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            This book is dedicated to the victims of the crimes attributed to the Yorkshire Ripper, and their families.

            
            

            
            This book is also dedicated to the men and women who tried to stop those crimes.

            
            

            
            However, this book remains a work of fiction.

            
            
         

         
      

   
      
         
         
         
            
            When a righteous man

                  turneth away from his righteousness,

                  and committeth iniquity, and dieth in them;

                  for his iniquity that he hath done

                  shall he die.
Again, when the wicked man

                  turneth away from his wickedness

                  that he hath committed, and doeth that

                  which is lawful and right,

                  he shall save his soul alive.

            
            
         

         
         
         
            
            Ezekiel 18, 26–27
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            Tuesday 24 December 1974:

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Down the Strafford stairs and out the door, blue lights on the black sky, sirens on the wind.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Running, fucked forever – the takings of the till, the pickings of their bloody pockets.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Fuck, fuck, fuck.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Should have finished what he started; the coppers still breathing, the barmaid and the old cunt. Should have done it right,
                  should have done the bloody lot.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Fuck, fuck.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            The last coach west to Manchester and Preston, last exit, last chance to dance.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            Fucked.
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            Caller: So we pull up outside her house and then she says she’s got no brass. She’s skint like. So I says, what the fuck you
                  gonna do about fare? I’m last white taxi driver as it is; I’m not a bleeding charity, am I?

            
            
            John Shark: You’re a dying breed.

            
            
            Caller: Aye. So what does she do? She spreads ’em right wide, one on each of seats, and gives me a right eyeful of meat pie.
                  Then she says, take it out of here. Couldn’t fucking believe it.

            
            
            John Shark: Steady on, Don. So what did you do?

            
            
            Caller: What you think I bloody did? I whipped it out and give her one, didn’t I? Right there in back of cab. Good one and all. Best she’d had in a while, she reckoned.

            
            
            John Shark: Women, eh? Can’t live with them, can’t kill ’em. ’Cept round Chapeltown.

            
            
         

         
         
            
            The John Shark Show
Radio Leeds
Sunday 29th May 1977

            
            
         

         
      

   
    
      
        Chapter 1
      

      Leeds.

      Sunday 29 May 1977.

      It’s happening again:

      
        
          When the two sevens clash . . .
        

      

      Burning unmarked rubber through another hot dawn to another ancient park with her secret dead, from Potter’s Field to Soldier’s
            Field, parks giving up their ghosts, it’s happening all over again.
         

      
        Sunday morning, windows open, and it’s going to be another scorcher, red postbox sweating, dogs barking at a rising sun.
            

      

      Radio on: alive with death.

      Stereo: car and walkie-talkie both:

      
        
          Proceeding to Soldier’s Field.
            

      

      Noble’s voice from another car.

      Ellis turns to me, a look like we should be going faster.

      ‘She’s dead,’ I say, but knowing what he should be thinking:

      
        
          Sunday morning – giving HIM a day’s start, a day on us, another life on us. Nothing but the bloody Jubilee in every paper till tomorrow morning, no-one
                  remembering another Saturday night in Chapeltown.
            

      

      Chapeltown – my town for two years; leafy streets filled with grand old houses carved into shabby little flats filled full
            of single women selling sex to fill their bastard kids, their bastard men, and their bastard habits.
         

      Chapeltown – my deal: MURDER SQUAD.

      
        
          The deals we make, the lies they buy, the secrets we keep, the silence they get.
            

      

      I switch on the siren, a sledgehammer through all their Sunday mornings, a clarion call for the dead.

      And Ellis says, ‘That’ll wake the fucking nig-nogs up.’

      But a mile up ahead I know she’ll not flinch upon her damp dew bed.

      And Ellis smiles, like this is what it’s all about; like this was what he’d signed up for all along.

      But he doesn’t know what’s lying on the grass at Soldier’s Field.

      I do.

      I know.

      I’ve been here before.

      And now, now it’s happening again.

      
        ‘Where the fuck’s Maurice?’

      

      I’m walking towards her, across the grass, across Soldier’s Field. I say, ‘He’ll be here.’

      Detective Chief Superintendent Peter Noble, George’s boy, out from behind his fat new Millgarth desk, between me and her.

      
        I know what he’s hiding: there’ll be a raincoat over her, boots or shoes placed on her thighs, a pair of panties left on one leg, a bra pushed up,
                  her stomach and breasts hollowed out with a screwdriver, her skull caved in with a hammer.
            

      

      Noble looks at his watch and says, ‘Well, anyroad, I’m taking this one.’

      There’s a bloke in a tracksuit by a tall oak, throwing up. I look at my watch. It’s seven and there’s a fine steam coming
            off the grass all across the park.
         

      Eventually I say, ‘It him?’

      Noble moves out of the way. ‘See for yourself.’

      ‘Fuck,’ says Ellis.

      The man in the tracksuit looks up, spittle all down him, and I think about my son and my stomach knots.

      Back on the road, more cars are arriving, people gathering.

      Detective Chief Superintendent Noble says, ‘The fuck you put that sodding siren on for? World and his wife’ll be out here
            now.’
         

      ‘Possible witnesses,’ I smile and finally look at her:

      There’s a tan raincoat draped over her, white feet and hands protruding. There are dark stains on the coat.

      ‘Have a bloody look,’ Noble says to Ellis.

      ‘Go on,’ I add.

      Detective Constable Ellis slowly puts on two white plastic gloves and then squats down on the grass beside her.

      He lifts up the coat, swallows and looks up at me. ‘It’s him,’ he says.

      I just stand there, nodding, looking off at some crocuses or something.

      Ellis lowers the coat.

      Noble says, ‘He found her.’

      I look back over at the man in the tracksuit, at the man with the sick on him, grateful. ‘Got a statement?’

      ‘If it’s not too much trouble,’ smiles Noble.

      Ellis stands up. ‘What a fucking way to go,’ he says.

      Detective Chief Superintendent Noble lights up and exhales. ‘Silly slag,’ he hisses.

      
        ‘I’m Detective Sergeant Fraser and this is Detective Constable Ellis. We’d like to take a statement and then you can get off
               home.’
            

      

      ‘Statement.’ He pales again. ‘You don’t think I had anything . . .’

      ‘No, sir. Just a statement detailing how you came to be here and report this.’

      ‘I see.’

      ‘Let’s sit in the car.’

      We walk over to the road and get in the back. Ellis sits in the front and switches off the radio.

      It’s hotter than I thought it would be. I take out my notebook and pen. He reeks. The car was a bad idea.

      ‘Let’s start with your name and address.’

      
        ‘Derek Poole, with an e. 4 Strickland Avenue, Shadwell.’
            

      

      Ellis turns round. ‘Off Wetherby Road?’

      Mr Poole says, ‘Yes.’

      ‘That’s quite a jog,’ I say.

      ‘No, no. I drove here. I just jog round the park.’

      ‘Every day?’

