would also have
         to be certain that Julie and Sally wouldn’t walk through from the kitchen and discover I had just popped out to attack my
         wife. I would also need something to attack her with and somewhere to hide that something. Of course, I would have to stop
         on my way home at this pre-planned hiding place. I would also presumably have put on overalls, a mackintosh, gloves and a
         mask … Now all of this would have slowed me down a bit and if Julie and her friend had walked in while I was putting this
         lot on, or taking it off, they might have thought I was dressed rather oddly for watching the “Marcus Nelson Murders”. Other
         than those points, yes, it’s quite possible.’
      

      
      They all stared at him. The one holding up the wall shoved a piece of chewing gum into his mouth.

      
      Harry continued, ‘Now I’ve been very patient. I realize that you have a job to do. But you are not going to accomplish that
         job by asking me silly bloody questions. I’ve had nothing to eat for nearly twenty-four hours, I’ve had no rest and I want
         to have a bath. I’m not answering any more of your questions.’
      

      
      The man at the desk looked annoyed.

      
      ‘Oh yes you are.’

      
      ‘Oh no I’m not.’

      
      On cue – he had, after all, been listening carefully – yet another plain clothes officer entered the room. He walked up to
         Harry with his hand extended, a broad smile on his face.
      

      
      ‘Harry, I’m Detective Sergeant Hands. How do you do? Now look boys, Harry can’t be feeling very well. He’s not up to answering any questions right now. Look at him. He’s all in.’
      

      
      Clearly, Detective Sergeant Hands also watched crime thrillers on TV. Clearly all of the Halifax CID did. It was nice guy
         time.
      

      
      By Sunday evening, Harry had made a thirty-page statement. He had responded well to the gentle questioning of Hands who had
         assured him that every detail of their married lives, every friend met and long forgotten, all should be recorded. Any of
         those insignificant little fragments could perhaps provide the answer, give them the key to the puzzle as to why someone should
         want to viciously attack Olive Smelt. As he finished signing the last page, Harry looked across the desk at the Detective
         Sergeant.
      

      
      ‘You’ve got thirty good pages of reasons right here why I should want to nobble my wife.’

      
      Weeks later, Hands was to give his response to that remark.

      
      ‘If you had wanted to do your wife in, Harry, I think you’d have done it before now. And I think you’d have got away with
         it.’
      

      
      But that was weeks later. In the meantime, the nightmare continued for the entire family.

      
      ‘I’ve sent for the chopper man Olive. I’ve sent for the bugger. It’ll be the chopper man any minute love, so for Christ’s
         sake tell me who did it to you.’
      

      
      Olive stared at the huge man. He wore the permanent expression of a man who, having just had a rugby ball stolen from him,
         was prepared to kick shit out of life until he recovered the ball. His name was Dick Holland. Detective Chief Inspector Dick
         Holland. He was also Head of Halifax CID. Right now, as he sat by Olive’s bedside in Leeds, he appeared to want his ball back
         very badly.
      

      
      ‘Come on lass. Stop sodding about. I’m telling you chopper man is on his way.’

      
      
      Olive looked at him with puzzlement.

      
      ‘Who’s chopper man?’

      
      ‘The pathologist, Professor Gee. He examines the dead ones.’

      
      Olive snorted indignantly. ‘Does he indeed? Well you tell him to bugger off. He’ll have to wait a while before he gets a look
         at me.’
      

      
      Holland smiled at her. They were two of a kind. He knew where he was with a Halifax woman. Plenty of spades in Halifax, not
         many gardening implements.
      

      
      ‘Olive, this man who chatted to you at the top of the ginnel. Apart from the remark about the weather, did he say anything
         else? Anything at all?’
      

      
      ‘No, just remarked about the weather letting us down. Then he was gone. Do you think he did this to me then?’

      
      ‘Dunno. Now what about Harry? I gather you two have had some differences over the years. Are you covering up for him? Come
         on now Olive?’
      

      
      ‘I’m not covering for anyone. If it was Harry did this, I’d tell you and sod the consequences. Last I remember was that fellow
         talking about the weather, then he walked off and I started to walk down ginnel. That were it.’
      

      
      Holland looked worried.

      
      ‘No Olive, it weren’t it. You were found at the bottom of that alley, not at the top. It would have taken you at least two
         minutes to have walked from where you had this conversation about the weather to where you were found. Now there’s no blood
         between the two places. We are certain you were attacked where you were found. What happened when you turned to walk down
         that alleyway? Did you talk to someone else? Did you meet someone else? What happened in those two minutes, Olive?’
      

      
      Olive strained to recall any fragment that had previously eluded her. If only the pain in her head would ease. If only they’d
         give her a cup of tea.
      

      
      ‘You’re covering up for someone, aren’t you?’

      
      
      It was delivered as a direct accusation rather than a question. It came not from Holland but from the large plain clothes
         policewoman seated on the other side of her bed.
      

      
      ‘You’re covering up for your husband.’

      
      This time, her comment came as a statement of fact.

      
      Olive looked at her and said, ‘Don’t be bloody daft.’

      
      The policewoman insisted, ‘If you don’t want him locked up, we do. Next time it might be a five-year-old child. Might be someone
         worthwhile.’
      

      
      Holland observed his colleague for a moment.

      
      ‘Officer?’

      
      ‘Yes Mr Holland?’

      
      ‘Keep your mouth shut. Further, it is to remain in that position until you are off duty.’

      
      He paced the room. Pausing at the window, he gazed out and considered the situation. She had survived. The first account in
         the Evening Post was fun. According to that, he was five foot ten and spoke with a foreign accent. Four days later the Yorkshire Post had said the police were looking for a yellow car, believed to be a Ford Escort, with a black racing stripe. Well, he hoped
         they found it. After an early report that had said she was very poorly, the latest news was that she was improving. If only
         those car lights had not gone on … She would have been worse than poorly. Pouring another cup of tea, he sat and brooded.
         At precisely that moment, the man hunting him was sitting with a cup of tea in a hospital annex also brooding.
      

      
      Holland assessed the facts: five foot eight inches high, quite good-looking or, as Olive said, ‘He wouldn’t frighten anybody’,
         slightly wavy hair, dark, long sideboards, spoke with a Yorkshire accent. He knew there must be half a million like that in
         the county though they didn’t all go around with an iron bar or a hammer smashing women over the head, thank God.
      

      
      
      ‘Mr Holland?’

      
      The slight figure of pathologist David Gee approached him. Prematurely balding, his dome-like head served to enhance his professorial
         status. The tall policeman rose.
      

      
      ‘Got something?’

      
      ‘Well, I had a little trouble initially. Mrs Smelt was disinclined to allow me to examine her. Apparently you’d told her I
         only look at corpses. After we’d overcome that problem, yes I did find something interesting. She has two slashes in the small
         of her back, each is about six to eight inches long. They have clearly been caused by a sharp instrument. The clothing had
         first been lifted before the marks were made, then the clothing was rearranged. This was precisely the same procedure with
         regard to a woman I examined last month except, in her case, the marks were made upon the stomach. Her name was Anna Rogulskyj.’
      

      
      Holland never forgot a face or a logged item on a crime.

      
      ‘Anna Patricia Rogulskyj. Aged thirty-seven. Divorced. Living in Keighley. Found at about two twenty on the morning of Saturday
         5 June, this year. Three lacerations to her scalp, consistent with being hit on the head with a hammer. Slash marks on stomach
         caused by a sharp instrument. But I thought you said Olive Smelt was attacked with an iron bar?’
      

      
      ‘An iron bar or a hammer. Difficult to be precise.’

      
      ‘So I’m looking for a man who randomly attacks women?’

      
      ‘It would seem so.’

      
      ‘And he’s now done one in Keighley and one in Halifax?’

      
      ‘They do appear to be linked.’

      
      ‘I’d like another word with Olive. Have you finished examining her?’

      
      ‘Yes, but if you could be gentle …’

      
      ‘Of course Professor Gee.’

      
      Holland strode into the ward. The curtains were still drawn around Olive’s bed.

