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This book is dedicated to Melanie, who never deserved to die.
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To Adrian and Karen, who should never have had to suffer.

And to my children, Callum, Connie and Toby, for whom having a murder detective as a mum was really difficult. I love and admire you for the people you have become.
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PROLOGUE

It was later, years later, when Jean Road told me about that summer’s morning in 1984. Jean didn’t tell me in a single sitting. She’d just drop bits in, here and there, at our many meetings over the long years when I was hunting for her daughter Melanie’s killer.

We had moved past that polite, early stage when I was a murder detective and she was the victim’s mother. We were becoming friends. Jean said she trusted me. We were both mums, both had three children.

If she were alive, Melanie and I would have been the same age: forty-one.

Perhaps it was because I’m a woman. Perhaps it was a shared sense of humour. To her, I was good company, a refreshing change from the male detectives who’d sat in her lounge, drunk her tea, insisted they would bring Jean justice and then got promoted away.

To me, Jean was dignity personified. We laughed in each other’s company.

We still do.

But sometimes we didn’t joke. And we didn’t catch each other’s news. Instead, Jean would sit and tell me about that summer’s morning.

Few could have understood the pure brutality of that instant when life, for Jean, went from one existence to another. That moment was seared in her mind. Twenty-five years old, yet fresh as if it were that morning. And for Jean, what struck her most was that 9 June 1984 had begun so normally.

She had awoken. Then thought the questions you ask yourself in the fog of first consciousness:

‘What day is it?’

‘Saturday.’

‘What do I have to do today?’

Then: ‘Is Melanie home?’

Jean got up, walked along the hallway and looked into Melanie’s room. The bed was made. Melanie’s desk was covered in textbooks: maths, geography and chemistry. Melanie’s A levels started on Monday.

Pinned to the walls were posters of boy bands pouting. Jean recognised their names: Wham!, Duran Duran, Dexys Midnight Runners. Next to the posters were photos of Melanie with friends. Teenagers laughing. Her daughter was blonde, wide-eyed and had a broad, carefree grin. In the background of the pictures were Bath’s highlights: the Royal Crescent, the Roman Baths, Pulteney Bridge. She had only lived in the city two years, but she’d made it her home.

Melanie stayed out overnight with friends occasionally. Not often, just sometimes. And she always called first thing to say she was okay.

Jean went downstairs.

‘Tony? Have you heard from Melanie?’

Jean’s husband was in the kitchen having breakfast.

‘Has she called?’ Jean asked again.

‘No.’

Jean and Tony spent the next two hours talking, passing time, doing the kinds of things middle-aged parents do when their children no longer need ferrying to clubs, groups or parties on a Saturday morning. They also looked at the clock, checked the phone, reassured each other and tried to remain calm.

Then the sound started.

It was distant at first, but still audible over the birdsong and gentle rumble of lazy Saturday traffic.

Alien, penetrating and distinct.

Three syllables.

It repeated.

Jean and Tony looked at each other.

The sound grew nearer and louder. Jean frowned. She couldn’t quite make out what it was saying, but the rhythm of the word was so familiar. To Jean, it was primal.

‘Melanie … Melanie …’ The sound from outside had become clearer, repetitive.

Metallic and echoing.

Jean leapt to the window, looked beyond the close-cut lawn and well-tended garden. She saw a police car driving along the little side road, outside her house. The patrol car had a loudspeaker on its roof, shrieking the words, ‘Melanie … MELANIE …’

Jean didn’t recall what happened next; she just found herself outside, running along the street, trying to chase the police car, that loudspeaker calling, ‘Melanie.’

The police car was about to pull from their cul-de-sac on to the main road, but Jean reached it, banging on the boot. The car stopped. Jean ran to the side. Even though it was early, the morning was hot. The windows were wound down. A police officer in short sleeves sat with a microphone to his mouth.

‘We have a Melanie. She hasn’t come home,’ Jean cried.

Jean Road describes this as the moment when all hell broke loose.

The moment when she knew that her daughter was never coming back.








CHAPTER 1

SEPTEMBER 2009

‘The doors won’t budge,’ I said.

The metal shutters of the police warehouse loomed over at me. What were they? Ten feet high? I grabbed the handle again and tried dragging them apart. They refused to move.

If Gary was laughing, he did it silently, but I’m sure he was amused.

He’s quite deadpan, Gary. Gives nothing away. But I’m sure seeing me struggle with the warehouse doors tickled something deep inside.

‘Go the other way, Julie,’ he shouted from behind the steering wheel. Even his shouting is measured.

‘I’m trying.’

I started pushing instead of pulling. The big metal shutters didn’t move. I mean, not at all. Not even a little wiggle.

‘Try pulling.’

‘I was pulling.’

There was a creak and a rumble. And the doors started to grind open. Then they stopped. I swore. Gary got out of the car and came over, his shirt hanging out of his trousers, as ever.

‘They’re getting worse. They should have fixed them years ago,’ he said.

He pulled and the shutters started moving slowly. His face reddened.

We worked at a twin-assault: Gary pulling the large handle, me pushing the side of the warehouse door.

‘Is that enough?’ I asked.

‘It’ll have to be.’

‘I’ll drive her in,’ I said. ‘How many times have you scraped the cars this month? Twice?’

‘Once. And the wall jumped out at me.’