      ‘No. Just Sundays.’

      ‘What time did you get here?’

      He pauses and then says, ‘About sixish.’

      ‘Where’d you park?’

      ‘About a hundred yards up there,’ he says, nodding up the Roundhay Road.

      He’s got secrets has Derek Poole and I’m laying odds with myself:

      2–1 affair.

      3–1 prostitutes.

      4–1 puff.

      Sex, whatever.

      He’s a lonely man is Derek Poole, often bored. But this isn’t what he had in mind for today.

      He’s looking at me. Ellis turns round again.

      I ask, ‘Are you married?’

      ‘Yes, I am,’ he replies, like he’s lying.

      
        I write down married.
            

      

      He says, ‘Why?’

      ‘What do you mean, why?’

      He shifts in his tracksuit. ‘I mean, why do you ask?’

      ‘Same reason I’m going to ask how old you are.’

      ‘I see. Just routine?’

      I don’t like Derek Poole, his infidelities and his arrogance, so I say, ‘Mr Poole, there’s nothing routine about a young woman
            having her stomach slashed open and her skull smashed in.’
         

      Derek Poole looks at the floor of the car. He’s got sick on his trainers and I’m worried he’ll puke again and we’ll have the
            stink for a week.
         

      ‘Let’s just get this over with,’ I mutter, knowing I’ve gone too far.

      DC Ellis opens the door for Mr Poole and we’re all back out in the sun.

      
        There are so many fucking coppers now, and I’m looking at them thinking, too many chiefs:

      

      There’s my gaffer Detective Inspector Rudkin, Detective Superintendent Prentice, DS Alderman, the old head of Leeds CID Detective
            Chief Superintendent Maurice Jobson, the new head Noble and, in the centre of the scrum, the man himself: Assistant Chief
            Constable George Oldman.
         

      Over by the body Professor Farley, the Head of the Department of Forensic Medicine at Leeds University, and his assistants
            are preparing to take her away from all this.
         

      Detective Superintendent Alderman has a handbag in his hands, he’s taking a WPC and a uniform off with him.

      
        
          They’ve got a name, an address.
            

      

      Prentice is marshalling the uniforms, going door to door, corralling the gawpers.

      The cabal turns our way.

      Detective Inspector Rudkin, as hungover as fuck, shouts, ‘Murder Room, thirty minutes.’

      
        The Murder Room.

      

      Millgarth Street, Leeds.

      One hundred men stuffed into the second-floor room. No windows, only smoke, white lights, and the faces of the dead.

      
        In comes George and the rest of his boys, back from the park. There are pats on the back, handshakes here, winks there, like some fucking reunion.
            

      

      I stare across the desks and the phones, the sweating shirt backs and the stains, at the walls behind the Assistant Chief
            Constable, at the two faces I’ve seen so many, many times, every day, every night, when I wake, when I dream, when I fuck
            my wife, when I kiss my son:
         

      Theresa Campbell.

      Joan Richards.

      
        
          Familiarity breeds contempt.
            

      

      Noble speaks:

      ‘Gentlemen, he’s back.’

      The dramatic pause, the knowing smiles.

      ‘The following memorandum has been sent to all Divisions and surrounding areas:

      ‘At 0650 this morning, the body of Mrs Marie Watts born 7.2.45, of 3 Francis Street, Leeds 7, was found on Soldier’s Field,

      Roundhay, near West Avenue, Leeds 8. The body was found to have extensive head injuries, a cut throat, and stab wounds to
            the abdomen.
         

      ‘This woman had been living in the Leeds area since October 1976, when she came up from London. It is believed she worked
            in hotels in London. She was reported missing by her husband from Blackpool in November 1975.
         

      ‘Enquiries are requested of all persons coming into police custody for bloodstains on their clothing and also enquiries at
            dry cleaners for any clothing with blood on it. Any replies to Murder Room, Millgarth Street Police Station.
         

      ‘Message ends.’

      Detective Chief Superintendent Noble stands there with his piece of paper, waiting.

      ‘Add to that,’ he continues. ‘Boyfriend, one Stephen Barton, 28, black, also of 3 Francis Street. Some form for burglary,
            GBH. Probably pimped the late Mrs Watts. Works the door at the International over in Bradford, sometimes Cosmos. Didn’t show
            up at either place yesterday and hasn’t been seen since about six o’clock last night when he left the Corals on Skinner Lane,
            where he’d just chucked away best part of fifty quid.’
         

      The room’s impressed. We’ve got a name, a history, and it’s not yet two hours.

      
        
          A chance at last.
            

      

      Noble lowers his eyes, his tongue on the edge of his lips. Quietly he says, ‘You lot, find him.’

      The blood of one hundred men pumping hard and fast, hounds the lot of us, the stink of the hunt like bloody marks upon our
            brows.
         

      Oldman stands up:

      ‘It’s going to break down like this:

      ‘As you all know, this is number 3 at best. Then there’s the other possible attacks. You’ve all worked one or more of them
            so, as of today, you’re all now officially Prostitute Murder Squad, out of this Station, under Detective Chief Superintendent
            Noble here.’
         

      PROSTITUTE MURDER SQUAD.

      The room is humming, buzzing, singing: everyone getting what they wanted.

      Me too –

      
        Off post office robberies and Help the fucking Aged:
            

      

      Sub-postmasters at gun-point, six-barrels in their faces, wives tied up with a smack and a punch in their nighties, only Scrooge
            won’t give it up, so it’s a cosh from the butt of the shotgun and welcome to heart attack city.
         

      One dead.

      ‘Murder Squad’ll break down into four teams, headed up by Detective Superintendents Prentice and Alderman and Detective Inspectors
            Rudkin and Craven. DI Craven will also co-ordinate Admin. from here at Millgarth. Communications will be DS White, the Divisional
            Officer will be Detective Inspector Gaskins, and Community Affairs and Press will be DI Evans, all based in Wakefield.’
         

      Oldman pauses. I scan the room for Craven, but he’s nowhere.

      ‘Myself and Detective Chief Superintendent Jobson will also be making ourselves available to the investigation.’

      I swear there are sighs.

      Oldman turns round and says, ‘Pete?’

      Detective Chief Superintendent Noble steps forward again:

      ‘I want every wog under thirty who’s not married leant on. I want names. Some smartarse said our man hates women – hold the
            fucking front page.’
         

      Laughter.

      ‘All right, so let’s have every fucking puff in your book in here too. Same goes for the usuals – slags and their lads. I
            want names and I want them names in here by five. SPG’ll round them up. Ladies can go to Queens, rest here.’
         

      Silence.

      ‘And I want Stephen Barton. Tonight.’

      I’m biting my nails. I want out of here.

      ‘So phone home, tell them you’ll be out all night. BECAUSE THIS ENDS HERE TONIGHT.’

      One thought – JANICE.

      Through the melee and out the door and down the corridor, Ellis trapped back down the hall, calling my name.

      Outside the canteen there’s no answer and I slam down the phone just as Ellis catches up.