      
      He coughed and called out, ‘Are you decent?’

      
      
      He entered the inner sanctum. A movement of his eyes dismissed the policewoman. Sitting near to Olive, he took one of her
         hands.
      

      
      ‘You should be honoured. That was Professor Gee who’s been looking at you. He only looks at dead ones.’

      
      ‘Then what’s he looking at us for?’

      
      ‘Because I’ve got influence.’

      
      ‘Is that why he came to measure us up then?’

      
      ‘Ay, that’s right.’

      
      ‘When he saw these marks on my back …’

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘He seemed surprised. He said, “Oh my God. Come and look at this.” And when the others were looking, he said, “I’ve seen this
         before.” What did he mean by that?’
      

      
      ‘Olive, you are very lucky to be alive. I sent for the chopper man because I didn’t think you were going to live. Today’s
         not the first time he’s examined you. As for the marks on your back, I think they remind the Professor of another case, that’s
         all. Don’t let that worry you. Where do your knickers come up to Olive?’
      

      
      ‘How do you mean?’

      
      ‘Over your bum? How far up your back?’

      
      ‘You’re married, aren’t you?’

      
      ‘My but you’re a hard case Olive.’

      
      ‘Well, what kind of question is that to ask me? If you want to know about knickers, ask that bloody dragon with you, though
         I should think her knickers are welded on.’
      

      
      Holland could not resist smiling at her.

      
      ‘Judging from your husband’s statement Olive, you have had a better social life than I’ve ever had. When I’ve caught this
         bugger, you and I will have a night out.’
      

      
      It was clear to Holland that Olive could not tell him any more. It was equally clear that if her husband was responsible then
         she did not know it. What was indisputable was that she was a very lucky woman. Had a young man nearby not chanced to say
         good night to his girlfriend at that moment and turned on his car lights, the man bending over the unconscious body of Olive Smelt would have finished what he
         had clearly set out to do. Yes, Olive was a very lucky woman – and Harry, a very lucky man.
      

      
      In the days that followed, Harry had grown used to hearing that he’d been arrested and charged. He grew used to silences descending
         like falls of snow whenever he entered a local shop. The children too had learned to cope with the jibes which implied that
         their father had attacked their mother. Later, they learned to cope with other rumours, too, when the word was out that Olive
         had been attacked because she was a prostitute.
      

      
      Young Stephen was sometimes found crying in the street. Julie grew accustomed to hearing her mother discussed in the same
         breath as the weather. Linda had a nervous breakdown. Olive and Harry themselves also made adjustments. Harry worked in a
         rehabilitation centre and found himself married to a woman who was a prime candidate for such a place. Harry adjusted to the
         fact that his wife had become withdrawn, morose, acutely depressed and very dangerous – on one occasion, he found himself
         half-conscious on the living-room floor after Olive had lunged at him.
      

      
      Olive adjusted, too, to the pains, to the confusions, to the fears and hatreds, to the uncertainties. The pains came in her
         head. Sometimes they were sharp, sometimes dull and constant. The uncertainties came when she considered why it should have
         happened to her. It was as if that moment in the alleyway had robbed her of far more than two minutes. Her very personality
         had gone. She simply did not feel like Olive any more. That feeling gave birth to fear and that to hatred, hatred for all
         men, and if Harry happened to be the nearest, so be it. Sometimes she felt like sticking a knife between his shoulder blades.
      

      
      Stephen might well have locked the door to protect his mother, but thoughts and images came straying in through the cracks. Some came unaided, like the doubts about each other and
         the doubts about friends. Over the years, other problems came through the letter box, with the daily newspapers. Other problems
         came on the telephone, in the form of the reporter who was interested in the fact that because of chronic headaches Olive
         sometimes got up at night. That fact, in turn, became an item to the effect that the attack on Olive had affected the couple’s
         sex life. Then another reporter asked Harry if he’d ever stopped to consider that his wife might be a prostitute. That delicate
         question and response achieved immortality under the headline ‘What The Ripper has Done to my Wife’.
      

      
      The mystique was growing about the man who had attacked Anna and Olive. It was said he came and went in the night like an
         invisible man, that he knew exactly where the police were and where they were not. He was credited with extraordinary powers,
         with astonishing gifts. The folklore about him began. If Olive had been attacked in the area where the stranger had passed
         a remark to her about the weather, then why was there not a trail of blood to the spot where she was found, two minutes’ walk
         away? Had she been carried? Had she been placed in a car and driven there to be dumped?
      

      
      It puzzled the police. Dog hairs on Olive’s clothes that remained unidentified puzzled them even more. Her tights had not
         even been laddered, and her white high-heeled shoes were unmarked. If he had dragged her all that distance, the shoes would
         have been badly scratched. If he had carried her, not only he but the walls of the ginnel would have been covered in blood.
      

      
      The answer had to be simple. It usually is. It was nothing to do with her attacker’s magical powers. She was attacked at the
         bottom of the alleyway, not at the top. She was attacked exactly where she was found.
      

      
      Olive’s mind has wiped the previous two minutes from her memory bank. The tragedy is that she cannot do the same with some of the succeeding years.
      

      
      ‘Darling?’

      
      ‘Yes love. In here.’

      
      His attractive wife put her head around the sitting room door.

      
      ‘Just going for a breath of fresh air with Mum and Dad. You want to come?’

      
      He rose from the armchair where he had been brooding and smiled as he approached her.

      
      ‘Bit tired darling. I’ll stay here and put my feet up.’

      
      He held her head in his hands and kissed her. The kiss grew longer. She pulled away with a giggle.

      
      ‘Thought you were tired. You get some rest and we’ll see what happens when I get back home.’

      
      ‘Promise?’

      
      ‘Promise.’

      
      A moment later, he heard his wife and her parents close the front door and walk down the path. He returned to the armchair.
         He’d hidden it well but inside he was boiling. Two attempts and they were both still alive. Next time he had to get it right.
         Next time he had to finish the job.
      

      
      Hands in pockets, he began to pace the small room cluttered with furniture. He stared unseeingly at a memento from his father-in-law’s
         native country. Clearly he had been choosing the wrong areas. What was needed was a big city, a place where he could fade
         in, then out. He needed somewhere with plenty of women. Then he could get his own back.
      

      
      All those bitches out there, any one of them could knock out a dozen children. Here it was, October 1975. Married fourteen months and still no child. Twice she’s become pregnant. Twice she’s lost the baby through a miscarriage. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.
      

      
      The anger in him began to well up. He was determined to get his own back, to kill a few of those cows who could pop out kids like peas from a pod. He switched off the anger and
         the images in his mind, as calmly as someone switching off a light.
      

      
      Where next? Somewhere where that bloody ‘Black Panther’ wasn’t likely to be. Almost drove into a police checkpoint after Halifax.
            The sooner they caught The Black Panther the better.
      

      
      Robbery, kidnapping and killing post-office officials were child’s play compared to what he was planning.

      
      He considered the places he had already tried. Keighley, a fair-sized town, over fifty thousand people. It had a lot of light
         engineering, plenty of money knocking about, but clearly a shortage of women walking alone. It seemed to be the same in Halifax
         – even bigger, with ninety thousand people, but short on unescorted women. He knew he’d been lucky to find that one on her
         way home. Then she’d bloody well survived. Suddenly it came to him. It was so obvious that he was puzzled why the solution
         had taken so long to work out.
      

      
      Whores. Prostitutes. No need to stalk them, waiting for the right moment. Why, just pay your money and they come willingly
            with you, into the dark, into fields, alleyways, deserted areas.
      

      
      He’d seen enough of them while driving the lorry, in Leeds, here in Bradford, all over the place. He’d used them. Now he would
         use them for a different purpose.
      

      
      He got out his motorway map of northern England. Staring at the map, he began to assess the various possibilities. He needed
         a city with a good inner road system that linked with the motorways, essential for getting out fast if he had to. His eye
         fell on Leeds, only ten miles from his doorstep. Again it seemed so obvious that he could not understand why he’d ever bothered
         with the other places. And he knew just the place in Leeds. Excited, he decided to check it out. His wife would think he’d
         just gone out for a drive – which is exactly what he intended to do. He carefully combed his hair and winked at his reflection.
      