I got into the car and manoeuvred it through the half-opened door into the darkness of the warehouse. The only light inside was from the shaft of grey sunlight which peeked through that gap we’d made between the warehouse doors. I could see shelves going up, floor-to-ceiling. How tall was the room? Three storeys? Some of the shelves were buckling under the weight of large green crates stacked up.

‘It’s freezing,’ I shuddered.

‘You’re a cold case officer now,’ Gary chuckled. ‘You got too comfy in Professional Standards. You’ll get your hands dirty here … And cold.’

He wandered off, muttering something about light switches.

I could see my breath, grey and misty in the half-light. I made my way to one of the shelves and looked up at the boxes. My eyes were adjusting. It reminded me of that last scene in Citizen Kane. But these were not the belongings of a lonely millionaire hoarder.

This was a storehouse for the force’s unsolved murders.

The crates were labelled with codenames. Some I knew, like the murder of a nurse in Bristol in 1976. I was sure we had a DNA sample on that case. Others meant nothing to me.

To the right was a crate, the lid splayed open and a brown paper bag with plastic windows sticking through the top.

An alarm started. Lights came on and the warehouse was suddenly ablaze in an orange glow of sodium strip-lights.

‘You okay?’ Gary was shouting over the siren.

‘What’s the alarm?’ I yelled.

‘It’s always going off.’

A door opened to the side and a large traffic officer in a high visibility jacket came in.

‘Oh, it’s you again, Mason,’ he said, looking at Gary.

‘Can you turn the alarm off?’ I shouted.

He turned to me, his eyes narrowed. Then he spun around and left, wiping his mouth as he went. I was sure he was dusting off doughnut sugar. Moments later, the alarm stopped.

‘Why’s it so cold?’

‘It’s the freezers,’ Gary said. ‘To preserve the samples.’

‘You mean, one power cut and bang goes fifty years of evidence?’

He nodded.

Part of the warehouse looked like something you might find under a forensic officer’s Christmas tree. A pile of packages, each wrapped in a brown paper bag with the words ‘Avon and Somerset Police’ in bold, black letters. Orange tags at the neck of each sack with the scrawled details of the package’s innards and the murder to which the evidence related.

‘What’s the killer’s name?’ I asked.

‘The suspect,’ Gary replied, correcting me, Mr Fastidious.

‘The suspect?’

‘Gallagher.’

‘Where do you keep the G-cards?’

‘Hopefully not under that,’ said Gary, nodding to the giant pile.

‘And Motty’s sure he’s the murderer?’

‘Said he’d put his mortgage on it.’

I looked at the pile of packages, then glanced at the shelves buckling under storage boxes.

‘The cards will be in a shoebox,’ said Gary. ‘That’s probably in a green crate.’

I started looking along the shelves at the green boxes with their labelled codenames: Operation Arrow, Operation Sussex. One was the first murder I’d worked on. The stabbing of a gay man in Bristol in ’89. I had been a probationer and had been told the team needed a female officer to help with what they loosely called ‘women’s things’.

‘Julie, you can be the gofer,’ they’d said. ‘Go for this, go for that.’

Twenty years later, that murder was unsolved, as was the killing of Melanie Road. And that was why we were here.

Melanie’s murder inquiry was codenamed Operation Rhodium and I found myself mouthing the words as I walked beside the shelving. ‘Rhodium, Rhodium,’ I muttered. ‘How many boxes are there?’ I shouted to Gary.

‘We don’t really know. It’s a paper case. There were 30,000 documents. It was the last murder before they brought in computers.’

I groaned.

‘Here’s one.’

The box was green and stuck under a pile of four other crates. I tried pulling it, but it didn’t shift. Gary came to help. Together, we lifted the boxes up, off and away. Then we slid out the box labelled Rhodium.

‘How old was Melanie?’ I puffed.

‘Seventeen,’ Gary replied.

‘And it was 1985?’

‘Eighty-four. June 1984.’

I worked out my age. Nineteen eighty-four … I had been about to move to Bath then, I was sixteen. Melanie’s age, nearly. Just a few months younger.

I opened the crate. Inside were files with names and actions.

And a shoebox.

Gary pulled it up, sliding off the lid. His eyes widened, then frowned.

‘Cs.’ He groaned. ‘But it’ll be in a box that looks like this.’

He passed the box over. Inside were hundreds of index cards. Six by four inches. With printed sections labelled Surname, Maiden Name, Forenames, Address, Home Tel, DOB, Occupation, Height, Build, Hair. The cards also had boxes for Car Details and on the flip-side were two columns: Ref No and Information. The sections were filled in by hand. Some of the cards boasted neat handwriting, others bore illegible scrawls. Some were filled in fully, others had just a few details.

Cs were no good to us. The killer – sorry, the suspect – was Gallagher. We needed the box with the Gs in.

Gary put the shoebox back in the green crate, then dragged it towards the car.

‘So, someone really did call into Crimewatch UK?’

He nodded.

I knew a bit about Melanie’s unsolved murder. Sketchy details, not much more. Back in 2001, I had moved to Bath’s CID and a couple of wily old detectives were reviewing the case. They had big hopes and told me it would be solved with science. But despite their experience and shrewdness, they had been unable to find her killer.

Seven years on, now another team was in charge of the case, using the twenty-fifth anniversary and a national television show, BBC’s Crimewatch UK, to appeal for help. Avon and Somerset Police had appeared in a short film for the programme. It had aired a few months earlier, so I had sat at home and watched it on TV.