      ‘Fuck you going off to?’

      ‘Come on, we got to get started,’ and I’m off again, down the stairs and out the door.

      ‘I want to drive,’ he whines behind.

      ‘Fuck off.’

      
        I’ve got my foot down, flying through the centre back to Chapel-town, police radio still crackling with the New Fire.

      

      Ellis is rubbing his hands together, saying, ‘See he has his good points; big-time overtime.’

      
        ‘Unless they vote to continue ban,’ I mutter, thinking I’ve got to lose him.
            

      

      ‘More for them that wants it.’

      I say, ‘When we get there, we should split up.’

      ‘Get where?’

      ‘Spencer Place,’ I say, like he’s as dumb as he looks.

      ‘Why?’

      I want to throw on the fucking brakes and punch him but, instead, I smile and say, ‘Try and nip some of the usual bullshit
            in the bud. Stop them all yapping.’
         

      I turn right, back on to Roundhay Road.

      ‘You’re boss,’ he says, like it’s only a matter of fucking time.

      ‘Yeah,’ I say and keep my foot down.

      
        ‘You take the right-hand side. Start with Yvonne and Jean in 5.’

      

      We’ve parked up round the corner on Leopold Street.

      ‘Fuck. I have to?’

      
        ‘You heard Noble. Names, he wants fucking names.’
            

      

      ‘What about you?’

      ‘I’ll do Janice and Denise in 2.’

      ‘Bet you will.’ He’s looking at me sideways.

      I let it go with a wink.

      He reaches for the door. ‘Then what?’

      ‘Keep going. Meet you back here when you’re done.’

      He tuts and scratches his knackers as he gets out the car, his mind made up.

      I think my heart’s going to fucking burst.

      
        I wait until Ellis is inside number 5, then I open the door and walk up the stairs.

      

      The house is quiet and stinks of smoke and dope.

      I tap on her door at the top of the stairs.

      She comes to the door looking like a Red Indian, her dark hair and skin covered in a film of sweat, like she’s just been fucking
            and fucking for real.
         

      
        
          The nights I’ve dreamt about her.
            

      

      ‘You can’t come in. I’m working.’

      ‘There’s been another.’

      ‘So?’

      ‘You can’t stay round here.’

      ‘So how about your place?’

      ‘Please,’ I whisper.

      ‘You going to make an honest woman of me, are you Mr Policeman?’

      ‘I’m serious.’

      ‘So am I. I need money.’

      I pull out notes, screwing them up in her face.

      ‘Yeah?’

      ‘Yeah,’ I nod.

      ‘What about a ring, Prince Bobby?’

      I sigh and start to speak.

      ‘One like you gave your wife.’

      I look at the carpet, the stupid flowers and birds woven together under my feet.

      I look up and Janice slaps me once.

      ‘Piss off, Bob.’

      
        ‘Fucking give him up!’

      

      ‘Piss off!’

      Ellis pushes her head back, banging it against the wall.

      ‘Fuck off!’

      ‘Come on, Karen,’ I say. ‘Just tell us where he is and we’re away.’

      ‘I don’t fucking know.’ She’s crying and I believe her.

      We’ve been at this now for over six hours and DC Michael Ellis wouldn’t know the fucking truth if it walked up and smacked
            him in the gob, so he walks up to Karen Burns, white, twenty-three, convicted prostitute, drug addict, mother of two, and
            smacks her in the gob instead.
         

      ‘Easy Mike, easy,’ I hiss.

      She falls away against her wallpaper, sobbing and angry.

      Ellis tugs at his balls. He’s hot, fucked off, and bored and I know he wants to pull down her pants and give her one.

      I say, ‘Half-time Mike?’

      He sniffs and rolls his eyes and walks back down the hall.

      The window’s open and the radio on. A hot Sunday in May and all you’d usually hear would be Bob fucking Marley, but not today.
            Just Jimmy Savile playing twenty-five years of Jubilee hits, as every cunt and his stash hide under their beds, waiting for
            the sirens to stop, the shit to end.
         

      Karen lights a cig and looks up.

      I say, ‘You do know Steve Barton?’

      ‘Yeah, unfortunately.’

      ‘But you’ve no idea where he is?’

      ‘If he’s any bloody sense, he’ll have legged it.’

      ‘Has he any bloody sense?’

      ‘Some.’

      ‘So where’d he leg it to?’

      ‘London. Bristol. I’ve no fucking idea.’

      Karen’s flat stinks and I wonder where the kids are. Probably been taken off her again.

      I say, ‘You reckon he did it?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘So give me a name and I’m out of here.’

      ‘Or what?’

      ‘Or I’ll go and get some fucking lunch and let my mate out there question you, and then I’ll come back and we’ll take you
            down Queens Street.’
         

      She tuts, exhales, and says, ‘Who do you want?’

      ‘Anyone who likes a bit of strange. Anything odd.’

      ‘Anything odd?’ she laughs.

      ‘Anything.’

      She stubs out the cigarette on a plastic tray of chips and curry sauce and gets up and takes an address book out of the knife
            drawer. The room now stinks of burning plastic.
         

      ‘Here,’ she says, tossing the little book over to me.

      I scan the names, the numbers, the licence plates, the lies.

      ‘Give me someone.’

      ‘Under D. Dave. Drives a white Ford Cortina.’

      ‘What about him?’

      ‘No rubber, likes to stick it up your arse.’

      ‘So?’

      ‘He doesn’t say please.’

      I take out my notebook, copy down the licence plate.

      ‘Heard he don’t always pay and all.’

      ‘Anyone else?’

      ‘There’s a taxi driver who likes to bite.’

      ‘We’ve heard.’

      ‘That’s your lot then.’

      ‘Thanks,’ I say and see myself out.



      
        I drop the coins.

      

      ‘Joseph?’

      ‘Yeah?’

      ‘Fraser.’

      ‘Bobby the bobby. Just a matter of time I says, and see if it ain’t so.’

      I am in the phone box two down from the Azad Rank, watching a couple of Paki kids bowling at each other. Ellis is sleeping
            off his Sunday lunch in the car: two cans of bitter and a fat cheese sandwich. There’s Sunday cricket on the radio, more heat
            forecast, birds singing, lilting bass and sax from a terrace.
         

      It can’t last.

      The man on the other end is Joseph Rose: Joe Rose, Jo Ro. Another Paki kid joins the game.

      I say, ‘SPG are coming to take everyone away, and not to Zion.’

      ‘Fuck them.’

      ‘See you try,’ I laugh. ‘You got some names for me?’

      Joseph Rose: part-time prophet, part-time petty thief, full-time Spencer Boy with draw to score and debts to pay, he says:

      ‘This be concerning Mrs Watts?’

      ‘In one.’

      ‘Your pirate won’t stay away, no?’

      ‘No. So?’

      ‘So people be spooked anyway.’

      ‘By him?’

      ‘Nah, nah. The two sevens, man.’

