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I dedicate The Jigsaw Man to two groups of people and an individual who have irrevocably touched my life.

The victims of the crimes I have investigated, whose fear and pain can never be entirely escaped.

The operational police officers who have to try to put their own feelings aside during the working shift, and to be ordinary family men and women when they go home.

Marilyn has always been there, I hope she always will be. She can’t have entirely escaped either.
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‘… Let us meet, and question this most bloody piece of work,

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us.

In the great hand of God I stand, and thence

Against the undivulg’d pretence I fight …’

Shakespeare, Macbeth, Act II scene iii.






Author’s Note

I have selected the particular cases reported in The Jigsaw Man because they show the beginnings and development of professional psychology used in the investigation of crime, and also because the fact of my involvement in each is public knowledge, with the outcome of the judicial process known. I will not discuss those cases, in the public or the private sector, where secrecy remains important.

Occasionally details of crimes or the investigative process have been obscured. This is to protect witnesses, victims, or a continuing investigation and to avoid showing would-be offenders how not to be caught.

Details which would identify individuals mentioned in the clinical cases have all been altered, except where these are a matter of public record.




1

ON TUESDAY MORNING, 22 November, 1983, I looked out my office window, across the terrace and the unkempt garden to the fields beyond, and saw a strange procession. Dozens of men emerged from the trees, shuffling forward in a long unbroken line. Clouds of condensed vapour billowed from their faces almost like speech bubbles that dispersed and reformed with each breath.

Occasionally, someone in the line would stop and squat near to the ground. The rest would pause, waiting and leaning a little closer to the frozen grass and mud. Although wrapped up against the cold, I saw no warmth in their faces or delight in their task.

‘What are they doing?’ asked Anne Chalmers, a secretary in the psychology department.

‘They look like policemen,’ I said.

‘Mmm.’

She slipped into silence and we watched together at the window, wondering what had brought the police to our doorstep; to Carlton Hayes Psychiatric Hospital in Narborough, Leicestershire.

The large Edwardian hospital was the dominating landmark for miles around, rising out of farmland between several picturesque villages in the East Midlands. When it was built between 1905 and 1907, as the county asylum, the journey by carriage or horseback from the surrounding market towns must have seemed like a trip to the middle of nowhere. In those days, all the surrounding farmland was owned by the hospital and worked by the patients so that the institution was virtually self-sufficient. But it could never shed the image of madness that haunts all such asylums and makes them places to be feared by locals, particularly children. Perhaps this is why the name was changed in 1938 from the Leicestershire and Rutland Lunatic Asylum.

Yet Carlton Hayes wasn’t an intimidating or frightening place. Once inside the main gate a visitor was immediately struck by the sense of space and tranquillity as the road swung past the gatehouse, car-park, bowling green, cricket pitch and flower-beds before reaching the main body of the hospital. The larger buildings were fashioned from red brick with steeply pitched slate rooves and two massive brick chimneys that could be seen for miles around.

I remembered my first visit, five years earlier, when I’d arrived to be interviewed for a traineeship as a clinical psychologist. Despite having been an honorary trainee for six months, I was still daunted by the sight of Carlton Hayes. The broad stone steps, oak doors, reception room and administrative corridor looked like something from an old town hall. The floors echoed and the oak doors swung on heavy hinges, with polished brass handles worn by years of turning.

The boardroom was lined with paintings of past incumbents, with their mutton-chop sideburns and stiffened collars. In the early days we could hold our departmental meetings around one end of the table but in later years the department expanded to fill the table.

I took up the post in October, 1978, and for the next three years began dealing with a broad range of patients and psychological problems. Much of my work was with out-patients at the Woodlands Day Hospital, a large country house with seven or eight bedrooms, about a quarter of a mile from the main hospital buildings. I also worked in the acute unit – a small four-ward section of the hospital where patients would be treated intensively for a few months before being discharged or moved into the longer-stay wards.

Most of the in-patients needed long term care, being psychogeriatrics who suffered from atrophy of the frontal cortex or from depression, or were younger men and women having severe psychiatric illnesses such as schizophrenia. I rarely had cause to visit the wards where the elderly patients with dementia were cared for, but am destined to never forget the wall of smell that overwhelmed everything else in those back wards. Over the decades it seemed that urine had seeped into the fabric of the building so that no matter how much it was scrubbed and polished, the smell would never go away.

Thankfully, the psychology department was set away from the main hospital buildings in a former medical superintendent’s house known as The Rosings. The two-storey red-brick house had a large bay window overlooking a small stone terrace where we’d often sit and have lunch, opening a bottle of wine and watching the hares forage in the nearby fields.

Now there were heavier feet shuffling across the feudal farming strips and icy earth. Throughout the day, the police criss-crossed the fields and gathered beneath the trees deep in discussion. Being isolated at The Rosings, it was mid-afternoon before I learned the reason for their search.

‘It’s a girl,’ said Anne Chalmers, obviously upset. ‘She’s been murdered.’

‘Murdered? Where?’

‘One of our porters found her this morning on his way to work. She was lying beside the Black Pad.’

I’d never used the black cinder pathway, although I passed the entrance every day on my way to work. It ran along the perimeter of Carlton Hayes and acted as a shortcut between the village of Narborough immediately to the south and Enderby to the north, a walk of about fifteen minutes.

‘Do you know who she is?’ I asked.

‘A local girl, a teenager.’

Suddenly I thought of my own daughter, Emma. She’d be on her way home from school about now and then she’d take Jess, our white retriever, for a run in the fields before it grew dark. Like many fathers I was protective, but Emma had walked home from school ever since she was a youngster.

‘Who’d do such a thing?’ asked Anne, getting more upset.

They’ll think it’s someone from here, I thought to myself. It would be a natural reaction – but the wrong one. Carlton Hayes didn’t house violent or dangerous patients; most of them were so elderly and infirm that they needed assistance to go to the bathroom. The acute patients were well-known and at the Woodlands Day Hospital we were treating neurotic and anxious people who were unable to cope with the vagaries of life that sometimes overwhelmed them. They weren’t seriously aggressive or violent.