The studio presenter read a link with the broad details. It was the twenty-fifth anniversary of the murder of the Bath schoolgirl Melanie Road. She’d been stabbed and raped as she walked home from a night out with friends.

The presenter then introduced a film. A reconstruction showed a pretty, blonde teenage girl, smiling, running out from home, playing tennis with a friend. Slow, sensitive piano music underscored the images.

‘She had so many friends, she was taking her A levels, the world was her oyster …’

On screen appeared a woman who looked like Melanie, but older. The name-strap read ‘Karen Road, Melanie’s sister’.

A man’s voice now: ‘She wanted to go to university, she’d applied to a number. She was never sad, she was always happy.’ This interviewee came into vision. ‘Adrian Road, Melanie’s brother,’ read his name-strap.

The reconstruction continued, with actresses playing Melanie and a younger version of Karen. Her sister described going into Bath city centre, buying flowers for their parents and visiting a travel agent. Melanie had had a Greek boyfriend in Bath and had wanted to book a holiday to travel there with him over the summer.

‘I remember dropping her by the hotel, her kissing me on the cheek and that was the last time I saw her,’ said Karen, her voice quivering now.

The reconstruction cut to some night-time shots and a new voice was heard, a voice I knew well: ‘It was June 8th 1984, the last day of the Bath Festival. Thousands of people were starting to leave the city.’

The camera panned from a night-time cityscape of Bath to find my boss, Detective Chief Inspector Mike Carter. He sounded even more ‘Somerset’ on TV: long vowels, lilting intonation.

He continued: ‘Schoolkids were planning their future, just like seventeen-year-old Melanie Road. But this day would be the last day of her life.’

The reconstruction continued with the actress playing Melanie in a nightclub, dancing to Culture Club’s ‘Karma Chameleon’, chatting to her boyfriend, trying out on him the Greek words she’d been learning. Behind them, two men started squaring up to each other. Melanie pulled her boyfriend from the club, then they emerged outside with two male friends. After Melanie had said goodbye to her boyfriend, he’d offered to get her a cab, she said ‘no’ and they parted.

DCI Mike Carter picked up the voiceover as a reconstruction played out with Melanie walking through elegant streets, grand buildings of golden stone and black iron railings. Then the roads became narrower, less ornate, more suburban. The reconstruction showed Melanie walking up a hill, Mike Carter saying she was nearly home. Then, in the film, a street-level shot showing Melanie walking in the distance. A man’s feet, obscure and out of focus appeared close to the lens. Then he started following her.

The film cut to Melanie, walking at speed, smiling.

Then the hand grabbed her.

Another low shot, the figures of the actors now out of frame, but their shadows remaining on a stone wall as Melanie screamed and a drone sound accentuated the ferocity of the attack, as if it needed to. Melanie fled from the scene, gasping, panting, hiding low down behind a wall.

Then the figure appeared again.

Then they showed the knife: long and serrated, according to this reconstruction.

The film had jump-edits and fast focus-pulls. It was harrowing. I thought of my eleven-year-old daughter upstairs, doing her homework. In a few years she would be going out, perhaps walking home alone, like Melanie.

Then the film showed the actress playing Melanie lying on the ground.

‘It was my little sister, I should have taken care of her …’ It was Karen now. She’d kept it together so far, but now she was breaking down, the camera lingering on her as she held her face in her hands.

‘Melanie’s murder kicked off a massive police investigation,’ more voiceover from Mike Carter. ‘We made 6,000 separate inquiries and arrested 94 men.’

Then it cut to Mike by a garage. I guessed this was spot where Melanie’s body was found.

‘Twenty-five years later and Melanie’s killer is still out there. This case remains open. Now we have brand new evidence.

‘DNA left at the scene.

‘We believe it belongs to the killer. We need your help to find him.

‘You might be worried about putting an innocent man in the frame. Don’t be. The DNA belongs to one person only. So give us the name and let the science tell us if it’s Melanie’s murderer.’

‘It’s like a space, an empty hole. She should be here …’ Karen again, looking distraught.

‘Melanie’s with me because she’s my guardian angel. She’s always there, giving me guidance.’ This was her brother, Adrian. He continued: ‘Over the past twenty-five years it’s been a living nightmare to know that someone is out there that killed my sister. This person took Melanie away from me. I want to know why, and who.’

The film ended with Karen: ‘I want somebody to be caught. Melanie’s at rest, but they could do it again. I don’t want anyone else to go through this.’

I found the film heartbreaking and brutal. Karen and Adrian were desperate. It was clear the passing of the decades had done nothing to quell their anger and grief.

When the Crimewatch UK film went out, I had been in Professional Standards but I knew the Cold Case team would be busy thanks to the national publicity. And I knew that when I made it across to my new role in a few weeks’ time, we would be following up the leads. But the team couldn’t have predicted the development which broke days later: a phone call which was at the same time a breakthrough and a mystery in itself.

A woman called the Crimewatch UK hotline. She said she was a cancer nurse and had treated a patient. Before dying, he’d admitted to her that he had killed Melanie Road.

But the nurse hadn’t left her name. And she hadn’t said who her patient was.

And the hotline was anonymous. She could be anywhere in the country.

Gary Mason and the Cold Case team (known as ‘cold case’ because the case has been left for a while) spent weeks trying to locate the nurse and, more importantly, the name of her former patient. The team called cancer charities and hospices, tried everything they could think of.