      
        
          Fuck, here we go. ‘Joseph, give me some fucking names.’
            

      

      ‘All I hear is the ladies say it’s Irish. Same as befores.’

      
        
          The Irish.
            

      

      ‘Ken and Keith know anything?’

      ‘Same as I say.’

      As I hang up two black SPG transit vans fly down the street and I’m thinking, fuck the Spencer Boys:

      HEAVY DUTY DISCIPLINE COMING DOWN.

      
        It’s going up to eight and the car is getting smaller, light starting to fade. Across Leeds 7 bonfires are going up, and not
               fucking Jubilee Beacons. Me and Ellis are still sat off Spencer Place, doing fuck all but sweat and get on each other’s tits.
            

      

      Nervous, like the whole fucking city:

      Ellis stinks and we’ve got the windows down, smelling the wood and Rome burn, cat calls and yells upon the hot black air:
            the ones we’ve not pinched building barricades, putting out the milk bottles for later.
         

      Edgy:

      
        I’m thinking about giving Louise a ring, wondering if she’ll be back from the hospital, feeling bad about Little Bobby and
               yesterday, coming back to Janice and getting fucking stiff, and then it all comes down.
            

      

      HARD:

      Glass smashing, brakes slamming, a red car careering down the road, zig-zagging, its windscreen gone, hitting one kerb, flipping
            over at the foot of a lamppost.
         

      ‘Christ,’ shouts Ellis. ‘That’s Vice.’

      We’re both out of the car, running across Spencer Place to the upturned motor.

      I look up the street:

      There’s a bonfire on a piece of wasteland at the top of the road illuminating a small gang of West Indians, black shadows
            dancing and whooping, thinking about finishing off what they’ve just started, sticking the boot in.
         

      I stare into the black night, the barricades and bonfires, the high flames all loaded with pain:

      A proud coon steps forward, all dreadlocks and Mau Mau attitude:

      
        
          Come and have a go.
            

      

      But I can already hear the sirens, the SPG, the Specials and Reserves, our sponsored fucking monsters let loose on the wind,
            and I turn back to the red car.
         

      Ellis is bending down, talking to the two men upside-down inside.

      ‘They’re all right,’ he shouts to me.

      ‘Call an ambulance,’ I say. ‘I’ll stay with them until cavalry get here.’

      ‘Fucking niggers,’ says Ellis, running back to our car.

      I get down on all fours and peer into the car.

      It’s dark and at first I don’t recognise the men inside.

      I say something like, ‘Don’t try and move. We’ll have you out in a minute.’

      They nod and mumble.

      I can hear more cars and brakes.

      ‘Fraser,’ moans one of the men.

      I peer in and over at the man trapped in the passenger seat.

      
        Fucking Craven, Detective Inspector Craven.
            

      

      ‘Fraser?’

      I pretend I can’t hear him, saying, ‘Hang on, pal. Hang on, mate.’

      I look back up the road again and see a transit van spewing out SPG, tearing off after the wogs through the bonfire.

      Ellis is back. ‘Soon as the ambulance gets here, Rudkin wants us back at the Station. Says it’s a right madhouse.’

      ‘Like this isn’t? You wait with them,’ I say, standing up.

      ‘Where are you going?’

      ‘I’ll be back in a bit.’

      Ellis is muttering and cursing as I tear off back up towards number 2, back up towards Janice.

      
        ‘Fuck you want?’

      

      ‘Let us in. I just want to talk.’

      ‘There’s a surprise,’ she says but opens the door to let me in.

      She’s barefoot in a long flower skirt and t-shirt.

      I stand in the centre of the room, the window open, the smell of smoke and the start of a riot outside.

      I say, ‘They threw a brick or something at a Vice car.’

      
        ‘Yeah?’ she says, like it doesn’t happen every other night of the fucking week.
            

      

      I shut my mouth and put my arms round her.

      ‘So that’s what you want?’ she laughs.

      ‘No,’ I lie, fucked off and hard.

      She squats down, pulling at my zip as I fall back and sink into the bed.

      She starts sucking, my mind black sky with stars popping in and out, listening to the sirens and the screams, knowing the
            shit hasn’t even begun.
         

      
        ‘Fuck you been?’

      

      ‘Shut up, Ellis.’

      ‘It was fucking DI Craven in the car, you know?’

      ‘You’re joking?’

      I get into the car, the street still full of blue lights and SPG. The bonfires out, the wogs nicked, Craven and his mate in
            St James, and DC Ellis still not content.
         

      I let him drive.

      ‘So where were you?’

      ‘Leave it,’ I say quietly.

      ‘Rudkin’s going to fucking murder us,’ he moans.

      ‘Is he fuck,’ I sigh.

      I stare out the open window at Black Leeds, Sunday 29 May 1977.

      ‘You think no-one knows about you and that slag?’ says Ellis suddenly. ‘Everyone knows. Fucking embarrassing, it is.’

      I don’t know what to say to him. I don’t care if he knows or not, don’t care who knows, but I don’t want Louise to know and
            now I can’t keep little Bobby’s face out of my mind.
         

      I turn and say, ‘Tonight’s not the night. Save it for later.’

      For once he takes my advice and I go back to the window, him to the road, steeling ourselves.

      
        Millgarth Police Station.

      

      Ten o’clock going on the Middle Ages.

      
        
          Live from my own Dark Ages:
        

      

      Down the stairs into the dungeons, keys and locks turning, chains and cuffs rattling, dogs and men barking.

      
        
          Let the Witch Trials begin:
        

      

      DI Rudkin’s in his shirtsleeves and crop at the end of the white heat/white light corridor.

      ‘Good of you to join us,’ he smirks.

      Ellis, pinched face and itching palms, nods in apology.

      ‘Bob Craven all right, is he?’

      ‘Yeah, cuts and bruises,’ gabbles Ellis.

      I say, ‘Got anything?’

      ‘Full house tonight.’

      ‘Anything concrete?’

      ‘Maybe,’ he winks. ‘And you?’

      ‘Same as before: the Irish, the taxi driver, and Mr Dave Cortina.’

      ‘Right then,’ says Rudkin. ‘In here.’

      
        He opens a cell door and it’s, aw fuck.
            

      

      ‘One of yours yeah, Bob?’

      ‘Yeah,’ I mouth, stomach gone.

      They’ve got Kenny D, Spencer Boy, in his cheap checked underpants bent back over the table in the Black Christ Hold: head
            and back pinned down against the wood, arms out-stretched, feet splayed, cock’n’balls open to the world.
         

      Rudkin shuts the door.

      The whites of Kenny’s eyes are on their stalks, straining to see who’s come into his upside-down hell.

      He sees me and takes it in: five white coppers and him: Rudkin, Ellis, and me, plus the two uniforms holding him down.

      ‘Spot of routine questioning was all it was,’ laughs Rudkin. ‘Only Sambo here, he’s got a bit of a guilty conscience and decides
            to be the black Roger fucking Bannister.’
         