That night, I watched the early evening news on television.

‘Detectives are investigating the murder of a fifteen-year-old schoolgirl whose partially clad body was found this morning beside a footpath near the village of Narborough, in the grounds of Carlton Hayes Psychiatric Hospital.

‘Lynda Mann, a local teenager last seen alive at about 7.30 p.m. on Monday, was discovered early today beside a local footpath known as the Black Pad. Detectives immediately sealed off the area and began tracing the girl’s last movements. The cause of death has not been revealed.’

A photograph showed a slightly built, dark-haired girl with a shy smile who didn’t seem big enough to fill her clothes.

In November 1983, I’d just been appointed as a senior clinical psychologist by the Leicestershire Health Authority, moving my office into the newly opened mental illness unit at Leicester General Hospital. I still visited Carlton Hayes to see out-patients at The Rosings and day-patients at The Woodlands.

As I expected, Carlton Hayes became an early focus of police interest, although I hadn’t expected them to take up residence next door. An unoccupied section of The Rosings became an incident room and the murder squad brought in filing cabinets, white boards and index cards.

What were they doing for furniture? I wondered. A few years earlier, when we’d first moved into The Rosings, we had begged, borrowed and eventually had to steal basic necessities such as chairs and lamps. The hospital administration had given us virtually nothing but I’d peered through a locked window in the disused half of The Rosings and spied everything we needed covered in dust.

‘Can we have some of that?’ I asked the Estates Department.

‘Well, no … ah, that’s already been earmarked …’

‘Where’s it going?’

‘Ah, well, I can’t say.’

Enough of this, I thought. There were four psychologists in the department, three men and a woman; all of us about the same age and eager to accomplish something.

‘So we’re all in it together,’ I said, as we agreed the plan.

‘But it’s stealing,’ said Russel, nervously.

‘No, not at all,’ I reassured him, ‘we’re only relocating resources so as to optimize their usefulness.’

Russel said, ‘So we’re not breaking any locks or windows … I mean, I don’t want to break any …’

‘Leave it to me.’

Shouldering a ladder from the orchard, I carried it upstairs and pushed open the loft hatch. It was pitch-black inside the roof and I gingerly edged forwards careful to stay on the beams to stop crashing through the ceiling.

Finding another hatch, I prised it open and lowered the ladder down into the unoccupied half of the house – a veritable Aladdin’s Cave of disused furniture and tableware. We couldn’t just walk out through the front door which was padlocked, but I found a large sash window at the back overlooking the garden which I unlocked and began passing stuff through. Over the next week we made four or five trips until we had what we needed apart from carpets.

In a different part of the hospital, the old nurses’ quarters, there were fine carpets lying unused, so we set about rectifying the problem. This called for a bolder approach. We agreed that three men and a woman, carrying two fifteen-foot-long carpets in daylight through a busy hospital, would probably succeed so long as we looked confident and no-one stopped us to ask questions.

It worked and I found myself with a rather comfortable office, despite the white-tiled walls which made it look like a urinal. No-one ever mentioned the missing items, although I couldn’t help feeling a slight pang of guilt when the murder squad moved next door.

The Lynda Mann inquiry became a constant in my life over the following weeks as I read the local newspapers and watched the TV news, seeing the numerous public appeals and poster campaigns. The incident room handled dozens of reported sightings and also searched through decades of local records, looking for past offences or offenders who might be linked. Two more police teams moved into the cricket pavilion, overlooking the hospital’s cricket pitch. One team concentrated on house-to-house inquiries in the surrounding villages; while the other dug into hospital records, trying to trace likely out-patients and day-patients who had passed through Carlton Hayes during the previous five years.

Although various theories emerged and a number of suspects were sought, by Christmas the murder squad seemed no closer to catching Lynda’s killer. Officers volunteered to keep the incident room open during the holidays and the Leicester Mercury ran a headline, ‘Please Help Trace This Maniac’.

Weeks later, I remember walking along Forest Road for a meeting at the Woodlands Day Hospital and suddenly I realized how long it had been since the murder. Looking towards the Black Pad, the remnants of black and yellow police tape twirled like forgotten Christmas decorations on the metal railings.

Why haven’t they caught someone? I wondered. Do they really understand what happened?

I began to think how a psychologist would approach it – a fanciful idea perhaps, but psychology is all about understanding people’s motivations and what makes us do the things we do. There were so many questions that I would ask that the police perhaps wouldn’t ordinarily consider.

On that lonely footpath, in the cold and dark, two people had come together and one of them had died. There must have been some kind of social interaction between them, however brief or violent. These two people had their own families, friends and histories. What they said to each other and how they reacted had been determined by who they were and what shaped their personalities.

People respond to the same situation in different ways. For example, you could take three young women through the same streets, into the same shops, restaurants and pubs and each could see the environment differently. One might see people laughing and enjoying themselves and think of them as potential friends. Another might look at these same people and think them hostile or likely to laugh at her or ridicule her. The third woman has a perfectly realistic view that these strangers are neither good nor bad and are just going about their lives.

These three women wear different clothes for different reasons and not just because certain styles suit them. Imagine the first woman is interested in attracting attention; she enjoys being looked at so wears clothes that catch the eye. The second woman tries to avoid this – she doesn’t want to stand out and is more careful and conservative. The third woman dresses to please herself and to make herself feel comfortable.

Each of them is different and will probably react to similar situations in a different way. None of this just happens. We are each the product of our pasts. When Lynda Mann walked along the Black Pad on that Monday night, she carried within her all the things that shaped her as a person and these things determined how she reacted when confronted by her killer. Did she run? Did she get angry? Was she passive?

In just the same way, I knew that her killer was more than a caricature or comic book villain. He also had a rich life which had shaped his personality and actions. What went through his mind, I wondered, when he saw Lynda? What did he see and why did he choose her? If he could do this to a young girl, what did he think of women in general? Was he likely to be intelligent? What sort of job would he do?