Then bingo!

They found the nurse in a hospice in Northamptonshire. And they persuaded her to give the man’s name: Donald Gallagher. But by then he’d been dead for two months, his body cremated, and the team had little chance of confirming Gallagher’s identity as Melanie’s killer. In came the forensic coordinator Andy Mott (‘Motty’) – a genius of a scientist attached to the Cold Case team, who rarely uttered a word in his crisp, quiet, northern accent that he hadn’t thought about at least three times beforehand.

Andy and Gary had gone to Northamptonshire. Gary had spoken with Gallagher’s grieving wife and son and had explained that their loved one was our prime suspect.

Gary said he needed to be sure, though – police needed what he described as ‘forensic opportunities to eliminate’ Gallagher.

The poor woman. Her husband had just died from a painful illness and now police were calling him a killer. What kind of double life had he been living?

Mrs Gallagher consented. And Andy Mott looked around the family home, visited Gallagher’s care home and called his hospital.

In medical storage were some paraffin blocks containing Gallagher’s body tissue. They had been meant for experimental research into cancer. Andy Mott seized these and sent them to the lab. The tissues in these blocks could be compared with the perfect DNA sample left by the killer at the scene of Melanie’s murder. Motty also saw a blood pressure kit lying in the family home. He told Gary that he could get skin cells from the inside of the cuff. That would be enough. A tough job to achieve, scientifically, but it would prove if Gallagher was the killer of Melanie Road.

Weeks later, the DNA results came back from the hospital tissue samples. Motty, Mr Cautious, was beside himself with excitement. The chances that Donald Gallagher was Melanie’s killer were 97.5 per cent, according to the scientists and statisticians – the sample was too small to be 100 per cent certain. Motty was still awaiting the results from the skin cells from the blood pressure cuff.

But 97.5 per cent sure.

Everyone in the force was talking about it.

A hit on the Melanie Road inquiry after a quarter of a century. One of the oldest cold case murders to be solved in British history.

I’d been at police headquarters in Portishead when I bumped into Mike Carter.

‘Well done, sir,’ I said. ‘A great result on Melanie Road.’

He smiled back and said they were still awaiting the final science to confirm.

I’ll be honest, I felt a pang of envy.

Imagine solving a murder which had baffled generations of detectives.

Imagine being able to sit down with Melanie’s family and say ‘we’ve found him’. To go some way towards ending that nightmare Karen Road spoke of.

I was pleased for Mike Carter. A great detective and a lovely man.

But I couldn’t help wishing I was in his position.

What would it be like to hunt a killer?

And that’s what had brought Gary and me here. To the police’s cold case storeroom on an industrial estate in Weston-super-Mare.

‘When are we expecting the blood pressure cuff results?’ I asked.*

‘Any day,’ Gary replied.

It took us three hours to find the shoebox with the list of people whose name began with G. They were in a green crate at the bottom of a heavy stack, so heavy that even Gary nearly swore.

Gary never swears.

We opened the shoebox and flicked through the hundreds of names on index cards. Each card related to someone who had featured in the Operation Rhodium inquiry at some point.

‘Can you see a Gallagher?’ I asked.

He nodded, then groaned.

‘There are three, but no Donald Gallaghers. Doesn’t mean he’s not the killer. He doesn’t have to be in the system to be the murderer.’

I looked at the mess around us. Crates we’d thrown to one side, sacks of evidence. Weapons in bags.

‘Has anyone ever thought about organising the inquiry properly?’ I asked.

‘Yes, we need to do that,’ said Gary, taking the box with the G cards to his car. ‘But not today.’








CHAPTER 2

SEPTEMBER 2009

‘On your best behaviour. Here’s the Rubberheel Squad.’

The accent was sharp and Irish, and although he was trying to be funny, I detected an edge beneath the gag.

I had just walked into the Major Crime Review Team. Or the Cold Case Squad as most people call it. The unit reviewed both recent and historic unsolved rapes and murders.

It was my first day in the office and Alan Andrews was making a point. He was sitting behind a mountain of old papers which balanced on his desk. His skew-whiff grin highlighted a missing tooth. I had known Alan for years. He was a former CID detective sergeant and a really good one. He’d retired and had returned as a civilian investigator in the Review Team.

‘You’d be surprised what they know about you in Professional Standards, Alan.’

‘Good to have you on board, Rubberheeler,’ he grinned, then looked back to his papers.

The Rubberheel nickname had been attached to the country’s first Professional Standards unit, in the Metropolitan Police in the 1970s. And it had spread as forces set up their own squads to weed out corrupt cops.

The last two years had seen me stuck behind two double-locked doors in Avon and Somerset Police’s most secretive department. To many officers, Professional Standards (PS) was the enemy. If a bent cop was the subject of our investigations, he would hate us. If we made inquiries with his colleagues, they’d think we were calling their judgement into question.

I’d been successful in PS: there had been a police receptionist stealing lost-and-found money, which had been handed in by the public; a family liaison officer who had wheedled his way into the affections of a young widow; and a firearms officer we successfully convicted for misconduct in public office. I had spent a lot of my time looking at the seedier side of policing. The dark things a small minority of officers get up to. Professional Standards had been very quiet and a little lonely, but I had been proud of my work there. It had helped reinforce that it was important to do the right thing. And the hours had been regular: 8 a.m. to 4 p.m. This meant I could keep my career going, balancing a full-time job with my three children. I would have preferred to be in another department, but it was a good position to have after my divorce, while I took stock of my life.