      
      Minutes later, he was driving through Bradford. Anyone who had observed him would have seen a good-looking man of thirty years
         of age with a good head of dark hair, under six foot tall. If they had spoken to him, they would have discovered a quiet,
         pleasant, unassuming and gentle man. Absolutely ordinary in every way, except one: he was planning murder.
      

      
      As he walked quietly around Chapeltown, the excitement within him grew. He’d read somewhere that the government was anxious
         to create a mobile and flexible workforce with no real cultural or national roots. It had certainly succeeded here: Manchester,
         London, Birmingham, Nottingham, Glasgow, the West Indies. They were all represented among the prostitutes who enquired if
         he was ‘looking for business?’
      

      
      He strolled down Reginald Terrace flanked by fine Edwardian houses, built for the carriage trade. Earlier, men such as the
         Lords Allerton and Airedale and Sir John Barran had chosen to build their homes in this area. Earlier still, the gentlemen
         of Leeds had defeated the gentlemen of Wakefield at cricket. The Countess of Mexborough had presided over archery contests.
         Now a polyglot of women from fourteen to sixty sold their bodies for five pounds a time, while black pimps presided over them,
         checking the takings that were dutifully handed over twice nightly for fear of mugging, and doling out beatings if the girls
         were considered to be standing up on the job.
      

      
      He saw all of this as he walked the area. He listened while sipping a beer in the Hayfield. He brushed aside the propositions
         that he was offered in Spencer Place. He wasn’t ready, not yet.
      

      
      He stood quietly in the Gaiety watching a middle-aged stripper playing with her nipples and stroking the hair that rose between
         her legs. A topless waitress, swinging a tray and chewing gum, approached his table and mechanically replaced the half-full ash tray with a clean one.
      

      
      ‘This drink finished with love?’

      
      ‘No, but I’d like another. Pint of bitter.’

      
      ‘Right.’

      
      He watched as she bounced to the bar. He saw the men leer and nudge each other as she approached. Most were watching the stripper
         moving in jerks to the disco music, like a massive, overweight puppet being pulled from on high. Pull her and wipe that stupid, permanent grin from her face.
      

      
      He saw that most of the men, far from demonstrating any excitement or enjoyment, were watching the stripper with something
         akin to hatred. It was certainly contempt that showed clearly on so many faces.
      

      
      They must feel the same about this as me. It’s all bloody filthy. The whole lot of it. They use sex to sell cars, to sell
            vacuum cleaners, curtains, shampoo, everything, everything.
      

      
      And here in this pub in Leeds they were using sex to sell sex. He knew that all he had to do was walk a few yards out of the
         Gaiety and there would be a whore waiting. He wondered if the prostitutes gave the strippers a cut. He’d like to give that
         cow cavorting on stage a cut – like to give her quite a few to slow her down … He found that his grip on the glass was tightening,
         his teeth clenching tight. With an enormous effort, he made himself relax. Carefully, he looked around to check if he had
         been observed. They were all too busy looking at the show. The girl with the bouncing breasts walked to the table. Her breasts
         were virtually level with his mouth. For a moment, he had an over-riding desire to bite her above one of her breasts: not
         in love, in hatred.
      

      
      ‘That’ll be forty-seven pence.’

      
      He placed a fifty pence coin on the tray and indicated that he did not require change.

      
      ‘God, the last of the big spenders has hit town.’

      
      He stared at the retreating naked back and visualized two slash marks across it. Sipping his drink, he continued to watch the audience.
      

      
      Down Vicar Lane he walked, and smiled ironically at the incongruity of the name. No self-respecting vicar would be seen down
         here.
      

      
      In the Robin Hood, the Star and Garter, the Duncan, the Regent, the Scotsman, the White Swan. They were everywhere, simply
         everywhere. As the days and the weeks passed, he began to observe patterns of behaviour. Certain whores used certain pubs;
         most had favourite beats; and most had favourite places to take their kerb-crawling clients. By discreetly following in his
         car, he began to build up a detailed knowledge of the vice life in Leeds. He had always prided himself on being a planner.
         Reconnaissance – you couldn’t beat it. It had been the same at woodwork lessons when he was a boy. What was it his teacher
         had been so fond of saying?
      

      
      ‘Measure twice and cut once.’
      

      
      Good maxim for life that. Keep the risks at a minimum.

      
      He managed to get into a shebeen in Sheepscar, an illegal drinking club full of multi-coloured dregs. He watched the whores
         drunkenly leaning on men who were total strangers to them. The women were being groped and pawed. In one instance, a man,
         scarcely able to stand up, lifted a whore’s skirt and inserted his penis from behind. The whore just carried on talking, to
         the intense delight of her listeners.
      

      
      He got up and walked out.

      
      He walked again through Chapeltown and saw the once fine houses, now long decayed, multi-let. He walked past the Warsaw &
         Riga Stores, past a Polish social club, Zermansky’s the solicitor. He crossed the road by the Sikh temple that rose from the
         remnants of an English parish church. Two men passing a bottle of meths to each other sat on the corner of Reginald Terrace.
         He paused as a kerb-crawler, peering out into the dark, went by.
      

      
      The area lacked a health centre, a library, playing fields, a laundrette, even street litter bins. But it had whores, and their attendant essentials: pimps, ponces and punters.
      

      
      He walked down Reginald Terrace again. Once fine gardens were now overgrown and full of refuse. Yet another prostitute approached
         him. She was young and attractive. He stood very still as she walked towards him.
      

      
      ‘Are you looking for business love?’

      
      ‘How much would it cost me?’

      
      ‘Five pounds. Only five pounds. I can give you a good time for that. Would you like me to suck you off instead? Still only
         cost you a fiver.’
      

      
      He stood and considered the variety of propositions. After all that he had seen and heard, he was tempted, strongly tempted.
         Instinctively, he felt in his right-hand pocket for his hammer. It was empty.
      

      
      ‘ ’Fraid it will have to be another night. Haven’t brought the necessary with me tonight.’

      
      ‘Never mind love. Come back and see me when you’re fixed up.’

      
      He would get fixed up all right and he would come back, tomorrow.

      
      She wandered down the road, oblivious to the fact that death had just brushed by her. She wore a dated mini-skirt, just covering
         her backside, black leather boots, blonde hair piled high. Dressed to kill, and be killed.
      

      
      He began to walk slowly across Chapeltown Road. He had parked the car near Potternewton Park. He had recently read of protests
         by local inhabitants. They were angry at the rat-infested conditions that many of them lived in, angry at the damp, the bugs,
         the decay, the squalor. They were particularly angry about the prostitutes and their clients. In the late forties, there had
         been a campaign to rid the area of whores. The press had co-operated by giving those found guilty of ‘street walking’ prominent
         publicity. It had worked, or had seemed to.
      

      
      There was a campaign now in 1975 for similar action. He agreed that there certainly should be action. What he had in mind was very specific action. He paused and gazed across the
         park. He saw a queue of men, each a few yards apart from the next. His eye followed the line. Standing with her back to a
         large tree was a prostitute. Even from this distance, he could clearly make out the white thighs. Between her outstretched
         legs, the figure of a man was moving urgently. After a moment or two, he stopped, broke free from the woman and quickly moved
         away. The line shuffled forward.
      

      
      ‘Who’s next?’

      
      ‘I’d like the large cotton wool and this bottle of shampoo please.’

      
      Flossy wrapped the items as Lauris sidled up to her.

      
      ‘Tea-break after that one.’

      
      Flossy nodded.

      
      ‘One pound twenty-five madam. Thank you.’

      
      The two girls sat in the canteen thoughtfully provided by Boots.

      
      ‘I’m going to get that new Max Factor lipstick and two pairs of tights and, if there’s enough left over, David Essex singing
         “Hold Me Close”. Oooh, I wish he would.’
      