The wind tugged at my trouser turn-ups and sent leaves scurrying along the gutters and against the metal railings as I turned and walked away. Somewhere, still out there, Lynda Mann’s killer walked the streets, ate his lunch, showered, slept and probably had a beer at his local pub.

Within a few yards, my thoughts of Lynda had been pushed aside and I pondered my meeting. It wasn’t my concern, I thought. Psychologists didn’t get asked to help catch killers, that was the grim job of the police and I didn’t envy them.

A fortnight later, on 2 February, 1984, the coroner released Lynda’s body for burial and she was laid to rest in the cemetery of All Saints Church. Her headstone read:


LYNDA ROSE MARIE MANN

Taken 21st November 1983

Aged 15 years

We didn’t have time to say goodbye,

but you’re only a thought away.






2

THERE WAS NO single event or watershed that convinced me to become a psychologist. People often try to find triggers in their lives but invariably decisions or choices are the culmination of many small incidents and influences that come together or fall haphazardly into place.

As a teenager I had no interest in how things work mechanically. I didn’t dismantle old alarm clocks or marvel at the workings of the wireless in my mother’s kitchen. I had no particular interest in steam engines, model aeroplanes or the mechanical engineering experiments we performed at school.

Later, when I bought my first car, an old Standard 10 van with no second gear that cost me £39, my knowledge of what made the wheels turn was pathetically slim. I remember my wife, Marilyn, and I setting off on our first big outing to Wales to see her grandmother. The van’s top speed was 56 mph and we trundled along celebrating our new found freedom.

At some point on the Old Road just past Chepstow I noticed that the top speed was beginning to fall. Even with my foot flat on the floor I couldn’t coax more than 35 mph out of the van. When this continued falling into the twenties, I decided that it was time to find a garage. Initially I thought it might be a fuel problem. Maybe the top speed was dependent on how much petrol was in the tank – less petrol meant less speed.

A rather bored-looking mechanic with a flop of hair covering one eye climbed out of the grease pit, wiping his hands on a rag and sauntered across the forecourt to the van. I explained the problem, trying to sound authoritative about the workings of the internal combustion engine.

‘What about oil?’ he said.

‘Oil? Ah, well, I don’t think so. It doesn’t squeak. Have you heard any squeaks, Marilyn?’

She shook her head.

The mechanic looked at me strangely and asked Marilyn to pull the bonnet catch. I peered over his shoulder as he fiddled with several leads and examined the battery. Then he pulled out the dip-stick.

‘Look at this,’ he said, holding the gleaming stick aloft.

‘It looks very clean to me,’ I offered.

‘Clean? Listen, mate, you’ve got no oil.’

‘Is that a problem?’

I mention this episode not just to illustrate my ignorance of most things mechanical, but as a counterpoint to where my real interests lay. While machines held no fascination for me, I was intrigued by people and how their minds and bodies work; why we do the things we do and become the people we become.

A great many of these answers lie in our pasts and mine began in May 1946, the year after peace broke out in Europe. I was born and grew up in Royal Leamington Spa, a rather grand-sounding name for a town whose grandeur had passed a century earlier. Many of the guest-houses and hotels on the Victorian terraces that had once welcomed the great and the good who had come to sample the spa waters had since been converted into flats and boarding houses.

I can’t recall having a father – he’d gone by the time I was old enough to notice such things. Down the years I heard stories about him, not all of them flattering, but I never did hear his account. My earliest firm memory was growing up in a condemned basement room in Leamington. I don’t know why it had been condemned, perhaps because of rising damp or subsidence, but my mother made sure it was so spotless you could have eaten off the floor.

A devout Catholic all her life, she diligently took my younger brother, Anthony, and me to Mass each Sunday at St Peter’s Church, giving thanks for the help the church gave her in raising a family on her own.

During the week she did various jobs although the one I remember best is when she worked as an assistant nurse at an old people’s home. It sticks in my mind because of an ancient-looking resident called Mr Blower who I met one day during the school holidays when my mother brought him his lunch. He smelled of tobacco and old tea leaves and would sit in his slippers and dressing-gown, seeming to stare out of an imaginary window. He must have been in his eighties or nineties and I was about seven.

‘What’s your name?’ he asked me.

‘Paul, sir.’

‘Do you like pirates, Paul?’

‘I don’t know any pirates.’

‘What? None!’

‘What about explorers?’

I shook my head.

He sucked air through his teeth and looked right past me as if he’d forgotten our conversation in mid-sentence. But a few days later, my mother came home with some books.

‘These are from Mr Blower,’ she said.

They were the first real books in our household and I read them over and over. I still have them – Lost in the Wilds of Canada by Eleanor Stredder, The Swiss Family Robinson and Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson, and The Wolf Hunters by James Oliver Curwood.

I suppose you could say it was the beginning of my lifelong love-affair with reading. Mr Blower continued to send me books until the day he couldn’t send any more. When I was old enough I joined the Leamington Library. By then we’d moved to a house in Lillington, an expanding village on the outskirts of Leamington, soon to be swallowed up by the town.

In between lay the Campion Hills which became my childhood playground. A single oak tree stood on top of the hills and from the great fork in the main branches I could look over the whole of the town and towards Warwick, the county seat, four or five miles away. The tree was a magical childhood place that became a castle, pirate ship or cavalry fort, depending upon the chosen game.

I didn’t regard our family as being poor or deprived. Some had more, some had less. Similarly, not having a father wasn’t particularly unusual, the war had seen to that. For this reason, I greeted the arrival of my stepfather with a degree of ambivalence. I was twelve years old at the time and didn’t see any great hole in my life that he would suddenly fill.

He was a Russian who had lost a wife and two daughters in the war. An avowed anti-Communist, he fought as a major in the Russian army and afterwards fled Stalin’s regime, walking from his homeland to Switzerland. Eventually he ended up in Warwickshire working as an engineer for the Ford motor company.