This wasn’t where I had intended to be in my early forties.

When I had joined the force as a twenty-year-old, tiptoeing to scrape past the 5’4” height restriction, I had been singled out. They had said three things about me:

‘Julie doesn’t suffer fools.’ This was in my report. And it was true: I didn’t and I don’t.

‘She’s a high-flier. We’ll get her on the Accelerated Development Programme. She’ll go far.’ That was a senior manager at Avon and Somerset Police. This was so exciting to hear. And I believed him.

‘You’ll have babies within two years and you’ll go off on maternity. You’ll end up working part-time in child protection. In fact, you probably won’t last in the force more than five years. Women don’t.’ That had been my superintendent. I’d been furious. Who was he to tell me what I could and couldn’t do? I told him I didn’t suffer fools, even those with a crown on their epaulettes.

His attitude was typical of the top brass in the early 1990s. They were all men. There were few female detectives, just one on each team, no women above the rank of inspector. And none of these was my boss. Few role models for a young, go-getting female officer. The guys I worked with directly were always really supportive on a personal level but it was that male, stale top brass who couldn’t bring themselves to congratulate me when I passed probation, couldn’t say ‘well done’ when I’d arrested a thief we’d been trying to catch for months.

I’d show them.

Then came marriage and three children. My husband was in the military and out of the country most of the time. He was around so rarely, and I became so worn down trying to get him to engage, I felt it would be easier to go it alone as a single parent, so after fourteen years I filed for divorce.

I spent late nights parenting alone, revising for detectives’ exams in bed as at least one of my babies lay next to me, refusing to sleep. Year after year, I failed those exams. And through the nights were the long hours of insomnia: worrying guiltily about au pairs and where to find them; money and where to find that; my career, and how could I provide for my children unless I got promoted and paid better?

Monday nights were my children’s swimming lessons. Poolside, I’d look enviously at the other school mums, not feeling part of their group chatting about the PTA, coffee mornings and school-gate gossip. They always smiled and said ‘hello’, but I never felt part of them. Instead, as I kept one eye on my children splashing around, I’d be reading papers about police procedure.

I became a detective but it was another three years before I passed my sergeant’s exams. Then it was another eleven years, count them – eleven years – before I could get promoted because of my commitments at home. But I had built rich experience as a constable.

I was half of the first female double crew in Avon and Somerset Police’s history.

‘What’ll you do if you find a robber? His ironing?’ some sergeant chuckled as we left.

Two hours later, we presented him with a man-mountain of a burglar we had caught red-handed. And over the years I learnt so much at the coalface: undercover work, a historic abuse inquiry, burglary squads and murders. Then came that step up to sergeant. Then Professional Standards: regular hours, 8 a.m. to 4 p.m., as good as it could get for a full-time single mother-of-three. But now, in 2009, I was desperate to start investigating criminals who didn’t wear a police uniform.

This was day one for me as a detective sergeant in the Cold Case team. And I was super-excited. If Professional Standards had been Avon and Somerset’s watered-down equivalent of Line of Duty, I’d just walked into an episode from New Tricks. The Review Team was made up of mostly retired former officers, such as Alan Andrews. Or Gary Mason. Civilian investigators. I was one of only three warrant-carrying police officers. The room had desks laid out to form a rectangle. Well, I guessed there were desks, because I couldn’t see them, they were loaded so deeply with piles of files, crates, boxes, index cards and papers. Except for one at the end of the room: empty, with an empty in-tray and a seat pushed in behind.

‘That’s you,’ said Gary, sitting down at the adjacent desk.

‘Oh no, I’m not next to you, am I, Gary?’ I said.

‘He bored our last DS (detective sergeant) into retirement.’ Alan Andrews again.

If you were to see Gary in the street, you’d notice a tall, slim man in his sixties with receding grey hair, glasses and a goatee beard. He looks like a slightly scruffy bank manager, but behind his quiet, calm, fastidious manner is one of the most ferocious investigators I’ve ever met. When I had been a young cop, he had been my sergeant and he’d helped to teach me how to be a thief-taker. I’d learnt a lot from Gary, but I’d never tell him that – his ego’s big enough. When it comes to doggedness and determination, he is quietly inspiring.

Gary had set up the Cold Case unit half a decade earlier. Now he had retired and had returned as a civilian investigator. I was new to his Cold Case team and was his sergeant. Rank made no difference to either of us; we were both hungry to solve cold cases.

‘If I’m sitting next to you, will you tuck your shirt in?’

Gary was looking at a file, shaking his head, smiling.

‘Or wear a tie?’

‘Once Professional Standards, always Professional Standards.’ Alan again.

The other members of the team were well known for their meticulousness. Most of all, DC Kath Synott. I had worked with Kath before. She also had piles of papers on her desk but they had a beautiful sense of order, neat towers of bureaucracy. No one was allowed to touch anything on her desk. She joked that it was obsessive compulsive disorder. Kath was fastidious about her appearance, with short hair and glasses. And she didn’t shake hands – she wasn’t rude, she just didn’t like that physical touch.

DC Liz Cousins was particular and completely victim-focused. In the past, she had taken senior officers by surprise when she’d felt they weren’t taking a case seriously enough. ‘What the fuck are you talking about?’ she would say to a chief inspector, not caring about the implications of her rudeness on her career.