      
      ‘It isn’t number one any more you know. Art Garfunkel’s “I Only Have Eyes For You” has taken over.’

      
      ‘Well when I buy a copy that’ll put it back at the top, won’t it?’

      
      ‘Flossy, you’ve got all your wages spent before they are half-earned.’

      
      ‘Well, we get staff discount. Seems silly not to take advantage of it. I know the idea of taking these Saturday jobs was to
         save up, but we’ve plenty of time to do that. Just think, we’ll be able to buy all our Christmas presents in here. We’ll save
         a fortune. Rugby club tonight?’
      

      
      ‘We are supposed to be working towards our A Levels. I’ve got stacks of homework to catch up on.’

      
      ‘Lauris, I’m beginning to think you’ve been brainwashed. It’s Saturday. Look, we’re working, being good little girls, instead of being out horse riding …’
      

      
      ‘We’re buying up half of Boots,’ Lauris interrupted. ‘Do you think Ray and his friend will be there?’

      
      ‘At the Saturday night disco? Now where else would they be? Not doing homework, that’s for sure. Perhaps I can persuade Mum
         to drive us over to the stables tomorrow.’
      

      
      ‘That’ll be great.’

      
      Lauris checked her enthusiasm.

      
      Flossy noticed the change of expression, ‘What’s the matter?’

      
      ‘Well, if we skip homework tonight, we simply can’t do it again tomorrow. I’m having enough trouble with English Lit as it
         is.’
      

      
      Flossy uttered an exaggerated sigh.

      
      ‘All right Lauris. Tonight the disco, tomorrow the homework. Sounds like Adolf Hitler.’

      
      They exploded into fits of laughter.

      
      Lauris recalled a titbit of gossip, ‘Linda Stevens came into the shop just now. She’d just heard that we’ve been asked to
         design the poster for the grammar school boys.’
      

      
      Flossy beamed.

      
      ‘Was she just a tiny bit jealous?’

      
      ‘Oh, I would say just a tiny bit. Couldn’t talk of anything else, then walked out without her change. Wait until she hears
         that we’re going to be in their revue as well.’
      

      
      ‘I think that might well reduce her to total silence.’

      
      They giggled. It was Saturday afternoon, with the world stretching to infinity, or at least as far as the rugby club disco.

      
      ‘I only have eyes for you.’ Wilma McCann half-sang and half-spoke to her children who watched as she prepared to go out.

      
      Sonje, at seven years of age the eldest of the four, asked, ‘Will you be late, Mummy?’

      
      
      Wilma wriggled into the tight-fitting, white flared trousers as she joined in a litany that was familiar in the McCann household.

      
      ‘Not too late Sonje.’

      
      ‘How late’s that?’

      
      ‘Never you mind miss.’

      
      ‘Can we watch telly?’

      
      ‘For a bit. Be sure you get them all to bed.’

      
      ‘Yes Mum.’

      
      Wilma smiled as the children scurried into the living room. Separated from her husband for the past eighteen months, the twenty-eight-year-old
         woman relied heavily on Sonje to organize the home. The seven-year-old had responded well, freeing her petite, strawberry-blonde-haired
         mother for what she considered was ‘the good time’ – a multitude of boyfriends and a nightly tour of certain Leeds public
         houses. Someday she would get around to divorcing Gerry, not that the fact that they were still technically man and wife had
         inhibited either of them. He lived with his girlfriend Pauline in another part of Leeds and Wilma had her freedom and her
         children at Scott Hall Avenue.
      

      
      As she buttoned up her pink blouse and put on a short blue bolero jacket, her image of smartness contrasted markedly with
         the home she was leaving. Unwashed clothes, an unmade bed and dirty crockery were proof of an indifferent housewife. The thin
         Scots face stared back at her from the mirror as she carefully put on lipstick.
      

      
      ‘Royal Oak to start with,’ she announced to her reflection.

      
      In the living room, the children queued for a goodbye kiss.

      
      Three-year-old Angela, the youngest, asked, ‘Going to tuck me up and kiss me good night Mummy?’

      
      ‘Sonje will do that, won’t you?’

      
      ‘Yes Mum.’

      
      ‘Good night kids. Be good. I’m going to town.’

      
      A moment later she was gone, not out of the front door past curious interfering neighbours who might well report her again to the child care authorities. Better by the back exit,
         down by the side of the playing field. What they didn’t know couldn’t hurt them. How she looked after her kids was her affair.
      

      
      The following morning at about four o’clock, Sonje crept into her mother’s bedroom. The bed was empty. The young girl was
         puzzled. Her mother had come home late before, many times, but never as late as this. An hour later, Mum still had not come
         back. Sonje looked at the clock. She knew the buses would be running again soon. Waking the others, she helped them to dress.
         The four children walked down Scott Hall Road to the bus stop. It was bitterly cold and foggy but the first bus was bound
         to have Mum on it. They waited two hours but Mum never came. Unknown to them, the children had walked within one hundred yards
         of their mother. She was stretched out on the grass of a nearby playing field. She was dead.
      

      
      The police teleprinter stirred into life.

      
      

         FROM DET. CHIEF SUPT. HOBAN, C.I.D. NO 2 AREA LEEDS.

         TO ALL DIVISIONS, SURROUNDING FORCES AND POLICE REPORTS.

         REF PREVIOUS TELEPRINTER MESSAGE 79/30–10–75, RE MURDER OF WILMA MCCANN–26 YEARS, AT LEEDS.

         POST-MORTEM EXAMINATION REVEALS THAT THE DECEASED HAD MULTIPLE STAB WOUNDS TO THE ABDOMEN, CHEST AND THROAT, PROBABLY INFLICTED
            BY A KNIFE WITH A BLADE OF APPROXIMATELY 4” IN LENGTH 3/4” WIDE WITH ONE EDGE SHARPER THAN THE OTHER, POSSIBLY A SHEATH KNIFE.
            MCCANN ALSO SUFFERED SEVERE LACERATIONS TO THE SKULL AND FRACTURES IN THE REGION OF THE CROWN, THESE APPARENTLY HAVING BEEN
            INFLICTED BY A HEAVY INSTRUMENT SIMILAR TO AN AXE. IT IS KNOWN THAT THERE IS MISSING FROM THE DECEASED’S HANDBAG A WHITE PURSE WITH CLASP ON TOP
            WITH THE WORD ‘MUMMY’ ON THE FRONT. IT IS BELIEVED THE PURSE CONTAINED APPROXIMATELY £6 CASH.
         

         AT 1 A.M. ON 30–10–75 THE DECEASED WAS SEEN TO LEAVE A LOCAL CLUB (ROOM AT THE TOP, SHEEPSCAR, LEEDS).

         AT 1.10 A.M. IT IS KNOWN SHE WAS STOPPING MOTORISTS AT THE JUNCTION OF SHEEPSCAR STREET SOUTH AND ROUNDHAY ROAD, LEEDS, ATTEMPTING
            TO OBTAIN A LIFT AND IT IS KNOWN FROM AN EYE WITNESS THAT AN ARTICULATED LORRY WITH A DARK-COLOURED CAB AND POSSIBLY A TARPAULIN
            SHEETED LOAD STOPPED AT THE JUNCTION OF ROUNDHAY ROAD AND SHEEPSCAR STREET SOUTH ALONGSIDE WILMA MCCANN AND IT IS BELIEVED
            SHE HAD A CONVERSATION WITH THE DRIVER. THE LOCATION IN QUESTION IS THE MAIN ROUTE FROM THE A.1. (NORTH) WETHERBY ROUNDABOUT
            TO THE LEEDS INNER RING ROAD WHICH SERVICES HEAVY GOODS VEHICLES TRAVELLING TO THE M.62 (EAST) TO HULL AND THE M.62 (WEST)
            TO MANCHESTER AND LIVERPOOL. ALTHOUGH AN EXTENSIVE SEARCH HAS BEEN CARRIED OUT IN THE VICINITY OF THE CRIME THE MURDER WEAPONS
            HAVE NOT YET BEEN FOUND AND IT IS REQUESTED THAT ANY BLOODSTAINED INSTRUMENTS WHICH COULD POSSIBLY HAVE BEEN USED TO COMMIT
            THIS CRIME AND SHOULD BE FOUND SHOULD BE RETAINED FOR FORENSIC EXAMINATION.
         