His ability to read English was limited – a source of frustration – but he could speak it quite well. Even so, he seemed to be a man who was horribly out of place. Having been well-educated, from quite possibly a wealthy family, with great technical skills and a history of commanding men in battle, he found himself mixing and working with people from totally different backgrounds. Even amongst the other émigrés from Eastern Europe, he seemed isolated because of his intelligence and former status.

Gaining a good education was rather a hit and miss affair at the local Catholic schools. The primary school served a wide catchment area and drew children from every social grouping, from well-to-do families to those who seemed to specialize in breeding savages. It was a harsh place, dreadful academically, where children moved through classes each year and teaching was a matter of child-minding as much as enlightenment.

I lost every nail on my fingers before the age of thirteen. Surprisingly, this had nothing to do with the rougher of my classmates. The person responsible was Mr Adams, a teacher who took a perverse pleasure in inflicting pain. His favoured means of punishment was to make a student put his fingers on the desk and then he’d use a piece of wooden dowelling, about two feet long, to whip down across the fingernails.

I wasn’t particularly singled out for this treatment. It reached the stage where any boy in the class who didn’t bear the tell-tale stigmata of blackened nails was reckoned to be the teacher’s pet.

Another of my junior school teachers would enliven spelling by making us stand with our hands held out and for every letter we got wrong in spelling a word he would swipe us with the sharp edge of a ruler. To this day, I do not spell as well as I might because of the fear he created.

If the standard of education was deplorable, the iniquities of the English education system made things worse. At the age of eleven, students had to take an exam known as the eleven-plus which would decide whether or not they went on to a grammar school or to a secondary modern school. One path opened up the possibility of going to university, the other prepared students for life outside.

I don’t know how other schools organized these exams, but my class was virtually segregated into children from wealthier families and others less well provided for. Because the grammar school required uniforms and there was an expectation that children would have cultural pursuits, it was felt that only those from the more wealthy families would have the wherewithal to support such an education.

These children were then kept in after school to be groomed and coached for the eleven-plus exam. Others, like myself, were left to fend for themselves. As expected, all of one group passed the examination while the rest of us looked at the paper and said, ‘What’s this?’

Thus, my future was decided and I was sent to a secondary modern school. There would be no O levels, or A levels. I was being prepared for life. The reality hit home one day when I stood at the front of a classroom and noticed that nearby a cupboard door had been left ajar. Peering inside I saw chemistry flasks, test tubes, Bunsen burners and stands – all of them a mystery to me.

I held up a test tube and asked the teacher, ‘What are these?’

‘Oh, put that back,’ he said. ‘You’ll never have need of those.’

Although I wouldn’t seek to rewrite my past, I think any system that decides the educational pathway of a child at the age of eleven is one of the greatest offences against the youngsters of the day.

Even as I left school, I realized that I wanted to go to university. It wasn’t clear quite how, but I planned to save enough money and eventually do my O levels and A levels. This notion of further study wasn’t entirely understood at home. My mother had grown up in a small village in Ireland and had very basic, straightforward priorities. A university education wasn’t among them and she was fearful and overly respectful towards scholars.

I can’t remember why I decided to become a police cadet – perhaps we had a couple of local bobbies who impressed me. In spite of once being carpeted by the local inspector for breaking a gas mantle in an old street lamp, I don’t actually recall there being any crime in Leamington when I was growing up. That’s the benefit of childhood memory. People didn’t bolt their doors or lock their cars; mothers left their babies in prams outside shops and children walked to school. Crime was something that happened in mystery stories or to other people.

Like most of us, I assumed real villains were easily recognizable. Conan Doyle and Charles Dickens drew them in my imagination – extraordinary figures like Moriarty and Bill Sykes. Of course, it’s not that simple in the real world.

I can pinpoint exactly when I realized that badness wasn’t worn like a badge, tattoo or scar. Having become a police cadet in Warwickshire, I was stationed at Leamington Police Station when, in the early hours of Thursday 8 August, 1963, fifteen masked men stopped the night train from Glasgow to London at Bridego Bridge near Leighton Buzzard and stole £2,631,684. It became known as The Great Train Robbery and caught the world’s imagination.

In policing terms it was like having a bucket of icy water thrown over you. A momentary numbness went through the whole system and people thought, Jesse James robs trains, it doesn’t happen here. There was a sense of affront and outrage, particularly when the newspapers portrayed it as a Robin Hood-style robbery – the money didn’t belong to anyone, it was going to be destroyed anyway and the thieves simply helped themselves, good luck to them. Unfortunately, the train driver Jack Mills had been severely beaten during the robbery and however romantic the heist may have seemed to the public, the police responded intensely to the violence done.

As a cadet I had almost no role in these events but I remember the telex machine clattering non-stop and sergeants who hadn’t been out from behind a desk in ten years suddenly on the move. When they released the first photographs of the wanted men a few days later, I stared at the faces of Bruce Reynolds, Charlie Wilson and Jimmy White and I thought, they look so ordinary. They could have been someone I grew up beside or the father of a friend, or local businessmen, shopkeepers, taxi drivers, school teachers … anyone except train robbers.

I found myself asking, ‘What happened to these ordinary-looking men which made them become who they are? How did they get here and what other choices did they have?’

The Kray twins were the same. I remember seeing early photographs of Ron and Reggie, wining and dining with sports stars and celebrities in East London. They looked like perfectly ordinary, successful men. Only later, when the photographs became more selective and people learned of their murderous careers, were they made to seem sinister.

Part of my job as a police cadet was to take meals from the café next door to people in the cells. I’d knock on the metal door and hand the tray through the slot.

‘Hello, Paul,’ said a familiar voice one night.

It was someone I’d been to school with, a few years ahead of me. Now he was locked up in the cells. What happened to him? I thought. What made him different from me?

I left the police force after a year but these questions stayed with me and were possibly part of the reason I became a psychologist. In the meantime, I began the first of a myriad of jobs – too many to remember, let alone name – that ranged from the shop floor to the boardroom and everything in between.