Carrie Garrett was a civilian investigator, in her early fifties, at least a decade older than me. Very bohemian, with heavy make-up and coal-black eyes. She had been an investigator for the Department for Work and Pensions (DWP).

I felt a little bit scruffy next to these immaculate investigators. While I dressed smartly, my hair was unruly and I often came to the office from mucking out my horses. I couldn’t imagine any of the other officers doing that.

‘Is the whole team working on Melanie Road?’ I asked Gary.

‘Mostly,’ he replied. ‘But we’re fitting it in around everything else.’

I looked around the room.

‘How many unsolved murders are there?’

‘Thirty-three. And we look at all the unsolved rapes too.’

‘Any successes?’

‘A couple. Rhodium would be the first murder we’ve solved, but we’ve had rape convictions.’

‘Any really old cases?’

‘Oh, that’d be the cinema shooting.’ Gary again. ‘Nineteen forty-seven, Bristol city centre. A cinema manager was shot dead during a gunfight scene in the film. No one heard the trigger being pulled for real. That’s still unsolved.’

‘Is there any update on Gallagher?’

Gary shook his head. ‘Have you read the book?’

‘The book? No, what’s the book?’

‘Alan, do you have a copy?’

Alan grunted and I felt a whoosh in the air as a small file of papers flew through the air, landing on my empty desk.

I looked down at a stapled bundle of A4 papers and flicked through it. It was forty-seven pages long, filled with dense blocks of old-fashioned type. No images, just words. There were headings like Boyfriend and Associates, Outstanding Actions and Reported as Green Blood and Alibied.

Green Blood?

‘It was written on the first anniversary of the murder, when the case was parked,’ said Gary.

The front page read:

AVON AND SOMERSET CONSTABULARY

MURDER OF MELANIE ANNE ROAD

AGED 17 YEARS AT ST STEPHEN’S COURT, LANDSOWN, BATH ON FRIDAY/SATURDAY 8TH/9TH JUNE 1984.

CRIME REPORT.

I turned the first couple of pages, giving details about where the incident room had been and where exhibits were held. The main body of the text started on page four:

The Scene

At about 5.35am on the morning of Saturday 9th June 1984, Mr Anthony NOONAN, a milkman, and his son, Ian NOONAN, were in the process of delivering milk in the St Stephen’s area of Lansdown when they discovered the body of Melanie Anne ROAD in St Stephen’s Court. Mr NOONAN went to a nearby house, from where he telephoned the police.

It had the names of the first officers at the scene before continuing:

At the time the body was discovered there was nothing to indicate the identity of the deceased. Above the body, resting on a wall, was a key fob and keys bearing the Christian name ‘Melanie’.

As a result of this, inquiries were commenced in the area both by house-to-house and the use of a police patrol car using the Tannoy system.

Christ! Did Melanie’s parents find out about her murder by loudspeaker?

There were background details about Melanie: the youngest daughter of Anthony and Jean Road, born in September 1966. Her elder siblings were Karen and Adrian. Her family had moved to Bath two years earlier with her dad’s job. She had studied at Bath High School for Girls:

Her home surroundings are described as very good. Her social circle was confined mainly to her own age group of both sexes. She was a regular visitor to clubs and public houses in Bath. However, the club which she visited immediately prior to her death, the Beau Nash Club, was not a normal haunt of hers.

I remembered the Beau Nash Club. I’d gone there with friends. It was dark-red and stylish. This was an evocative time for a teenage girl: eighties pop, hairspray and rara skirts. Smoke-filled dance floors, men drinking cans of Hofmeister.

The book continued with a passage about boyfriends. Melanie had had a couple of boyfriends in the past:

Her longest and last relationship was with the boyfriend in whose company she spent her last hours, namely Sebastian CHARALAMBOUS, the deceased and he having been going out together for about six months.

The report stated that Melanie and Charalambous were in a sexual relationship, although they had refrained for the previous two weeks because of Melanie’s studies for her exams. It continued:

Throughout this inquiry it has become apparent that the deceased was not a heavy drinker, occasionally having a glass of white wine or the odd lager. She has on rare occasions been a little tipsy but never drunk.

‘She seems like such a nice girl,’ I said. I realised my voice was cutting through a silence in the cold case room. Alan looked out from behind his pile of papers, grunted and went back to his files.

The report outlined Melanie’s final day. She got up at 9 a.m., relaxed at home with her father and mother. Her elder sister Karen was also there, down from the Midlands with her newborn daughter. Melanie and Karen went out at 11.30 a.m., walking the mile or so into Bath city centre. They visited shops and the library. Melanie popped into a travel agent to find out the cost of a summer holiday to Greece.

The sisters returned home. Melanie sunbathed in the garden in the afternoon, then she got changed into sportswear, telling her family she would be playing tennis with Charalambous later that day

Anthony Road returned home from work at 4.30 p.m.:

He, together with the rest of his family, left the house shortly after 5.30pm in order to convey their eldest daughter Karen to Bristol so that she could catch the coach home to Birmingham. Melanie accompanied them as far as Queen Square, Bath, when she left the family car outside the Francis Hotel. She stated it was her intention to walk from there to her boyfriend’s flat.

This was the last the family saw of the deceased.