         NO MENTION OF THE HEAD INJURIES OR OF THE WEAPON BELIEVED TO HAVE BEEN USED TO INFLICT THEM SHOULD BE DISCLOSED TO THE PRESS.
            ANY INFORMATION CONCERNING THIS MURDER SHOULD BE PASSED TO THE WEST YORKSHIRE METROPOLITAN POLICE MURDER ROOM, TEL 35353,
            EXT 2034, 2025, 2031.
         

         MESSAGE ENDS.

      



      
      
      Wilma’s mutilated and partially-clad body had been seen by a milkman at seven forty-one on Thursday, 30 October. Within minutes,
         the Prince Philip Playing Fields were alive with men and the machinery of a murder investigation. Before the Leeds town hall
         clock had struck eight, the Head of Leeds CID, Dennis Hoban, was gazing down at Wilma McCann.
      

      
      The Chief Superintendent was no stranger to violent death. He had met murder on the way more than fifty times, and more than
         fifty times had found the answer to the puzzle. He had scores of commendations to his credit, and an ability to use the news
         media to advantage that was second to none. Every reporter in the north of England had Hoban’s home phone number. Brave only
         months before, he had defused a time bomb in a Leeds store rather than risk the delay before the army could get there. Hoban
         was indeed a man of many talents. He rapidly began to bring some of them to bear.
      

      
      The first press conference on the murder took place less than three hours after the milkman’s discovery. Hoban wanted publicity
         on a number of fronts and for a number of reasons. He was acutely aware that many of the reporters would consider this just
         a ‘fish and chips murder’: today’s news, tomorrow’s dinner wrappings. He was also aware that with ‘The Black Panther’ still
         at large, any crime stories that did not feature that particular individual would get low priority with editors. But Hoban
         had a few aces, four to be precise. Sonje, aged seven, Richard, aged five, Donna, aged four, and three-year-old Angela.
      

      
      Within two hours of the discovery of their mother’s body, the four children had been placed in temporary care. They had also
         been photographed for the press. Subsequently, ‘Uncle’ Dennis called on the children with bags of sweets. He told them what
         had happened to their mother and questioned them closely about the many other ‘uncles’ they had acquired over the years. The
         fact that Wilma had over thirty boyfriends would undoubtedly sell newspapers. The fact that four young children had been orphaned might help Hoban
         catch the man who murdered her.
      

      
      The Chief Superintendent declined to give the press precise details but instead referred to ‘multiple stab wounds’ and stated,
         ‘We are looking for a vicious and sadistic killer.’
      

      
      He told reporters that he was anxious to trace her movements of the previous day and evening, that reports were coming in
         of sightings in various pubs, that anyone who had seen her in the previous twenty-four hours should contact the police as,
         of course, should boyfriends, ‘for elimination purposes’.
      

      
      By early afternoon, the story and the children’s photograph had been given prominent coverage in the Leeds and Bradford evening
         newspapers.
      

      
      Slowly, the one hundred and fifty police officers working on the investigation began to put some of the bits of the puzzle
         together. It was established that Wilma had left home at half-past seven that evening. She was seen in a variety of pubs.
         At twenty to ten, she was in the Royal Oak. At ten o’clock, she was drinking in the Regent. At ten-thirty, she was in the
         Scotsman. During the course of the evening she consumed at least fourteen whiskies. At one o’clock in the morning, after spending
         the previous two hours in the Room At The Top Club, she emerged and began to weave her way roughly in the direction of home.
         She decided to hitch a lift and, while walking past the Pointers Arms in Sheepscar, jumped out into the path of an oncoming
         car. This eccentric and highly dangerous technique was apparently a favourite device with Wilma. The startled motorist, having
         managed to avoid hitting her, wound down his window to find himself confronted with a swaying Scot who, clutching a carton
         of curry and chips, demanded a lift to the Scott Hall Road. The motorist declined the offer of her company and pointed out
         he was going in the opposite direction.
      

      
      Undaunted, Wilma flagged down a lorry and clambered into the cabin. Four hundred yards further on, she clambered out again. The lorry driver was bound for Lancashire and did
         not feel like making a detour.
      

      
      Doggedly, Wilma set out once again towards her home. Having stopped another motorist who was also travelling in the opposite
         direction, Wilma offered her services as a prostitute. The driver declined the offer.
      

      
      On the corner of Meanwood Road and Barrack Street, she was picked up by a ‘West Indian’, about thirty-five years of age, wearing
         a dark donkey jacket and a grey trilby hat. He was driving a ‘K’ registered red Avenger. He had a full face, a thin black
         moustache, rounded to the corners of his mouth. The time of this pick-up was twenty past one in the morning. Wilma climbed
         into the passenger seat and the car moved down Barrack Street in the direction of Chapeltown. This man, the last person but
         one to see Wilma McCann alive on this earth, has never come forward, never been eliminated from the police enquiries. That
         fact nagged at Hoban, as did Tommy.
      

      
      Tommy was one of the many men in Wilma’s life. About thirty years of age, five feet eleven inches tall, slim-built with black
         hair worn to the collar with an exaggerated wave at the front, he was a Scotsman with an accent as broad as Wilma’s. On 12
         October, eighteen days before her death, Tommy was known to have had a furious argument with Wilma in her home. He threatened
         to knife her, a threat he had made more than once during previous arguments. There was evidence that indicated Tommy was a
         long-distance lorry driver. Whatever his profession, like the black man in the red Avenger, Tommy took to the hills and stayed
         there.
      

      
      Hoban eliminated twenty-nine men friends of Wilma’s during his enquiries. Initially, he thought that jealousy or revenge might
         have been the motive, but the condition that Wilma McCann had been found in went against that theory. Lovers often kill, but
         the sheer savagery of the attack on Wilma brought to mind something far more unusual: the random homicidal killer.
      

      
      Yet for all that violence, not a sound had been heard by the caretaker or his wife who lived in a bungalow on the edge of
         the playing fields. True their dog, a South African Ridgeback, had barked at about ten-thirty that evening, but when Margaret
         Bould peered out into the mists there was no sign of anyone. The following morning, when her husband pulled back the bedroom
         curtains, he was confronted by a uniformed policeman with the body of Wilma. How on earth had she been murdered without the
         Boulds hearing a sound? Perhaps the body had been dumped there?
      

      
      Wilma’s handbag strap was looped around her left wrist as if one of her last thoughts had been to hang on to her meagre possessions.
         Six buttons lay on the grass near her body: five were from her blouse, one from her blue bolero jacket. Her brassiere was
         pushed up, exposing her breasts. Her trousers were pulled down about her knees, her panties were in their normal position.
         There was a positive semen reaction on the back of her trousers and her panties.
      

      
      Her head had suffered two lacerations, one of which had penetrated the full thickness of the skull. There was a stab wound
         in her neck, and there were a further fourteen stab wounds in her chest and abdomen. Death had been caused by a combination
         of the injuries: none of the wounds alone would have proved fatal. They were caused by a blade that was not less than three
         inches long and three-quarters of an inch broad. One edge of the instrument appeared to be sharp and the other rounded. None
         of the stab wounds had penetrated Wilma’s clothing. As with the earlier attacks, he had lifted the clothes to stab and mutilate.
      

      
      The end, when it came for Wilma, had been mercifully fast. She had been standing on the bank. Slipping not an axe, as the
         police incorrectly stated, but his ball-pein hammer from his pocket, the murderer struck her rapidly twice on the head. As
         she lay on the grass, unconscious, he plunged the knife into her, again and again. He concentrated particularly on the area where women carry the internal growing
         child: the life force area.
      