Although living at home, I enjoyed the freedom of earning money. When I bought my first pair of jeans – against my stepfather’s wishes – it was more than a fashion choice. I’d earned the money and the right to choose what I wore. ‘My house is full of teddy boys,’ he said, sighing in disgust.

Occasionally, I went to local dances and I remember one in particular towards the end of 1963 at the Locarno Ballroom in Coventry. A young lady seemed quite keen to dance with me all night and I didn’t take much notice of the band or its rather strange, gawky lead singer who kept jumping off the stage and running through the hall. It was Mick Jagger and The Rolling Stones.

A few weeks later, on 27 December, a former schoolmate convinced me to go to another dance at the Court School of Dancing in Leamington where Woody Allen and the Challengers were playing. I wasn’t very interested but he lent me a coat and I tagged along.

It was noisy and crowded inside but two girls stood out from the rest. I’d been to school with one of them, who’d become a nurse, but I didn’t know her friend. Tall and slender with dark brown hair, she wore a belted tartan pinafore dress and long sleeved white blouse. I couldn’t take my eyes off her and she blushed when I asked her to dance.

Afterwards I walked her home to the opposite end of town. It was a crystal clear night when the footpaths and hedgerows sparkled with frost. Outside her gate, she gave me a very shy peck on the cheek and I walked six miles to get home. With every step I told myself that I’d found the girl I was going to marry.

The wedding was in early June, 1966, and we honeymooned in Tenby in Wales, staying at a guest house on the coast and travelling by train. Then we moved into the first floor Victorian flat that I was renting in Leamington. Marilyn was a personal secretary at the University of Warwick and I continued my migratory job swapping, even spending time as a croupier in a casino in Birmingham until a policeman ‘advised’ me that it wasn’t a sensible career move for a young man.

When Emma arrived – and Ian two years later – we had a mortgage and a small three-bedroom semi which we both thought was wonderful. Any dreams of going to university were put on hold as I sometimes held down two jobs to make ends meet. Meanwhile, Marilyn dealt with everything at home. I earned the unenviable distinction of having only woken up twice during the night in the combined childhoods of both my issue. When I sleep, very little can wake me.

By the autumn of 1972 I was working as an export liaison officer at Automotive Products, an international motor car components company and the largest employer in town. My job was to ensure that my designated customers had the parts available when they were needed. It certainly wasn’t ‘a career’ and I could see the treadmill of working for someone else stretching out beneath my feet. I would never really take responsibility and could only hope that after forty years I would have enough to see me through retirement. I’d done all manner of jobs, some of them demanding but none fulfilling, and I knew that I had to find a career that would captivate and motivate me; something I would want to do for the rest of my life.

With Marilyn’s support, I enrolled at night school to do my O levels with the aim of going to university. It meant coming home from work, having a meal and then peddling my bicycle to ‘Thornbank’, the Mid-Warwickshire College of Further Education, to be there for 7.00 p.m. I’d come home at 9.30 p.m., start the study assignments and get to bed at midnight or one o’clock.

I sat the exams in the summer of 1973 and immediately began thinking about doing my A levels. Unfortunately, I discovered there were no evening classes at Thornbank for my subjects. I’d come too far to turn back, I was going to university to change things, so why not change them now, I thought. Making an appointment to see a senior director at work, I explained that I wanted to go to college during the day and asked if I could please have a job on nights.

I became the night clerk, working 8.00 p.m. to 8.00 a.m. four nights a week. The plan was to go to class during the day and then catch a few hours sleep before work and at weekends. At worst, it would only be for a year, I thought. But having changed my job, I went to Thornbank to enrol and discovered that the A level courses were taken over two years.

There was no point in arguing. I asked for a list of textbooks, went back home and began teaching myself during the day. My aim was to start university in October 1974, which meant sitting the A level exams within seven or eight months.

By January, I’d been provisionally offered a place to read law at Oxford and medicine at Birmingham, but both would mean moving house and getting a new mortgage without a job. The University of Warwick on the outskirts of Coventry, twelve miles away, emerged as a more attractive option; if they would take me.

* * *

‘Can I help you?’ asked the secretary, looking up from her typewriter. She had long straight hair and a perfectly horizontal fringe.

‘I’m looking for the admissions tutor, Dr Samuals,’ I said.

‘I think he’s probably having morning coffee but you can try his office. Turn left, along the corridor, the third door.’

She watched me go and I felt mildly self-conscious. I seemed to be the only person on the entire campus at Warwick University who was wearing a suit.

Pausing at the door, I settled myself and knocked. There was no answer.

‘Are you looking for Jim?’ A short, balding man had appeared from somewhere. ‘He’s having coffee, I’ll get him for you.’

‘It’s OK, really. I’ll wait,’ I said.

‘No, no, he’s had long enough.’ Just as quickly, he disappeared.

In spite of having worked all night at Automotive Products, I didn’t feel tired. Today was too important. I’d arrived home at 8.00 a.m., just in time for breakfast and to wave Emma off to school. Then I’d bathed, shaved and polished my shoes, put on my suit and caught the 517 Midland Red bus to the outskirts of Coventry.

A man was approaching along the corridor. He looked to be about my age or perhaps a little older and wore neatly pressed slacks and a V-necked jumper. I could see him thinking, Who’s this? I don’t know him. He’s too old to be a student and he’s wearing a suit.

‘Can I help you?’

‘My name is Paul Britton and I’d like to join your course.’

Slightly perplexed, he said, ‘Oh! I see. Well, you had better come in then.’

Although I’d never been into an academic’s room before, I could have imagined this one. It had a well-used desk, several chairs, a large blackboard and hundreds of books lining the walls.

‘Have you made a formal application?’ he asked.

‘Ah, no.’

‘Well, that’s normally the procedure; otherwise, I’d have dozens of people waiting outside my office door.’