Anthony and Jean Road stayed out in Bristol, calling Karen at 9 p.m. to check she had returned home safely. Karen said Melanie had just called her from home ‘and appeared to be excited as her boyfriend’s brother, Theo, had arrived unexpectedly from London. They were going out in Bath to celebrate.’

Anthony and Jean Road got home soon after midnight. They found a note written by Melanie, saying she’d be home late, they shouldn’t wait up.

Melanie met up with Charalambous and his brother at Clarets Wine Bar at 10.30 p.m. They went back to Charalambous’s apartment, where they met his flatmate, Dennis Costas, then left for the Beau Nash nightclub at 11.05 p.m.:

Melanie spent most of the time with COSTAS as her boyfriend Sebastian was talking for most of the evening with his brother Theo.

The four left the club at 0130am, shortly after an incident in which they were not involved, but in which some water was spilled on the floor.

Costas went to get a burger from a van while Melanie and the Charalambous brothers walked to Broad Street:

The deceased parted company with her boyfriend, who states that he offered to get a taxi but she declined, stating she would be all right walking.

She walked in the opposite direction to them along Bridge Street and they crossed Pulteney Bridge. Halfway across the bridge CHARALAMBOUS looked behind but could not see her.

She was never seen alive again by any person at present on record.

‘Poor Melanie.’ It was me again, in the silence of the cold case room.

The door opened.

‘Hi Julie!’

It was Claire Nelson. I knew Claire a little. She was just as neatly presented as all the other women in the Cold Case team: petite, with big brown eyes that always seemed to look at you in wonder.

‘Well done on Rhodium,’ I said.

‘Thanks, Julie. We had so many names come in, we didn’t expect quite that reaction from a TV show.’

Claire explained that after the broadcast, viewers had been calling in with names of suspects: Gallagher and seventy-one others.

‘You’re reading the book? It’s fascinating. Have you got to the Green Blood yet?’

‘Green Blood?’

I skipped past the pathologist’s examination, seeing words like ‘stab’ and ‘blade’:

Forensic Scientist

Mr Michael ROGERS, of the South Western Forensic Science Laboratory, Chepstow, visited the scene at 10am on the 9th June 1984, where he also examined the body of the deceased.

The report said there were seventy-four blood spots, starting near Melanie’s body, heading on to the main road, down some stone steps, across Camden Crescent and away. Each spot was numbered. The next page got into the science:

Laboratory Examination of samples taken from the scene.

Blood samples of the deceased

Vaginal swab

Oral swab

‘Human semen was found on each of these swabs.

‘She was raped twice?’

No one said anything. Gary offered a nod.

They didn’t have DNA back in 1984, it was all blood science. I understood this a little. The report said Melanie’s blood was group A. Same as 40 per cent of people in Britain, but a protein test narrowed things further.

The technical readout of Melanie’s blood was PGM 1+1-. But there was another sample of blood at the scene. It had a different profile: PGM 2-1+.

The bloodspots nearest to where Melanie was found were hers but fourteen bloodspots from the getaway route were from this second profile. And this protein makeup was rare, only 3 per cent of the population had it:

Although not 100% conclusive, it would indicate that the assailant or someone connected to the incident was cut somewhere in St Stephen’s Road and then made off down the road, whereas the deceased somehow managed to travel or was carried to the point where her body was found.

For ease of reference, the blood group NOT of the deceased and carrying the grouping PGM 2-1+ is hereon referred to as Green Blood.

‘Green Blood?’ I said. It sounded like something from science fiction.

‘Rogers drew a map of the scene,’ Gary explained. ‘Not sure it’s in that file. He coloured Melanie’s blood in orange and the other blood spots in green: Green Blood. The green just refers to the crayon colour he used, but the name stuck.’

‘And only 3 per cent of the population has it?’

‘Yes. It was a great head start in the days before DNA. They could say quickly if someone was the murderer or not. And if you look at the post-mortem, you’ll notice most of the stab wounds were to the right side of Melanie’s body. Looks like a left-handed attacker.’

I flicked back and skimmed the autopsy summary.

‘Twenty-six stab wounds? Poor girl.’

I had been a member of many murder inquiries over the years. Few homicides had that kind of ferocity. One, maybe two others.

That could be any one of us, I thought to myself. How have her parents lived with this for all these years?

Melanie was stabbed twenty-one times to her front, five times in her back. As Gary said, the report confirmed that most of the wounds were to the right side of her chest.

‘Who the fuck goes out in the night with a knife and rapes a girl twice, stabs her like that and just disappears? Was Gallagher left-handed? Did he have Green Blood?’

‘We’re waiting to find out.’

‘How hard can it be to solve this? A left-handed man with a rare blood type. He was injured himself. Now we’ve developed a full DNA profile.’

‘He could be anywhere,’ said Alan. ‘He could be dead, he could be abroad. How many tourists roll into Bath every day? He could be anywhere on the planet.’

‘He could be in prison,’ noted Claire Nelson.

I carried on looking at the file. There were details of house-to-house inquiries and police operations held the following night and the following week.

‘It says here they compiled a list of every hotel guest staying in the city?’

‘It was a proper job. No stone unturned, they deserved to catch him.’ Alan again.

Then the report began describing Melanie’s boyfriend. He was nineteen years old at the time and they had met before Christmas the previous year. There was no sign or history of violence in their relationship:

The CHARALAMBOUS family would appear to be of considerable standing in Greece and are very wealthy. Although there are niggles about his attitude and behaviour, for him to have been responsible for the murder, two other people would have to be telling lies, namely his brother Theo and Dennis COSTAS.