      Kenny is staring up at me, teeth locked in pain.

      The door opens behind me, then closes. I glance round. Noble’s got his back against the door, watching.

      Rudkin smiles at me and says, ‘Been asking for you, Bob.’

      My mouth’s dry and cracks when I ask, ‘Has he said anything else?’

      ‘That’s just it, isn’t it lads,’ Rudkin laughs along with the two uniforms. ‘You want to tell DS Fraser here, why it was you
            wanted to have a word with Sambo in first place?’
         

      One of the uniforms, champing for his leg up, gushes, ‘Found some of his gear round number 3 Francis Street.’

      He pauses, letting it sink in:

      
        
          Mrs Marie Watts of 3 Francis Street, Leeds 7.
            

      

      ‘And then he denies even knowing the late Mrs Marie Watts,’ crows Rudkin.

      
        I’m standing in the cell, walls closing in, the heat and stink rising, thinking, aw fuck Kenny.
            

      

      ‘I’ve told him,’ says Rudkin, ‘I’m going to add some blue to that black skin of his if he doesn’t start giving us some answers.’

      Down on the table, Kenny closes his eyes.

      I bend down, my mouth to his ear. ‘Tell them,’ I hiss.

      He keeps his eyes closed.

      ‘Kenny,’ I say, ‘these men will fuck you up and no-one will give a shit.’

      He opens his eyes, straining to stare into mine.

      ‘Stand him up,’ I say.

      I go over to the far wall opposite the door; there’s a news-paper cutting taped to the grey gloss paint.

      ‘Bring him closer.’

      They bring him in, eyeball to the wall.

      ‘Read it, Kenny,’ I whisper.

      There’s blood on his teeth as he reads aloud the headline:

      ‘No action against policemen over detainee’s death.’

      ‘You want be the next fucking Liddle Towers?’

      He swallows.

      ‘Answer me.’

      ‘NO!’ he screams.

      ‘So sit down and start talking,’ I yell, pushing him down into the chair.

      Noble and Rudkin are smiling, Ellis watching me closely.

      I say, ‘Now Kenny, we know you knew Marie Watts. All we want to know first is how come your fucking stuff was at her place?’

      His face is puffed up, his eyes red, and I hope he’s fucking smart enough to know I’m his only friend here tonight.

      At last he says, ‘I’d lost me key, hadn’t I?’

      
        ‘Come on, Kenny. It’s not fucking Jackanory.’
            

      

      ‘I’m telling you. I’d taken some stuff from my cousins and I lost my key and Marie says it was all right to dump it at hers.’

      I look up at Ellis and nod.

      DC Ellis brings his fists down hard from behind into Kenny’s shoulder blades.

      He screams, falling to the floor.

      I’m down there with him, eyeball to eyeball.

      ‘Just fucking tell us, you lying piece of black shit.’

      I nod again.

      The uniforms haul him back up into the chair.

      He’s got his fat pink mouth hanging open, tongue white, hands to his shoulders.

      ‘Oh, why are we waiting, joyful and triumphant,’ I start singing as the others join in.

      The door opens and another bloke looks in, laughing, and then goes back out.

      
        ‘Oh why are we waiting, joyful and triumphant, oh why are we waiting . . .’


      

      I give the sign and it stops.

      ‘You were fucking her, just say it.’

      He nods.

      ‘I can’t hear you,’ I whisper.

      He swallows, closes his eyes, and whispers, ‘Yeah.’

      ‘Yeah what?’

      ‘I was . . .’

      ‘Louder.’

      ‘Yeah. I was fucking her, right.’

      ‘Fucking who?’

      ‘Marie.’

      ‘Marie who?’

      ‘Marie Watts.’

      ‘What about her, Kenny?’

      ‘I was fucking her, Marie Watts.’

      He’s crying; big fat fucking tears.

      ‘You dumb fucking monkey.’

      I feel Rudkin’s hand on my back.

      I turn away.

      Noble winks.

      Ellis stares.

      It’s over.

      For now.

      
        I stand in the white corridor outside the canteen.

      

      I call home.

      No answer.

      They’re still at the hospital or up in bed; either way she’ll be fucked off.

      I see her father in the bed, her walking up and down the ward, Bobby in her arms, trying to get him to stop crying.

      I hang up.

      I call Janice.

      She answers.

      ‘You again?’

      ‘You alone?’

      ‘For now.’

      ‘What about later?’

      ‘I hope not.’

      ‘I’ll try and get over.’

      ‘Bet you will.’

      She hangs up.

      I look at the bleached floor, at the bootmarks and the dirt, the shadows and the light.

      I don’t know what to do.

      I don’t know where to go.

    

  
      
         
         
            
            Caller: You see this yesterday [reads]: Screaming Mob Surrounds the Queen. A royal walkabout in Camperdown Park turned into a frightening display of hysteria
                  as thousands of people, screaming and yelling, broke through flimsy rope barriers and swarmed around the Queen and the Duke
                  of Edinburgh. Police tried to fend them off but she was jostled by people shrieking, ‘I’ve touched the Queen.’

            
            
            John Shark: Poor cow.

            
            
            Caller: And if that isn’t enough [reads]: Earlier in the day, council workmen were called out to erase anti-royalist slogans from walls and hoardings along the
                  Queen’s route.

            
            
            John Shark: Bloody Jocks, worse than the Micks.

            
            
            The John Shark Show Radio Leeds Monday 30th May 1977
            

            
            
         

         
      

   
    
      
        Chapter 2
      

      
        
          Ancient English shitty city? How can this ancient English shitty city be here! The well-known massive grey chimney of its
                  oldest mill? How can that be here! There is no spike of rusty iron in the air, between the eye and it, from any point of the
                  real prospect. What is the spike that intervenes, and who has set it up? Maybe it is set up by the Queen’s orders for the
                  impaling of a horde of Commonwealth robbers, one by one. It is so, for the cymbals clash, and the Queen goes by to her palace
                  in long procession. Ten thousand swords flash in the sunlight, and thrice ten thousand dancing girls strew flowers. Then
                  follow white elephants caparisoned in red, white and blue, infinite in number and attendants. Still, the chimney rises in
                  the background, where it cannot be, and still no writhing figure is on the grim spike. Stay! Is the chimney so low a thing
                  as the rusty spike on the top of a post of an old bedstead that has tumbled all awry. Stay! I am twenty-five years and more,
                  the bells chime in jubilation. Stay.
            

      

      
        The telephone was ringing.

      

      I knew it was Bill. And I knew what he wanted from me.

      I stretched across the other brown pillow, the old yellow novels, the strewn grey ashes, and I said:

      ‘Whitehead residence.’

      ‘There’s been another one. I need you here.’

      I put down the telephone and lay back in the shallow ditch I’d dug myself among the sheets and the blankets.

      I stared up at the ceiling, the ornate brocade around the light, the chipped paint and the cracked veins.