‘I’m sorry, I thought …’

He looked mildly amused. ‘Well, you’re here now. Why do you want to study Management Science?’

I was ready for the question, knowing it had to be asked. I told him that I wanted to be a psychologist and that Management Science at Warwick was my best hope because a third of the course focused on behavioural science. Coupled with this, I had lots of real work experience and the university was close enough to home that we wouldn’t have to move. He listened and occasionally asked questions, cocking his head to one side as if afraid to miss something.

‘You’re a bit older than the average student, Mr Britton,’ he said uncritically.

‘I’m twenty-seven. I have a wife, two children and a mortgage.’

‘So much! I’m afraid I still don’t quite understand why you’ve turned up at my door. It’s not normally the way we do things.’

‘It just seemed important to come and see the person who makes the decision … the main man.’

He laughed loudly and I felt more relaxed.

‘I’m no stranger to hard work. I’ve had full-time jobs for the past ten years – all sorts of things. I’ve been going to night school to do my O levels and now I’ve started my A levels.’

‘That’s a two year course. You’re talking about coming here in October.’

‘I’m going to sit the exams in May.’

‘Four months from now?’ He couldn’t hide the doubt in his voice.

‘I know, but I can’t wait. I’m older than the other applicants. The clock is ticking. I’ve got a family to support.’

He leaned forward. ‘Which brings me to my next question. How are you going to cope financially with three years of full-time study, Mr Britton?’

‘I’m hoping to get a student grant.’

‘And what if you don’t?’

‘I’ve discussed that with my family. This is the most important opportunity we have; one way or another, we’ll see it through.’

Dr Samuals leaned back in his chair, weighing up his words.

‘There’s quite a lot of quantitative understanding required in the sort of courses we do here at Warwick. What are your maths like?’

‘I got the top grade at O level.’

‘Oh! We normally look for A level maths.’

My heart sank.

‘Well, let’s check it, shall we?’ He stood at a large roller-board and used chalk to draw the axis of a graph, labelling one ‘x’ and the other ‘y’. Then he wrote an algebraic equation beneath. ‘Can you plot the course of this equation on the graph?’

Hell’s bells, I thought. I knew the form of the calculation but was far too nervous to go through the detailed arithmetic. Instead, I used my finger to draw the classic curve for the equation in the dust on the board.

He smiled. ‘That’s right, although it should start about half an inch lower.’

Back at his desk, he clasped his hands together and pressed them to his lips. The long silence grew uncomfortable.

Finally he spoke. ‘If I were you, I would concentrate on getting A level economics. You’ve only got a few months. If you can get a grade D or above, we’ll guarantee you a place.’

I felt like punching the air in jubilation.

‘You don’t know how much it means to me,’ I said.

He laughed again. ‘Oddly enough, I think I do.’

For those next four months, I spent every spare moment studying. However, a far more worrying concern arose. Ian was diagnosed with a debilitating hip disorder which caused him tremendous pain and meant that he couldn’t walk and had to be carried or taken in a pushchair everywhere. The lubrication in the hip joints was inadequate, leading to erosion of the ball and socket.

Orthopaedic surgeons and medical experts looked at him and eventually decided to take him into hospital and put him in traction. Marilyn would get Emma off to school and then get to the hospital early in the morning and I’d come straight from work and sit with Ian during the day. It went on for weeks and was an awful time.

I managed to sit the exam while all this was going on and then had to wait for the results that would decide if all the hard work and family sacrifice had been worth it.

By mid-August I was still waiting to hear and had gone to the hospital to sit with Ian. Marilyn joined me and we spent most of the day there. Most of the nurses were known to us by now and, late in the day, one of them asked me what I did.

‘I might be going to university,’ I said. ‘It depends on …’

‘Oh, the results,’ said Marilyn. ‘They came this morning. I forgot.’

I looked at her, hardly daring to ask.

She smiled. ‘You got an A.’

Even with a student grant, we lived frugally for those next three years. Fortunately, I’d married a woman who could cook amazing meals even if the cupboards looked a little empty. She gave me the space and the support to keep studying.

Within a month of starting at Warwick, a separate psychology department was established and I was able to immediately transfer across from Management Science. It didn’t take me long to realize that I’d found my future career – psychology offered me the chance to not only satisfy my own curiosity but also to repair people’s lives.

The human mind is still largely uncharted. Its parameters are so broad they encompass everything we do and say; all that has gone before and is still to come in our understanding of the world. How is it that three or four pounds of grey sludge in our heads can produce everything that we think we know and understand? When Mozart wrote his symphonies, when Michelangelo painted the Sistine Chapel, when Hitler ordered the Final Solution, when a teenage mother abandons her baby in a rubbish bin, when a crime victim is too afraid to walk out the front door, when a couple torture and murder young girls … it doesn’t matter how significant the event or utterance, it all comes back to some aspect of human behaviour and interaction – to that three or four pounds of porridge that make up the brain.

Imagine a fishing net formed by a matrix of hundreds of lines with thousands of knots connecting them. Any single knot may be interesting but when you try to pick it up, all the others come with it. They are all interconnected and you can’t truly understand any single knot unless you understand the principles of those around it. That’s what makes psychology so fascinating. It’s like having a three dimensional map that you journey upon and through.

After three years of lectures, assignments and late night essays, I graduated with a First and accepted an advanced postgraduate studentship at Leicester University. My work was connected with phobic anxiety – in particular measuring arachnophobia, the fear of spiders, and I established elaborate mazes for human subjects and spiders to explore the problem.

The move to Leicester, thirty-five miles from Leamington, hadn’t been taken lightly. For Marilyn and the children it was like going to the other side of the world and they were desperately homesick. Ian, then aged seven, now walked and ran properly, although it would be years before his joint problem would be completely cured. We told him that he’d make new friends and on the day we moved into our new house he went outside and stood on the edge of the street, saying that he wouldn’t come inside until he’d found a friend.

