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INTRODUCTION
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Sixty years ago a small time thief, James Hanratty, with no history of violent crime was hanged for a motiveless and horrific murder, but vital evidence, withheld from the original trial, indicated that he might have been wrongly executed.  

His defence counsel couldn't take it in that this evidence had been concealed.   

At the same time, new DNA discoveries by forensic scientists told a very different story.  

If the interpretation of the DNA was right then James Hanratty was guilty, but if other new evidence, kept secret from the trial was right, then he might be innocent.  

What is the truth in this case?  

Was he innocent or guilty?    

Is this DNA evidence a cover up for the British government?  

Is this the final curtain on the James Hanratty case?    

What is your opinion after reading this book?
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CHAPTER ONE
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His eyes were drawn away as a woman with platinum blonde hair and a tight mini skirt sauntered up to the bar, eyeing the regulars like an aging lioness hungry for a meal.

After a slight hesitation, he took a deep breath and started. 

"Val.....I know this isn't what you want to hear but Janet won't give me a divorce," he said.

There was no heat in her voice as she looked at him through her horn rimmed glasses and simply said, "That comes as no surprise."

When the tension in him went, when the relief began, he carried on as normal, only somewhat happier than before.

"What do you think?" he asked. "Do you want us to carry on as we are or shall we call it a day?"

"If all I am to you is a bit on the side then I love you for always and forever but I know you don't think of me in that way. Our good times outnumber the bad by multitudes and I accept that Janet won't give you a divorce. Mind you, I can't blame her," she replied.

"So you want to continue our relationship?" he asked.

"I want it to go on forever," she replied.

Her smile was one of happiness growing, much like a spring flower opening. It came from deep inside to light her eyes and spread into every part of her.

Michael could feel her smile. He heard it in her voice, in her choice of words and the way she was so relaxed.

The Old Station Inn at Taplow was the very epitome of what a good village community pub should be. It was well maintained, inviting and humble. Wooden beams supported the upper floor and the chandeliers attached to them. The walls were decorated with sports memorabilia, indicating that the owners, and probably the customers, were avid fans.

The few people inside could be anybody, but whoever they were, they were enjoying each other’s company.

What stood out like a sore thumb was the man sitting silently opposite them. He made her a little nervous. He looked like a drifter and his gaze was riveted to her. His short, greased, dark hair slightly revealed a full, tense face. There was something about him which made her feel uneasy.

“Mike,” she said, kicking his leg underneath the table and carefully nodding her head in the man’s direction. “Do you know that man sitting opposite?”

He glanced up.

“No,” he replied. “Why?”

“He’s giving us some funny looks,” she replied.

“Shall I go and ask him what he’s looking at?” he asked.

“No,” she replied. “We don’t want any trouble in here. Let’s drink what’s left of our beers and leave. We can discuss the motor rally another day.”

They had been doing their best, over a couple of pints of beer, to work out a system of penalty marks for the ambitious all day rally they were trying to organize through the Chiltern Hills.

The half a dozen or so people that had been in the bar had now become around two dozen. It was a quarter to nine.

They tipped back their drinks and left.   

Valerie Storie met Michael Gregsten at the Road Research Laboratory at Langley, near Slough, Buckinghamshire, where they were doing research work. They actually met at the Canteen Committee, which she had joined. Their first date was at a dance just before Christmas. He asked her in a friendly, jocular way, if she would be his partner at the dance.

She knew he was married, but he had told her that his wife didn’t like dancing.

She was nineteen at the time and knew that he was fourteen years older than her.

It was love at first sight for her as she fell for his boyish looks and his softly spoken voice.

She, on the other hand, was quite a plain Jane.

He and his wife had separated when she learned of his affair with Valerie. They had two children, both boys.

All there was at first was a friendship between them.

Michael was important to her because he made her feel necessary and important. She considered him only as Michael - not as Michael the married man and father of two children.    

He was a good conversationalist. No matter what the subject, he always had a ready answer. They used to discuss all sorts of topics.    

They shared a liking for cars, serious music, concerts and theatre going.  She knew that Michael was attracted towards her. She was young and was excited. She had never felt like this before and looked forward to seeing him again.     Soon there were regular phone calls. He began to help her with her maths, for she was studying at night school for her Advanced G.C.E. in maths.  Sometimes they would fix a date. She liked this sense of belonging - that there was someone at last in her life for which she was a special sort of person.  All this time her affection for Michael was a very private thing. She never thought that having an affair with a married man was wrong – at the time. She used to say to herself, “But if I am sincere, if I really and truly am fond of Michael, how can it be wrong?”     

They had met. They liked to talk together. Other things happened.  For a long time things went on like this. She kept her secret to herself.  They never really worked out how things were going to end up. Every time they got around to talking about things like that they could never arrive at any sort of decision.     

The children were an ever present concern in his mind.  

Her parents had met Mike - indeed they had welcomed him into their home but they didn't know he was a married man. She hated keeping this from them, but felt they wouldn't understand.  

Finally her secret leaked out in the worst way. Someone tittle tattled to her mother. When she asked her if it was true and she said yes, her parents didn’t interfere. She told her mother not to worry assuring her that nothing would happen to her. Her parents knew her well enough to realize that she couldn’t be forced to forget about Michael. She was the sort of person who could be led but never forced.  So the open door stayed open at their house for him. Their love began to grow richer.  

Michael and Valerie were both very keen on motor rallying and had gone to the pub to discuss plans on a forthcoming rally.  

Although it was the swinging sixties, people still frowned on young women having affairs with married men and it was this that worried her. She thought the man might have known Michael’s wife and was some sort of private detective observing them.    

The evening sun cast long shadows on the car park as they left the pub and headed towards the grey Morris Minor he had borrowed from his aunt.  Like the gentleman he was, Michael opened the front passenger door for Valerie and she stepped in.  

“Do you want to go back to my place?” he asked, as he put the key into the ignition.  

“No,” she replied. “It’s a nice evening. Let’s go to our special place near the river.”  

The engine started and he slowly made his way out of the car park.  

It wasn’t long before there were fields all around them, their patterns only broken by the occasional tree left to grow in peace.  

Cows and sheep were grazing in the fading light of the late August evening.  

They eventually arrived at an opening in a nearby cornfield at Dorney Reach where a flock of cows had found something newsworthy.   

Michael pulled the car off the country lane and drove a few yards into the field which was used by lovers.  

Usually there were other cars dotted around but that evening they had the place to themselves.    

The sweet, slightly pungent smell of the corn moved in steady waves as they sat inside the snugness of the car, watching the sunset sink perfectly into the field in a balance of pink and gold. The occasional barking of dogs in the distance broke the silence.  

She didn’t need a drink or food – just the pure pleasure of nuzzling up close – with her man’s arm around her while the sunset matched their breathing.  

They were parked with their backs to the roadway. Occasionally a tug of wind bustled against the windows and the car gave a little tremble.  

They had been quite a few times in the car to that particular spot.  

In the summer they had parked up and wandered down to the river to watch the boats go by through the locks. They always enjoyed their evenings by the river.  That particular night had started happily enough. Mike had gone to her house for tea and afterwards they drove to the pub.   

They sat there in the car finalizing the plans for the next motor rally which was a rather ambitious eighty mile route.    

She felt very close to him.  

It was the 22nd August 1961 and the dusk had faded in so slowly that they failed to notice until the field ahead of them was disappearing into darkness.  

An unexpected tapping at the window had her frozen. It was no more than a tap but in the failing light her heart was on a hair-trigger. From the moment that tap came at the window life stopped for both of them.
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