      And I thought about her and I thought about him as St Anne pealed the dawn.

      The telephone was ringing again, but I’d closed my eyes.

      
        I woke in a rapist sweat from dreams I prayed were not my own. Outside trees hung in the heat, moping in willow pose, the
               river black as a lacquer box, the moon and stars cut from drapes up above, peeping down into my dark heart:
            

      

      
        
          The World’s Forgotten Boy.
            

      

      I hauled my tried bag from Dickens to the chest of drawers, across the threadbare flooring, pausing before the mirror and
            the lonely bones that filled the shabby suit in which I slept, in which I dreamt, in which I hid my hide.
         

      
        
          Love you, love you, love you.
            

      

      I sat before the chest of drawers upon a stool I made in college and took a sip of Scotland and pondered Dickens and his Edwin,
            me and mine, and all that’s thine:
         

      
        
          Eddie, Eddie, Eddie.
            

      

      I sang and hummed along:

      
        
          One Day My Prince Will Come, or was it, If I’d Have Known You Were Coming I’d Have Baked A Cake?
            

      

      The lies we speak and the ones we don’t:

      
        
          Carol, Carol, Carol.
            

      

      
        Such a wonderful person:

      

      All wanked out on my bathroom floor, on my back, feeling for the toilet paper.

      I wiped the come off my belly and squeezed the tissues into a ball, trying to shut them out.

      The Temptations of St Jack.

      
        Again the dream.

      

      Again the dead woman.

      Again the verdict and the sentence come.

      Again, it was happening all over again.

      
        I woke on my floor on my knees by my bed, hands together thanking Jesus Christ My Saviour that I was not the killer of my
               dreams, that he was alive and he forgave me, that I had not murdered her.
            

      

      The letterbox rattled.

      Children’s voices sang through the flap:

      
        
          Junky Jack, Druggy Jack, Fuck You Jack Shitehead.
            

      

      I couldn’t tell if it was morning or afternoon or whether they were just another gang of truants sent to stake my nerves out
            in the sun for the ants.
         

      
        I rolled over and went back to Edwin Drood and waited for someone to come and take me a little bit away from all this.
            

      

      The telephone was ringing again.

      
        
          Someone to save my soul.
            

      

      
        ‘You OK? You know what time it is?’

      

      
        
          Time? I didn’t even know what fucking year it was, but I nodded and said, ‘Couldn’t get out of bed.’
            

      

      ‘Right. Well, at least you’re here. Small mercies, etc.’

      You’d think I’d have missed it, the hustle/bustle/tussle etc of the office, the sounds and the smells, but I hated it, dreaded
            it. Hated and dreaded it like I’d hated and dreaded the corridors and classrooms of school, their sounds and their smells.
         

      I was shaking.

      ‘Been drinking?’

      ‘About forty years.’

      Bill Hadden smiled.

      He knew I owed him, knew he was calling in his debts. Looking down at my hands, I couldn’t quite think why.

      
        
          The prices we pay, the debts we incur.
        

      

      
        
          And all on the never-never.
            

      

      I looked up and said, ‘When did they find her?’

      ‘Yesterday morning.’

      ‘I’ve missed the press conference then?’

      Bill smiled again. ‘You wish.’

      I sighed.

      ‘They issued a statement last night, but they’ve held the meet over until eleven this morning.’

      I looked at my watch.

      It had stopped.

      ‘What time is it?’

      ‘Ten,’ he grinned.

      
        I took a taxi from the Yorkshire Post building over to the Kirkgate Market and sat in a gutter in the low morning sun with all the other dumb angels, trying to
               get it together. But the crotch of the trousers of my suit stank and there was dandruff all over my collar and I couldn’t
               get the tune of The Little Drummer Boy out of my mind and I was surrounded by pubs, all closed for another hour, and there were tears in my eyes, terrible tears
               that didn’t stop for quarter of an hour.
            

      

      
        ‘Well look what the bloody cat dragged in.’

      

      Sergeant Wilson was still on the desk, taking me back.

      ‘Samuel,’ I nodded.

      ‘How long’s it been?’ he whistled.

      ‘Not long enough.’

      He was laughing, ‘You here for the press conference?’

      ‘Not for the bloody good of my health, am I?’

      ‘Jack Whitehead? Good health? Never.’ He pointed upstairs.

      ‘You know the way.’

      ‘Unfortunately.’

      
        It was not as busy as I thought it would be and I didn’t recognise anyone.

      

      I lit a cigarette and sat at the back.

      There were a lot of chairs down at the front and a WPC was putting out about ten glasses of water and I wondered if she’d
            let me have one, but I knew she wouldn’t.
         

      The room started to fill with men who looked like footballers and a couple of women and for a moment I thought one of them
            was Kathryn, but when she turned round she wasn’t.
         

      I lit another cigarette.

      A door opened down the front and out came the police, damp suits and ties, red necks and faces, no sleep.

      The room was suddenly full, the air gone.

      It was Monday 30 May 1977.

      I was back.

      
        
          Thanks, Jack.
            

      

      George Oldman, in the middle of the table, began:

      ‘Thank you. As I’m sure you are aware,’ he was smiling, ‘the body of a woman was found on Soldier’s Field, Roundhay, early
            yesterday morning. The body has been identified as that of Mrs Marie Watts, formerly Marie Owens, aged thirty-two, of Francis
            Street, Leeds.
         

      ‘Mrs Watts was the victim of a particularly brutal attack, the details of which we are unable to reveal at this stage of our
            inquiry. However, a preliminary post-mortem by Professor Farley of the Department of Forensic Medicine at Leeds University,
            has determined that Mrs Watts was killed by a substantial blow to the head from a heavy blunt object.’
         

      
        
          A substantial blow and I knew I shouldn’t be here, letting him take me there:
            

      

      
        
          Soldier’s Field: under a cheap raincoat, another rollneck sweater and pink bra pushed up over flat white tits, snakes pouring
                  from her stomach wounds.
            

      

      Oldman was saying, ‘Mrs Watts had been living in the city since October last year, after moving up from the London area where
            it is believed she worked in a number of hotels. We are particularly interested in talking to anyone who can give us more
            information about Mrs Watts and her life in London.
         

      ‘We would also appeal to any member of the public who was in the vicinity of Soldier’s Field on Saturday night, Sunday morning,
            to come forward for purposes of elimination only. We are particularly interested in speaking to the drivers of the following
            cars:
         

      ‘A white Ford Capri, a red or maroon Ford Corsair, and a dark-coloured Landrover.

      ‘Again, I would stress that we are trying to trace these vehicles and their drivers for elimination purposes only and that
            any information received will be treated in the strictest confidence.’
         

      Oldman took a sip of water, before continuing:

      ‘Furthermore, we would like to appeal for a Mr Stephen Barton of Francis Street, Leeds, to come forward. It is believed that
            Mr Barton was a friend of the deceased and could have valuable information about the last few hours of Mrs Watts’ life.’
         