The sight of him plucked at the heart strings. Eventually, the lady who lived opposite said to her young son, ‘Oh, go and talk to that little boy. He’s been standing there for ages.’

Ian’s wish had been granted.

Soon after starting my postgraduate work, I became an unpaid trainee clinical psychologist with the Leicestershire Health Authority, the largest in the country. My long term goal had been to work in the clinical field and I accepted a full-time salaried post when it became available nine months later.

After qualifying, my day-to-day work involved assessing and treating people who were damaged by unfortunate events in their lives. This included people who suffered recurring nightmares or acute anxiety, others had sexual problems or personality disorders; some couldn’t sleep, or stop washing, or bring themselves to walk out of their front door to post a letter. There were also psychosomatic complaints from patients who thought they were paralysed or had exotic illnesses and disorders that doctors had failed to diagnose.

None of these conditions are trivial or minor, because they affect the quality of people’s lives and can destroy relationships and families. I remember an eight-year-old boy coming to my office one day and giving me a pen that he’d obviously bought with his pocket money.

‘This is for helping my mum,’ he said nervously and dashed back to her side. For the previous six years his mum had not been able to leave her house to go to the shops or take him to the park. It had taken months of work but now she was free of her agoraphobia.

In another case a young woman in her mid-twenties was referred to me by her doctor. Martha suffered from anxiety-related problems that were putting great pressure on her marriage. She and her husband desperately wanted a baby but she hadn’t been able to fall pregnant and had never actually menstruated. Coupled with this, she had quite serious hearing difficulties and these embarrassed her.

Although I tried to make Martha feel less nervous, every ounce of her being seemed to advertise her poor self-esteem and lack of confidence. Similarly, the very normal history she related was inconsistent with everything else I could hear in her voice and see in her mannerisms. Her words were telling me one story but her body couldn’t maintain the deception.

I began telling her a story about how sometimes people came to me for the first time, anxious and upset, and they had notions of what might happen that were based on what they’d seen on television and at the cinema.

‘They spend days beforehand preparing themselves, trying to plan exactly what they’ll say, but when they step into the room they can’t remember any of this and they feel stupid,’ I said. ‘And then, when we begin to talk about parts of their lives that are very uncomfortable, they get nervous and embarrassed. After all, I’m a perfect stranger. I know it’s hard but it’s like skydiving; you get to the door of the aeroplane and have to make that last step.’

I went on to explain that very often in these circumstances it turns out that their problem has taken place a long while ago when they were much younger. Perhaps an adult made them do something which upset them a great deal and they don’t know how to talk about it. Sometimes they feel, quite wrongly, that they are somehow to blame.

As I continued talking, Martha began crying and eventually collapsed in tears. She described a childhood hampered by hearing problems which eventually led her to be enrolled in a school for the deaf. While at the school she was systematically sexually abused by a member of staff. The attacks started before puberty and went on for a number of years.

Unable to make herself understood and painfully shy, Martha internalized the brutality and felt it must somehow have been her own fault. I took her through the painful memories, explaining where the blame really lay. As I spoke, I could see the guilt falling away in front of me and a different person emerging.

Before Martha left the out-patients clinic she agreed to come and see me again. That evening she menstruated for the first time and became pregnant within weeks with the first of three children.

This is why I chose to become a clinical psychologist – to help people like Martha. Everything I had worked towards and dreamed about had become a reality and there was no sense of anticlimax or what happens next? I had a career that would challenge and motivate me, one that could provide for my family’s future and also repair people’s lives.
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EARLY IN 1984 when a telephone call came from Detective Superintendent David Baker, my first reaction was that one of my patients was in trouble. The head of Leicestershire CID politely introduced himself and said that my name had been mentioned to him by a colleague.

I racked my brain.

‘You helped us out once before,’ he prompted, mentioning the officer.

‘Ah, yes,’ I said, remembering the case which involved a young woman who had become dangerously infatuated with a policeman.

‘To be honest it’s rather out of my line, psychology,’ said Baker. ‘You see I’m … ah … I’m a detective …’ he let the statement trail off.

This must be leading somewhere, I thought.

‘Am I right in thinking that your work gives you an insight into what motivates people and how they become who they are?’

‘Yes, in very broad terms,’ I said, cautiously.

‘Well, I’m involved in a rather difficult murder investigation and I wonder if you’d mind coming to see me? I’d appreciate your help.’

I was intrigued. What could I possibly bring to an investigation? My knowledge of police work came from being a police cadet at the age of sixteen and reading Sherlock Holmes stories as a child. Then I remembered Lynda Mann and stopped myself.

‘Of course,’ I said, ‘will tomorrow do?’

‘Have a good breakfast before you come,’ he said, rather cryptically. ‘You won’t want any lunch.’

At the County Police Headquarters, on the London Road in Leicester, Baker’s office was littered with the evidence of his twenty-seven years on the force. The walls carried pennants and photographs and adorning his desk was a set of the delicate scales used by drug dealers to measure their wares. In his late forties, Baker wasn’t a tall man although quite heavy-set, with thinning hair and an almost cherubic face. He had a slight military bearing and favoured immaculately pressed dark blue suits with a stripe. He sat with his jacket on.

‘There aren’t any established rules for what I’m about to ask you,’ he began, like somebody who knew that he might sound foolish. ‘If I were to show you the scene of a crime, pretty much unchanged since it happened, is it possible for you to tell me things about the person who was responsible for the murder?’

I took a deep breath and again my mind went back to Lynda Mann.

‘Depending on what you can show me, yes.’

He relaxed just fractionally. ‘Have you heard about the death of Caroline Osborne?’

I was surprised. ‘No, I’m sorry …’

‘Her body was found last August in waist-high grass in Aylestone Meadows, beside the Grand Union Canal in Leicester. Certain aspects of the attack are very puzzling.’

I nodded.