      
      In such a manner died a mother of four young children. The man who took her life took a memento of the occasion: the small
         white plastic purse that Sonje had given her mother. On it, the little girl had written carefully in biro ‘Mummy’. Inside
         was a photograph of Tommy. The purse remains missing.
      

      
      This time, the ‘chopper man’, Professor Gee, had only a corpse from which to elicit information that would subsequently contribute
         to an inquest jury’s verdict of ‘Murder by person or persons unknown.’
      

      
      By the time that verdict had been reached, detectives had interviewed seven thousand householders and six thousand lorry drivers.
         Statements by the hundred had been taken, friends, boyfriends, clients and acquaintances had been traced, sometimes after
         many painstaking hours and days of investigation. All had been questioned.
      

      
      Wilma’s four previous convictions for drunkenness, theft and disorderly conduct were considered to see if they could yield
         a clue. Other good time girls, known to be friends of hers, were pulled into Millgarth police station, Leeds, and asked to
         give the story of their lives. The term ‘good time girl’ is not a polite euphemism for whore or prostitute, it is one of the
         many grades used by the vice squads. Sometimes a good time girl will ask for money, other times she will not. The name of
         her particular game is a ‘good time’.
      

      
      From Wilma’s friends who fell into this category, the police obtained precisely the amount of help that they had anticipated:
         none at all. Rule one on the street is never help the enemy.
      

      
      Slowly a picture, not merely of the last hours but of most of Wilma’s life, was built up, but her murderer remained a figure
         in the October mists.
      

      
      Detective Chief Superintendent Dennis Hoban did not like it, he did not like it at all. He liked to get his man and this bugger had got away. The same hour that Wilma had been
         found on the grass, a man also had been found, less than a mile away, in a telephone box. He too was dead. He had been strangled.
         A woman was arrested within hours. That was the kind of conclusion to a murder enquiry that Hoban preferred. As the weeks
         went by and the McCann enquiry was inevitably wound down, Hoban worried from time to time. That inexplicable something in
         him which made him a good detective also told him that whoever had killed Wilma McCann would not stop there. He felt sure
         he would strike again. He was right.
      

      
      He could feel that inner coil beginning to tighten again. The compulsion was returning. He wondered if it was safe so soon.
         It was less than a week since that night when he’d picked her up in Leeds.
      

      
      It had been so easy. God, so easy. It had helped, of course, that she was well under the influence. Good point to remember. Try to pick ones who’ve been drinking. It slowed their reactions, made them far more vulnerable.
      

      
      There was no guilt within him, not a shred. If there had been, he would have given himself away when the police stopped him.
         It turned out to be a routine check for ‘The Black Panther’. He had nothing in the car that would arouse suspicion. It was
         licensed, and he had a driving licence and other papers to show the police officer. This wasn’t so much luck as good planning.
      

      
      His greatest piece of luck so far was unknown to him. For a long time, he assumed that the police realized that the attacks
         at Keighley and Halifax had been committed by the same man who had murdered Wilma McCann. In fact it was years before the
         police worked that one out, or admitted the connection.
      

      
      He laughed as he walked down Leopold Street, Chapeltown. Virtually outside the Synagogue, a young girl was soliciting. Around the corner by the church, there were two more, and he had just walked past a couple of whores looking for
         business outside the Sikh temple.
      

      
      In the fifties, J. B. Priestley had observed that Chapeltown ‘still retained traces of that restless glitter which is the
         gift of the Jew’. If he had taken a look around now, he would note that the only glitter was on the diamond rings worn by
         the pimps and the ponces.
      

      
      The wealthy Jews had moved out of Chapeltown years ago. Now they were in Moortoom and Alwoodley or ‘Alyidley’ as it was locally
         known.
      

      
      The Synagogue was a nightclub but he saw that the Star of David hung on the wall. Rod Stewart’s record of ‘Sailing’ came blasting
         out of the club into the street. Nobody cared.
      

      
      There might well be over twenty nationalities still living in Chapeltown but the over-riding impression he gained as he walked
         the streets on 5 November 1975, was that he was in Yorkshire’s Harlem. Those fascinating Poles, Punjabis, Latvians, Russians,
         and Puerto Ricans clearly did not consider Guy Fawkes Night a cause for celebration. Perhaps they were all Catholics. A grey
         Rolls Royce went slowly past him, he did not get the impression that the driver was looking for a guy.
      

      
      There was a lot of activity in the area that evening. The ruined derelict buildings had proved irresistible hunting grounds
         for young gangs seeking bonfire material. The whole of Chapeltown was dotted with fires. He would have to wait for a while,
         wait until there was less activity on the streets. It wouldn’t do to be seen by too many people who might remember him.
      

      
      He smiled to himself. The excitement within him was growing by the minute but it was an excitement that was under very exact,
         very precise control. He was totally in command. He knew that a few streets away his Ford Capri was parked. He knew that in
         the car were his hammer, his knives, his screwdrivers, all that he needed. In a couple of hours he’d pick up one of these whores, take her to a real quiet
         spot and murder her. Now, to kill time – he smiled as the phrase came to his mind – to kill time he would stroll around and
         choose the lucky girl.
      

      
      He walked up Spencer Place. There were more out tonight than he’d ever seen. He’d wondered if murdering Wilma McCann might
         have frightened some of them away. But here they were, lit by the flickering bonfires, mini-skirted, high-heeled and every
         colour of the rainbow – blondes, brunettes, afros, redheads.
      

      
      A red car drove past him quickly. He recognized the number. It was a vice squad car. They were as well known in the area as
         the ice-cream vans. A moment later, there was a tremendous noise of smashing glass. He stood rooted to the spot. A gang of
         youths, virtually all black, had turned and stoned the car. A large brick had hurtled through the windscreen and the car had
         crashed into a tree. Instinctively, he moved towards the scene of the crash, then his control factor took over. He couldn’t
         go to help. Silly to think he could.
      

      
      Suddenly the area was alive with police cars. Sirens were wailing from every direction, all converging on Rossington Grove.
         A large bonfire served to illuminate the scene. The red vice car had been turned upside down. A helmetless uniformed policeman
         hurtled past him in pursuit of a young West Indian. Alsatian dogs had been let loose. There was violence all around him. It
         was time for him to leave, to creep quietly away unnoticed. This was no place for him. He would have to come back another
         night.
      

      
      The two plain clothes police officers had not, as the black youths believed, been about to put their bonfire out, neither
         had they been about to arrest any of the youths who were throwing fireworks about. As members of the vice squad, it had been
         vice that they were pursuing when their car was wrecked. Constable Alan Mann and Sergeant James Carter both suffered fractured jaws, facial cuts and bodily injuries. A year later, when the bonfires were again lit in Chapeltown,
         neither man had been able to return to duty.
      

      
      The seeds of that violence had been planted long before by many people. The flowering was yet to come. The 5 November 1975
         incident was merely the first blossom.
      

      
      He shook his head as he read the accounts of the bonfire night violence. If the youth of today had no respect for law and
         order, what was the future going to be like? Tossing the paper to one side, he turned back to his map of the north of England.
         His finger traced over the motorway links between the cities for the hundredth time.
      

      
      She tilted the bottle of cider to her mouth and felt the sweetness of its contents gurgle down her throat.

      
      ‘Come on Joan, save some for me.’

      
      Laughing, she passed the empty bottle very carefully to the man at the next sink.

      
      ‘Thanks.’

      
      He tipped the bottle to his mouth.

      
      ‘Yer bitch. It’s empty.’

      
      Joan roared with laughter and raised a suds-covered hand to her forehead and rubbed an itch with her arm.

      
      ‘Don’t worry luv. I’ll buy you a pint at lunchtime.’

      
      ‘Well, all right then. But remember the first round’s on you.’

      
      Joan Harrison smiled, the slow, fixed smile of the alcoholic. It was not yet noon but already her mind was softened with drink,
         already she was under a gentle haze. It might slow the brain but it deadened the pain. It blurred the memory. Some would find
         that a disadvantage. Joan Harrison considered it a definite bonus.
      