      Oldman paused, then smiled: ‘Again, this is for elimination purposes only and we would like to emphasise that Mr Barton is
            not a suspect.’
         

      There was another pause as Oldman went into a whispered huddle with the two men next to him. I tried to put names to the faces:
            Noble and Jobson I knew, the other four were familiar.
         

      Oldman said, ‘As some of you are no doubt aware, there are some similarities between this murder and those of Theresa Campbell
            in June 1975 and Joan Richards in February 1976, both of whom were prostitutes working in the Chapeltown area of the city.’
         

      The room erupted and I sat there shocked that Oldman had said this so openly, given all his previous form.

      George moved his hands up and down, trying to calm everyone: ‘Gentlemen, if you’ll let me finish.’

      But he couldn’t stop it, and neither could I:

      
        It was worse than I thought it would be, more than I thought it would be: white panties off one leg, sandals placed on the flab of her thighs.
            

      

      Oldman had paused, his best Headmaster stare on show until the room went quiet. ‘As I say,’ he continued, ‘there are some
            similarities that cannot be ignored. At the same time, we cannot categorically say that all three murders are the work of
            the same individual. However, a possible link is one avenue of inquiry we are pursuing.
         

      ‘And, to that end, I’m announcing the formation of a task force under Detective Chief Superintendent Noble, here.’

      That was it, chaos; the room couldn’t contain these men and their questions. All around me, men were on their feet, shouting
            and screaming at Oldman and his boys.
         

      
        George Oldman was smiling, staring straight back at the pack. He pointed at one reporter, cupping his ear to the question,
               then feigning indignation and exasperation that he couldn’t hear the man. He put up his hands, as if to say, no more.
            

      

      The noise subsided, people sat back down on the edge of their seats, poised to pounce.

      Oldman pointed at the man still standing.

      ‘Yes, Roger?’ he said.

      ‘Was this latest victim, Marie Watts, was she a prostitute then?’

      Oldman turned to Noble, and Noble leant into Oldman’s microphone and said, ‘At this point in our investigation, we can neither
            confirm nor deny such reports. However, we have received information that Mrs Watts was known in the city as something of
            what we would describe as a good-time girl.’
         

      
        
          Good-time girl.
            

      

      
        The whole room thinking, slag.
            

      

      Oldman pointed to another man.

      The man stood and asked, ‘What specific similarities have led you to investigate a possible connection?’

      Oldman smiled, ‘As I say, there are some details of these crimes that we are unable to make public. However, there are some
            obvious similarities in the location of the murders, the age and lifestyles of the victims, and the way in which they were
            killed.’
         

      I was drowning:

      
        
          Blood, thick, black, sticky blood, matting her hair with pieces of bone and lumps of grey brain, slowly dripping into the
                  grass on Soldier’s Field, slowly dripping over me.
            

      

      At the back, I raised a hand above the water.

      Oldman looked over the heads at me, frowned for a moment, and then smiled. ‘Jack?’ he said.

      I nodded.

      A couple of people down the front turned round.

      ‘Yes, Jack?’ he said again.

      I stood up slowly and asked, ‘Are these the only three murders under consideration at the moment?’

      ‘At the moment, yes.’

      Oldman nodded and pointed at another man.

      I sat back in my chair, drained, relieved, the questions and answers still flying around me.

      I closed my eyes, just for a bit, and let myself go under.*

      
        
          The dream is strong, black and blinding at first, then slowly settling, hovering quietly behind my lids.
        

      

      
        
          Open my eyes and she’ll still be there:
        

      

      
        
          A white Marks & Spencer’s nightie, soaked black with blood from the holes he’s left.
        

      

      
        
          It’s January 1975, just a month after Eddie.
        

      

      
        
          The fires behind my eyes, I can feel the fires behind my eyes and I know she’s back there, playing with matches behind my
                  eyes, lighting her own beacons.
        

      

      
        
          Full of holes, for all these heads so full of holes. Full of holes, all these people so full of holes. Full of holes, Carol
                  so full of holes.
        

      

      
        ‘Jack?’

      

      There was a hand on my shoulder and I was back.

      1977.

      It was George, a copper holding the door for him, the room now empty.

      ‘Lost you for a minute back there?’

      I stood up, my mouth dirty with old air and spit.

      ‘George,’ I said, reaching for his hand.

      ‘Good to see you again,’ he smiled. ‘How’ve you been keeping?’

      ‘You know.’

      ‘Aye,’ he nodded, because he knew exactly how I’d been keeping. ‘Hope you’re taking it easy?’

      ‘You know me, George.’

      ‘Well, you tell Bill from me that he better be taking good care of you.’

      ‘I will.’

      ‘Good to see you again,’ he said again, walking over to the door.

      ‘Thanks.’

      ‘Give us a call if you need anything,’ he shouted over from the door, saying to the younger officer, ‘Finest journalist I
            ever met, that man.’
         

      
        I sat back down, the finest journalist Assistant Chief Constable George Oldman ever met, alone in the empty room.
            

      

      I walked back through the heart of Leeds, a tour of a baked, bone-dry hell.

      My watch had stopped again and I strained to hear the Cathedral bells beneath the noise; the deafening music from each shop
            I passed, the car horns punched in anger, hot angry words on every corner.
         

      I looked for the spire in the sky, but there was only fire up there; the midday sun high and black across my brow.

      I put my hand to my eyes just as someone walked straight into me, banging right through me, hard; I turned and watched a black
            shadow disappear down an alley.
         

      I chased into the alley after it but heard horse’s hooves fast upon the cobbles behind me but then, when I turned, there was
            only a lorryload of beer trying to edge up the narrow street.
         

      I pressed my face into the wall to let it pass and came away with red paint down the front of my suit, all over my hands.

      I stepped back and stared at the ancient wall and the word written in red:

      
        
          Tophet.
            

      

      I stood in the alley in the shadows of the sun, watching the word dry, knowing I’d been here before, knowing I’d seen that
            shadow before, somewhere before.
         

      
        ‘It’s not a right good day to be walking around covered in blood,’ laughed Gaz Williams, the Sports Editor.

      

      Stephanie, one of the typists, wasn’t laughing; she looked at me sadly and said, ‘What happened?’

      ‘Wet bloody paint,’ I smiled.

      ‘So you say,’ said Gaz.

      The banter was light, same as it always was. George Greaves, the only one who’d been here longer than me or Bill, he’d got
            his head down on his desk, snoring his lunch off. There was local radio on somewhere, typewriters and telephones ringing,
            and a hundred ghosts waiting for me at my desk.
         

      I sat down and took the cover off the typewriter and got a blank sheet and brought it up ready for business, back at my roots.

      I typed:

      
        POLICE HUNT FOR SADISTIC KILLER OF WOMAN

      

      
        
          Detectives are hunting a killer who murdered Mrs Marie Watts, aged thirty-two, and dumped her body on playing fields not far
                  from Leeds city centre. The body of Mrs Watts, of Francis Street, Leeds, was discovered by a jogger early yesterday morning.
        