As he continued, Baker wavered slightly, unsure of how to proceed. The previous year, 1983, had been a bad one for Leicestershire CID, with three unsolved murders. In July the body of Caroline Hogg, aged five, was found on a grass verge close to Twycross Zoo, ten days after going missing from Edinburgh’s Portobello area. That same month, Caroline Osborne, a pet beautician, was murdered while walking her dogs in Leicester, and then came Lynda Mann’s killing.

Caroline Osborne, aged thirty-three, had lived and worked in the corner terrace house in Danvers Road, Leicester, for seven years. She ran her business, Clippapet, in the front rooms of the house and lived in the rear and upstairs. On the day she died, she left the parlour at 6.00 p.m. to walk her dogs through Aylestone Meadows; a large green-belt area of sports fields, allotments, waste ground and walking paths. She took her black Labrador Tammy and a neighbour’s brindle-coloured Labrador-cross of the same name, letting them run off their leads.

Later that night, Caroline’s dog was found wandering alone by John Douglas, a local resident, who recognized Tammy and noticed she’d been in the water. He took her back to his house and then told her to go home. Three hours later, neighbours in Danvers Road heard Tammy howling and called the police.

A late-night search found no trace of Caroline. It resumed on Saturday morning and at 10.30 a.m. a police dog handler spotted Caroline’s fully clothed body lying in waist-high grass.

‘There are some rather disturbing aspects,’ said Baker, pulling out several loose-leaf spiral-bound folders marked, ‘Property of the Chief Constable’. ‘Her hands and feet were bound with twine. She was stabbed in the neck five times and the chest twice, puncturing her heart. There were no signs of robbery or of a sexual assault and we haven’t found the murder weapon …’

He paused. ‘We did, however, find this …’

A piece of paper had been discovered lying near the body that contained a drawing of a pentagram in a circle – an image often associated with satanic or black magic rituals.

‘We think the murderer left it behind,’ said Baker, unable to hide his disquiet.

Opening the first spiral-bound folder, he asked, ‘Have you ever seen crime scene photographs, Paul?’

I shook my head.

‘I’m sorry, it’s not a pleasant thing.’

The first pages consisted of area-establishing shots of the canal and towpath. The images then gradually focused down upon the body which was pictured from every conceivable angle. It was appalling, and I had a most powerful urge to put the photographs down, close the album and walk away. I’d never seen anything like it.

Until then, I didn’t know what stab wounds did to a body, or how in violent death limbs can often project at unnatural angles, or that with so much blood it was difficult to make out what had happened.

Caroline had also been photographed through each stage of the post-mortem and, as I opened a new folder, I quickly saw the difference between a person lying at a scene of crime and then washed, weighed and cleaned for the pathologist. It was like looking at a statue that is more or less perfect except for these terrible ripping holes – like a work of art despoiled by a vandal.

Forcing myself to look, I began to concentrate on what had happened to Caroline. I needed to understand the distribution of the wounds and how they were clustered. Almost unconsciously, I began asking myself questions. What sort of knife did he use? Was he right-handed (95 per cent of people are)? If so, was it possible to tell if he was standing in front of or behind Caroline when he began stabbing her? When did he tie her up? How long had she been conscious? How quickly did she die?

The answers were important because they influenced the much larger question of motivation. What did the killer seek to achieve when he murdered Caroline? A robbery that went wrong has far different implications to a sexually motivated killing.

Eventually, I closed the albums and leaned back from the desk, trying to rid myself of the images.

‘What was Caroline like?’ I asked Baker.

He slid a snap-shot across the table that showed her smiling at the camera, vibrant and alive. He began to give me a fairly standard description of height, weight, hair colour, complexion … but I stopped him. ‘No, what was she like as a person?’

‘Oh, I see … well … she was fit, hard-working, bright … A careerwoman, I suppose. She certainly devoted a lot of time to her business. She and her husband separated about eighteen months ago and were getting a divorce. He lives down south. He checks out. As far as we can establish she had no secret life or boyfriends; nor any outside interests.’

‘And no-one saw her that evening?’

Baker shook his head. ‘We estimate there were probably about two hundred people in the Aylestone Meadows area at the time. About one hundred and twenty of them have come forward and no-one can remember seeing Caroline on the towpath. We’ve also checked with the holiday companies who rented barges and house boats on the canal … nothing.’

Baker couldn’t hide his frustration. The inquiry had been one of the largest ever conducted in Leicestershire. Over 15,000 people had been interviewed, some as many as seventeen times, and eighty men had been arrested on suspicion for further questioning before being released.

‘Can I get back to you?’ I asked, as the meeting ended. ‘I want to think about this.’

‘Of course,’ he said, shaking my hand.

‘Is it possible to take some of the material with me?’

‘Give me a note of what you need.’

At home Marilyn sensed something was wrong from the moment I walked in the door. I wouldn’t talk about the case and at dinner-time my legendary appetite deserted me.

For the next three days I sank into the pain of Caroline Osborne’s death, sifting through the details. With Lynda Mann I had only contemplated what questions to ask, now it was real. What could I tell the police about Caroline’s killer? It clearly wasn’t an act of the moment – the bindings and the knife were brought along for the purpose, as was the drawing of the pentagram. This suggested a degree of planning and deliberation.

Nor was it a case of a man coming across an attractive woman, becoming aroused, being rebuffed and angrily stabbing her before running away. Caroline had been disabled, tied up in a particular way and then attacked. Yet despite these elements of control, there was also a lack of sophistication. Why did he choose such a public place and such a busy time? He could have achieved so much more if he’d chosen somewhere more private. He could have exerted more control, made the bindings more elaborate and increased his pleasure. Instead, the killing was over in a matter of minutes.

This element of opportunism suggested that the killer was a stranger to Caroline, although she may have been known to him. Perhaps he’d seen her walking her dogs or been a customer at her shop.

In terms of a motive, I had no doubt that it was sexual, although not in the way that we normally think of a rape or sexual assault. It displayed evidence of a more extreme deviant sexuality. My work in the sexual dysfunction clinic at Leicester General Hospital had helped me understand that people’s sexual functioning can become tied to and crossed with other things.

When
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