‘We took Charalambous’s DNA, along with his friends in a review in 2001. No match,’ said Gary.

The report looked at the Beau Nash nightclub:

Two incidents occurred shortly before the deceased left, one being an ice bucket being thrown across the floor and another involving the debagging of a male person.

Both incidents are believed to be connected but despite extensive inquiries the persons involved have never been traced or identified.

The Greeks all refer in their statements to the deceased being seen in deep conversation with a male person described as white, 5’8/9”, mousey brown short hair.

The report stated that police had photographed every man known to have been in the club. The images were shown to the Greeks and they had both independently selected number 118, ‘namely Nigel WESTON’.

Weston was a civil servant who ‘admitted to having visited the Beau Nash nightclub on the night in question’. He said he had talked to and then danced with a girl – she had been identified as someone else. He’d left the club with friends and they all corroborated his story.

‘He admitted to having visited the Beau Nash club?’ I repeated. ‘How suspicious were they?’

‘The pressure was on,’ said Gary.

‘I know, but we wouldn’t write that now.’

I read the next heading:

Arab Inquiry

During the early stages of the inquiry, various reports were received concerning an Arab seen to be acting in a suspicious manner, trying to pick up females. This, together with the statement of Jan Webb, a seventeen-year-old friend of the deceased who described an Arab-looking person being a bit pushy with the deceased at a party three weeks prior to the murder, had caused extensive inquiries to be made at various colleges in the city.

The report said police had checked two colleges in Bath: Bailbrook College, which had been run by British Airways as a training school for air traffic controllers from the Arab states, and the Bell School of Languages. Detectives had had to do this quickly before any suspect flew home, moving beyond the reach of British law.

Three women, the report said, ‘saw the man at about 11 p.m. in the Broad Street area and in a club known as Harriet’s.’

Two different women ‘also refer to a similarly described Arab being in the Beau Nash Club at around 1 a.m. acting in a strange manner’.

Two further witnesses saw a man matching the description ‘in the Lansdown area of the city at about 1.35 a.m. on the morning of the 9th June 1984’.

Melanie had been at all three of those locations: first, the Beau Nash nightclub, then she had walked along Broad Street towards her home in the Lansdown area of the city. Investigators had designed a drawing, an Electronic Facial Identification Technique – or e-fit – of the man and had held ID parades with students from the colleges. There was, however, a but:

One group of Arabs came to special notice and having been identified have not been eliminated or interviewed as they have returned to their own country.

The report listed five men:

Hazim Ismat

Amir Al-badawi

Fazil Shariq

Jamil Qadir

Mansour Akram

All five stayed in Bath for the weekend. The only one who can be accounted for is Fazil Shariq, who met a girl at the Beau Nash Club, namely Sarah SUTTON, in whose company he remained until 5am.

All five Arabs are employed by the Pan-Arabian Petrol Co. Arrangements were being made by Mr JAMESON, the treasurer of the company, with a view to having these persons flown to the United Kingdom for interview. Unfortunately, Mr JAMESON was arrested shortly afterwards by the Saudis for political reasons and interviews have never been carried out.

‘What?’ I said. ‘Have we ever spoken to these five?’

‘No,’ said Claire.

‘So there was an Arab guy wandering around the route of Melanie’s walk home. We have the names of five men, they fly home and are beyond our reach?’

She nodded.

‘And the poor guy who tries to help us with this gets locked up?’

‘He was in prison for nine months.’

‘Fuck.’

‘Yes, and there’s another report around here.’ Claire gestured to one of the filing cabinets behind her. ‘We spoke with him in the 1996 review. He’d been banged up, he’d lost his job and he told us he would have done it all again because he thought it was the right thing to do.’

‘Did we take any samples from them? Are they Green Blood?’

‘No. They could have orange blood, green blood, yellow blood with silver speckles, we just don’t know.’

I got a pad of paper and wrote Arab Inquiry.

‘But those are just five men,’ Claire said. ‘There are hundreds in the system. Thousands.’

‘Thank God you’ve got Gallagher. You’d be at this for years.’

‘We’ve been at this for years,’ said Alan.

The next section read like something from an Agatha Christie novel:

Other Major Lines of Inquiry:

Man sitting on steps on St Stephen’s Church

At about 5.20am on 9th June 1984, Adam DILLAN was going on an organised fishing trip when he passed a milk float on Lansdown Hill. As he approached St Stephen’s Church his attention was drawn to a man sitting on the steps. He described this man as 25 years of age, 11 stone, 5’9”, with long, shoulder-length mousy-coloured hair. He was sitting with his arms outstretched down by his legs. Extensive inquiries and media appeals have been made to trace this man, with a negative result.

Man cycling up hill by St Stephen’s Church

At about 2.10am Rachel GLYNANE was a passenger in a Mercedes car driven by her husband up Lansdown Hill. They were passing St Stephen’s Church when they became aware of a man riding a pedal cycle. The cycle is described as an elderly person’s cycle with upright handlebars.

On 3rd August 1984 a reconstruction was held at the scene and despite extensive media inquiries, we have been unable to identify this man.

Man running in Fairfield Road area

At about 3.40am on 9th June 1984 Mr Frank SAMUELS, 27, a cleaning contractor, was cleaning in the Rising Sun public house on Camden Row when he heard
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