      

      
        
          It was lying on Soldier’s Field, Roundhay, near Roundhay High School and the Roundhay Hall Hospital. Detective Chief Superintendent
                  Peter Noble, head of Leeds CID, said she had severe head injuries and other injuries, on which he did not wish to elaborate.
                  The killer was sadistic and possibly a sexual pervert.
        

      

      
        
          Sensationally, Assistant Chief Constable George Oldman confirmed that police are investigating possible links to two other
                  unsolved murders of Leeds women:
        

      

      
        
          June 1975: Theresa Campbell, aged twenty-six, a mother of three, of Scott Hall Avenue, found dead on the Prince Philip Playing
                  Fields.
        

        
          Feb 1976: Joan Richards, aged forty-five, a mother of four, of New Farnley, found dead in a Chapeltown cul de sac.
        

      

      
        
          It is believed that the latest victim, Mrs Watts, had moved to Leeds from London in October last year. The police would like
                  to speak to anyone who has any information about Marie Watts, who was also known as Marie Owens. The police would also like
                  to speak to Mr Stephen Barton of Francis Street, Leeds, a friend of Mrs Watts. It is believed that Mr Barton could have vital
                  information about the last few hours of Mrs Watts’ life. It was stressed, however, that Mr Barton is not a suspect.
        

      

      
        
          Assistant Chief Constable Oldman also appealed for any member of the public who was in the vicinity of Soldier’s Field last
                  Saturday night to come forward. The police are particularly interested in the drivers of a white Ford Capri, a dark red Ford
                  Corsair, and a Landrover. Mr Oldman stressed that they were attempting to trace these drivers for elimination purposes only
                  and any information would be treated in the strictest confidence.
        

      

      
        
          Anyone with information should contact their nearest police station or the Murder Room direct on Leeds 461212.
        

      

      I pulled the paper and read it back.

      Just a pile of rusty little words, all linked up to make a chain of horror.

      I wanted a drink and a cig and not here.

      ‘You finished already?’ said Bill Hadden over my shoulder.

      I nodded and handed him the sheet, like it was something I’d found. ‘What do you think?’

      Out of the window there were clouds coming, turning the afternoon grey, spreading a sudden sort of quiet over the city and
            the office, and I sat there, waiting for Bill to finish reading, feeling as lonely as I’d ever felt.
         

      ‘Excellent,’ grinned Bill, his wager paying out.

      ‘Thanks,’ I said, expecting the orchestra to start up, the credits and the tears to roll.

      But then the moment was gone, lost. ‘What are you going to do now?’

      I leant back in my chair and smiled. ‘I quite fancy a drink. And yourself?’

      This big man, with his red face and grey beard, sighed and shook his head. ‘Bit early for me,’ he said.

      ‘It’s never too early, only too late.’

      ‘I’ll see you tomorrow then?’ he said, hopefully.

      I got up from my chair, giving him a tired wink and grin. ‘Undoubtedly.’

      ‘OK.’

      ‘George,’ I shouted.

      George Greaves looked up from his desk. ‘Jack?’ he said, pinching himself.

      ‘Coming down the Press Club?’

      ‘Go on then, just a quick one,’ he replied, smiling sheepishly at Bill.

      
        At the lift George gave the office a wave and I bowed, thinking, there are many ways a man can serve his time.
            

      

      The Press Club, as dark as home.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been in, but George was helping me.

      ‘Fuck, that was funny that was.’

      I hadn’t a clue what he was talking about.

      Behind the bar, Bet gave me a look that was too, too knowing. ‘Been a while, Jack?’

      ‘Yeah.’

      ‘How are you, love?’

      ‘OK. Yourself?’

      ‘My legs aren’t getting any younger.’

      ‘You don’t need them,’ laughed George. ‘Just get legless with us, eh Jack?’

      And we all laughed and I remembered Bet and her legs and a couple of times back when I thought I could live forever, back
            when I wanted to, back before I knew what a curse it really was.
         

      Bet said, ‘Scotch?’

      ‘And keep them coming,’ I smiled.

      ‘I always try.’

      And we all laughed again, me with an erection and a Scotch.

      
        Outside, I was pissed outside, leaning against a wall which said HATE in running white paint.

      

      No subject, no object, just HATE.

      And it blurred and whirled and I was lost between the lines, between the things I should’ve written and the things I had.

      
        
          Stories, I’d been telling stories in the bar again:
            

      

      Yorkshire Gangsters and Yorkshire Coppers and, later, Cannock Chase and the Black Panther.

      
        
          Stories, just stories. Stopping short of the real stories, of the true stories, the ones that put me here, up against this wall that said HATE.
            

      

      
        Clare Kemplay and Michael Myshkin, the Strafford Shootings and The Exorcist killing.
            

      

      Every dog had his day, every cat her cream, but every camel had his straw, every Napoleon his Waterloo.

      
        
          True stories.
            

      

      Black and white against a wall that spelt HATE.

      I ran my fingers over the raised paint.

      
        And there I was, wondering just where have all the Bootboys gone?
            

      

      And then there they were, all around me:

      Shaved heads and beer breath.

      ‘Aye-up Grandad,’ said one.

      ‘Piss off, puff,’ I said.

      He stepped back among his mates. ‘What you fucking have to say that for, you silly old git?’ he said. ‘Cos you know I’m going
            have to fucking have you now, don’t you?’
         

      ‘You can try,’ I said, just before he hit me and stopped me remembering, stopped the memories for a bit.

      Just for a bit.

      
        
          I’m holding her there in the street in my arms, blood on my hands, blood on her face, blood on my lips, blood in her mouth,
                  blood in my eyes, blood in her hair, blood in my tears, blood in hers.
        

      

      
        
          But even the old magic can’t save us now, and I turn away and try and stand and Carol says, ‘Stay!’ But it’s been twenty-five
                  years or more, and I have to get away, have to leave her here alone in this street, in this river of blood.
        

      

      
        
          And I look up and there’s just Laws, just the Reverend Laws, the moon, and him.
        

      

      
        
          Carol gone.
        

      

      
        I was standing in my room, the windows open, black and blue as the night.

      

      I’d got a glass of Scotland in my hand, to rinse the blood from my teeth, a Philips Pocket Memo to my lips:

      ‘It’s 30th May 1977, Year Zero, Leeds, and I’m back at work . . .’

      And I wanted to say more, not much more, but the words wouldn’t obey me so I pressed stop and went over to the chest of drawers,
            opened my bottom drawer and stared at all the little tapes in all their little cases with all their neat little dates and
            places, like all those books of my youth, all my Jack the Rippers and Dr Crippens, the Seddons and Buck Ruxton, and I took
            one out at random (or so I told myself), and I lay back, feet up on the dirty sheets, staring at the old, old ceiling as her
            screams filled the room.
         

      
        I woke up once, dark heart of the night, thinking, what if he’s not dead?
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