      
      Twenty-six years of age. Married twice. Separated for two years from her second husband, Paul. She did not mourn the dead
         marriages, either of them. What she yearned for were the two children, her daughters. One now lived with her mother in Chorley, the other had been taken into care in Preston.
      

      
      In court they’d said she was ‘a complete wreck of a human being.’ What did they know about bringing up a young lass? It was
         her lass. Tears began to well in her eyes. A combination of the cider and the memories.
      

      
      She had wandered from man to man, from situation to situation, both work and personal. Now, in November 1975, her friends
         were mainly prostitutes, drug addicts and alcoholics. She shared a common interest with each element.
      

      
      ‘Proud Preston’, that was what they used to call this place. There was not much to be proud of now, not from Joan Harrison’s
         point of view. What was she doing washing bloody plates in a hostel for the homeless? Must be something to do with that saying
         about give me a child for seven years and I’ll give you a Catholic for life. After all, this hostel was called St Mary’s.
         Old habits do indeed die hard. The man at the next sink grinned with what was left of his teeth.
      

      
      ‘It’s lunchtime.’

      
      She smiled back at him and said, ‘That’s very good. You win the star prize.’

      
      ‘And what’s that?’

      
      ‘Any drink of your choice, as long as it’s cider.’

      
      The interchange was greeted with roars of laughter from various parts of the kitchen. They loved ritual, and they were all
         in the shit together.
      

      
      Joan dried her hands and turned to the others who were busily engaged divesting themselves of aprons, boiler suits and other
         chains of office.
      

      
      ‘Where shall we go then?’

      
      ‘Where do we always go for lunch?’

      
      Joan smiled. She enjoyed their community jokes.

      
      ‘We go to the nearest church, the one with a public bar and a saloon. And what’s the boozer called?’

      
      The answer came roaring across the kitchen.

      
      ‘St Mary’s.’

      
      
      Curious name for a pub. Still the cider tasted good.

      
      At half-past three that afternoon, Joan, her young face bloated even more than usual, staggered back into St Mary’s Hostel
         for the Homeless. The fragments of her awareness told her that she had beds to make. She fell on the floor, giggling. One
         of the men attempted the impossible.
      

      
      ‘Now come along Joan. This will never do.’

      
      ‘Want to go to bed.’

      
      The man battled on, ‘Joan, I think you ought to go home.’

      
      ‘Want to go to bed. I want to go to bed.’

      
      There had not been many times in her life when Joan Harrison had been granted her wish without argument, cajoling or the playing
         of one of the many other emotional cards of life. On this occasion she did not have to even reach for the pack.
      

      
      ‘All right Joan. I’ll find you a bed.’

      
      Joan beamed. At last a little bit of justice. A short while later she was still smiling as she snuggled into the clean sheets.
         She continued to smile in a drunken haze as she heard the door open then close. She knew exactly who had come into the small
         cubicle. Always, always in life, there is a price to pay. At least, that had been her experience. Nothing is for nothing.
         She turned and gave her best come-on smile – at least, she considered it was her best come-on smile. In reality, it was a
         glazed, stupid, vacuous, drunken grin. The helpful man, with his trousers rapidly falling, was too preoccupied to consider
         the smiles. Stripping, he climbed into bed. As if in reflex, Joan turned on to her back and, opening her legs, guided his
         penis into her …
      

      
      He briefly forgot that he lived and worked in a sordid dying northern city of England. Soon, all too soon he had an orgasm.
         God damn it, why was it always so fast? So soon? Why did Preston always come roaring back into the thinking mind so quickly?
      

      
      He didn’t know it then but the fact that he had taken and used the living body of Joan Harrison was going to cause him an enormous amount of aggravation and trouble with the police.
      

      
      Joan slept on after the man had returned to his official duties. The drink induced an unfitful sleep, but at nine o’clock
         that evening she awoke. Licking her lips, dehydrated, her first thought was the same as every alcoholic’s: she needed a drink
         – beer, cider, that medicine with the morphine in it, anything.
      

      
      Staggering out of bed, she threw water on her face. It was a pointless exercise. She shook her head again and again in an
         attempt to clear it. It was useless. There was only one cure and that was a drink. She stared long and hard at her wristwatch.
         Concentrating on the dial was difficult, very confusing. Finally she arrived at the conclusion that the combination of the
         hands on the watch and the darkness outside indicated that although it was night, the pubs were still open.
      

      
      She opened her black, shiny handbag and took out her purse. It was empty. She’d been too bloody generous at lunchtime. She
         considered the possibilities. She could go to Blackburn, see her friend Pauline and borrow some money from her. No, that was
         too far. She could try and get a sub from next week’s wages from St Mary’s. No, the assistant warden would be off duty by
         now. Or she could go and see David. Yes, that was the one. David Keighley would give her a bob or two. He didn’t approve of
         her drinking but still, he did want to marry her. She’d rented a room from him in June of that year. Three weeks later, she
         was living with him. He’d even bought her a ring. She smiled as she looked at it. He was nice was David.
      

      
      By quarter to ten, she was home at David’s. By twenty past ten, she was out again, without a loan. He’d refused to give her
         money for drink, pleaded with her to stay at home, have some food. Well, stuff that. She didn’t need something to eat, just
         something to drink.
      

      
      
      She wandered out of David’s home in East View. At the bottom of the road, she paused for a moment. Directly opposite was Preston
         Prison. No bloody good going there for a drink or to tap somebody. She turned and walked down Church Street. There were plenty
         of pubs down here, plenty of discos too. If there was nobody she knew in the pubs she could always try somewhere like Scamps.
         If the discos proved useless, she still knew one or two places in Church Street – not exactly pubs or discos, more derelict
         buildings or open spaces where the winos gathered. She liked being with them. No crap about them, you just screwed and got
         pissed. No bollocks about this or that. Just got on with what it was about, really about.
      

      
      A car stopped beside Joan. She gazed at the man behind the wheel. He looked all right. Well, perhaps she could do a bit of
         business first then have a drink afterwards. Always somewhere to get a drink in Preston, if you had the money. She moved over
         towards the car.
      

      
      ‘Are you looking for business?’

      
      ‘Yes. How much?’

      
      Normally, like any northern prostitute, she would pitch the price according to the appearance of the punter. Get a guy talking
         in a handmade suit and it’s going to cost him thirty. Rough-looking clothing reduced the price to what the handmade suit could
         have had it for, five pounds.
      

      
      Joan was too anxious for a drink to auction her body tonight.

      
      ‘Five pounds.’

      
      ‘OK. Get in.’

      
      She walked around to the passenger seat and he unlocked the door from the inside. As she entered the car, he was surprised
         to see that in fact, she was not as old as the street lighting had indicated. He leaned past her and locked the passenger
         door.
      

      
      He put the car into gear and moved away.

      
      
      ‘Do you know a place?’ he asked, with an unmistakable Geordie accent.

      
      Oh yes, she knew every place in Preston that it was safe to use for business.

      
      ‘Yes, you’ll come up to a church in a moment. Take the second on the left past that. You don’t sound like a Preston man.’

      
      ‘I’m not. Just passing through town.’

      
      ‘Well, we’ll have to see if we can’t show you a good time before you pass through.’

      
      ‘This one here?’

      
      ‘That’s it. Now turn right at the bottom then take the first left. We can either use your car or there’s some lock-up garages
         I know. They’re not in use.’
      

      
      ‘The garages sound fine. How far are we from them now?’

      
      ‘Oh, not far.’

      
      ‘Right. I’ll stop here then and we’ll walk the rest of the way. Don’t want to disturb the neighbours do we?’

      
      ‘What a thoughtful man.’

      
      ‘Oh, I try to think of others you know.’

      
      He stopped the car and they got out. As he did, he slipped the lock on the passenger door from the inside. Locking his own
         door, he walked to her. She tucked her arm inside his as they strolled along Frenchwood Street. On the other side of the road,
         three men were giving every impression of having just survived an earthquake. He frowned as Joan giggled at them.
      

      
      ‘Friends of yours?’

      
      There was an edge to his voice that she did not notice.

      
      ‘Yes. Happen they are. Grand lads.’

      
      ‘Look like winos or tramps.’

      
      ‘Yes, they are.’ She laughed. ‘That’s why they’re trying to hold the pavement still by laying on it. They’re all right.’

      
      He looked at the figures in disgust. Filth, absolute filth. They had stopped by a small building.

      
      ‘Here we are love.’

      
      
      He glanced around. The three winos had clambered to their feet and had staggered off in the direction of Church Street. Slowly
         his head turned nearly full circle. Multistorey car park in darkness, convent, mosque, bus depot, all in darkness. A train
         pulling out of nearby Preston Station was the only sound.
      

      
      Joan misunderstood his precautions. ‘Come on luv, no need to be nervous. I’ll give you a really good time.’

      
      If she could have seen the expression on his face some warning would have sounded, but the darkness masked the malevolence.
         They stepped inside.
      

      
      ‘Now my motto is business before pleasure.’

      
      Without a word, he handed her a five pound note.

      
      ‘Thank you luv.’

      
      She unclipped her shiny black plastic handbag. Taking out her purse, she folded the five pound note inside it. She placed
         her handbag on the floor of the garage. Bending down, she removed one of her boots, then, lowering her trousers, she stepped
         out of the legs. She repeated the process with her panties. She braced her back against the garage wall. She was ready.
      

      
      A moment later he had entered her. Lifting her brassiere to play with her breasts, he discovered to his surprise a second
         brassiere. She offered no explanation. For some irrational reason the second brassiere irritated him, vexed him. Quickly,
         he lifted it up. He admired the well-formed breasts, fondled them and then suddenly began to kiss and suck the left breast.
         The comfort and satisfaction he sought eluded him. The anger in him began to rise. Moving his mouth a few inches above the
         breast, he bit, bit deeply. He heard her gasp with pain. The gasp aroused him to the point of orgasm.
      

      
      By now, the sexual activity was having an effect on Joan and she, too, was aroused. The pain, the noises, grunts from his
         exertions, the realization that he had climaxed, all served to arouse her. She uttered a small groan of disappointment as he pulled away from her. He was still hard. The idea that had been dancing just short of his consciousness from the moment
         they had entered this garage now came to the fore. He smiled with excitement at the possibility.
      

      
      Quickly turning her around, he attempted to bugger her. His actions were those of a boy who expected at any moment to have
         his name called by the form teacher for misbehaving. To his surprise, she reacted with a laugh and, pushing her rump towards
         him, quickly guided his penis inside.
      

      
      He shook with excitement, the realization of the act causing him to tremble. We all have dark little secrets. Many of us take
         our secrets to the grave, untold. Here in a grubby little deserted garage in Preston, this man had chosen to share one of
         his dark secrets with this woman, a total stranger. He didn’t even know her name. Clearly Joan was enjoying the act. This
         drove him to even greater heights. Yet again he had an orgasm and, within moments, just like the naughty schoolboy, his delirium
         turned to disgust. For a moment he felt self-disgust but rapidly he corrected this error. He was still inside her, her body
         half-leaning away from him. He smashed her on the back of her head. She groaned as she fell to the floor.
      

      
      He stood over her, gasping, not with the effort of the blow but with the recently finished sexual act. As he zipped up his
         trousers, his disgust welled up within him, shame and hatred intermingled. He began to kick her. He kicked her on the face,
         on the head, on the breasts, on the body, on the legs. He kicked her and went on kicking her long after he had kicked the
         last spark of life from her body.
      

      
      Eventually, he felt cleansed. He stood over her breathing deeply.

      
      He dragged her body a few yards further away from the door, just in case the garage should have any other visitors that night.
         His sense of neatness was offended at the sight. He had too much self-respect to leave her like that. Putting the panties
         and tights back on the bare leg might prove difficult, so, leaving them lying free, he worked her legs back into the trousers and pulled them up. Leaving the inner brassiere
         above the breasts, he pulled down the outer one to mask the breasts. The boot that Joan had removed, he stuffed tightly between
         her thighs. Eventually, after a struggle, he managed to remove her overcoat. This he placed over her body, taking particular
         care to mask the face.
      

      
      He began to move out of the garage but saw the black handbag still standing neatly on the floor where Joan had placed it.
         He picked it up and, opening it, rummaged through the contents. Eventually, he took them all out and pocketed them. He left
         the garage.
      

      
      He began to retrace his steps towards his car. As he walked, he checked and re-checked, testing for error, ensuring that all
         aspects had been considered. He stopped. Here he was, walking through Preston in the small hours of the morning, clutching
         Joan Harrison’s handbag.
      

      
      He hid the handbag in a refuse tip some four hundred yards from the garage. The purse he tucked under a bush in Avenham Park
         a little further away. There was no point in making it easy for the police by leaving the purse in the bag. He smiled as he
         looked at the rings and lighters and the odds and sods that, until a few moments ago, had been just about the only possessions
         of Joan Harrison. The three rings looked good. He yawned. It had been a long night. Slowly the car turned back into Church
         Street.
      

      
      Joan Harrison may have counted the regulars of Skid Row as friends but she clearly lacked the kind of friend who would come
         looking for her. It had been on a Thursday evening, 20 November 1975, when she had popped out for a quick drink from her ‘home’
         with David Keighley. On Sunday, the police called to tell him she had just been discovered in the garage.
      

      
      Distressed, David Keighley first told Wilf Brooks of the Lancashire CID, then the press, of his love for the murdered woman, of their plans to marry the following year and of how he had given her a ring.
      

      
      Another friend who received the news with shock and disbelief was Pauline Storey, the friend whom Joan had considered travelling
         to Blackburn to see on the night of her death. When Pauline learned of her friend’s murder, she promptly offered to help the
         police. This annoyed the man she was living with. James Plunkett was no lover of policemen. When Pauline, who was eight months
         pregnant with his child, told him of her plans to place an ‘in memoriam’ in the local newspaper for Joan Harrison, his annoyance
         turned to rage. It added insult to injury to waste money on a drunken whore. He and Pauline began to fight. The fight ended
         with his death, knifed by Pauline.
      

      
      In February 1976, Pauline was acquitted by a jury of the murder of James Plunkett but the damage had been done. The ripples
         of evil had spread far and touched many.
      

      
      The bite mark above Joan’s left breast was considered by a variety of forensic experts, among them a Liverpool dentist, the
         late James Furness. He was a specialist in forensic odontology, a science that had recently been used by the CID in London
         in the case of a deliberately created nightclub fire, in which thirty-two people had perished. In some cases, all that remained
         to assist identification was the teeth.
      

      
      James Furness was fond of observing, ‘People can lie through their teeth, but their teeth cannot lie.’

      
      The odds against two people with a complete set of thirty-two teeth producing identical bite marks are the same as the odds
         against identical fingerprints: two point five billion to one.
      

      
      It was clear to Furness that the marks on the breast of Joan Harrison had been put there very shortly before death. What intrigued
         him was the clear gap in the front upper teeth that the marks indicated. It was a definite clue. Another clue was established
         from the foolish decision of the murderer to have sex with Joan before murdering her. Surely her killer knew that his blood group was rare?
      

      
      The Lancashire police began to organize saliva tests. Anyone who secretes in semen will also secrete in saliva. They tested
         over six thousand men. These included not just friends and acquaintances, not just the bemused inhabitants of Church Street
         and its environs, but the crews of twelve ships that chanced to be in the port of Preston at the time. All these men found
         themselves spitting into small glass jars.
      

      
      If any thought was given by the Lancashire CID to linking this murder with that of Wilma McCann’s, it was quickly forgotten.
         The police in Preston were sure that their fugitive was a local man. When the purse was found two months later and then the
         handbag in June 1976, they regarded this as confirmation that the murderer was a local, familiar with the area. The contents
         of the purse and handbag, like the man who took them, remain undiscovered. The drunks still stagger through Church Street.
         If they lived in Baton Rouge they might well have become immortalized by now in a song. But who cares a damn if you’re busted
         flat in Preston?
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