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			Introduction

			It was 1978. I was in my twenties and not long out of university. I had always wanted to work in television and after a spell training as a newspaper journalist, I had been accepted, after a two-day battery of interviews, as a researcher on what was arguably then Britain’s most prestigious weekly current affairs television programme, Weekend World, which ran on the UK’s only commercial channel at that time, ITV.

			The programme was based in London, but one day I was called into my editor’s office and told to pack my bags: I was going to Manchester, and I was likely to be away for several weeks. This was to be a rather different assignment from my usual work on political subjects.

			Manchester had been the scene of a series of notorious child abductions and murders about 10 years before, and a woman involved in the case had been imprisoned but was now coming up for consideration for the first time for parole. The tabloid press and vocal sections of the public were going ballistic at the merest mention of parole for this woman, and now we were going to quiz the chairman of the Parole Board on the subject, the Board being the body made up of senior civil servants and assorted worthies to advise the government on a variety of prisoner-related issues but most importantly on whether any given prisoner should be released or not, and under what conditions. Today the Board is a quasi-judicial body, making independent decisions which have the force of law on these matters, but in those days, it was still only an advisory body. Nevertheless, its advice was usually determining, and the chairman of the Board the most influential figure of all.

			My task was to go to Manchester and make something like a half-hour film about the story and lay out the pro and con arguments for the woman’s release, as a scene-setter for the high-profile end interview.

			At that time, I knew only the bare bones of the story of the Moors Murders. I had heard the names of Ian Brady and Myra Hindley, the couple involved in the case, but I otherwise knew very little about it. Although there was no way I could know it then, this assignment was to be the start of what would be an enduring professional connection with this story. During my television career, I would be caught up in full-scale riots, go undercover in guerrilla wars, interview presidents and prime ministers, meet Nobel prize winners and hobnob with the world’s most glamorous movie stars and entertainers at the Oscars. But for one reason or another, throughout it all, the Moors Murders would keep coming back to haunt me. In the end, I was to be involved over the next few decades in no less than another seven television programmes on the subject, so that I eventually came to feel I had virtually lived the entire case myself.

			I had only ever been to Manchester once before. My grandmother had been born there and had come from one of the suburbs of the city. But that was pretty much all I knew about it. I had been booked by the programme manager into the Piccadilly Hotel at the back of the Piccadilly bus terminus. It was fine, but it wasn’t the Ritz. The glowering, leaden January skies and occasional drizzle – apparently a normal winter’s day in that part of the world – didn’t do much to lift my spirits.

			But I had a job to do, and I set about starting my researches. I began by going to a small local police station in the working-class suburb of Hyde, to the east of the city centre, which was the general area from which the murders had been initiated. This was the police station where first Ian Brady and then, some days later, Myra Hindley had been taken, arrested and initially detained. It was there, while in custody, that a police photographer had taken mugshots of each of them. He can have had absolutely no idea that these images would eventually become among the most notorious in British criminal history; that for many decades in the future they would feature on the front pages of countless national newspapers and in endless media accounts; and that they would become so well-known to the general public and so iconic that they would even feature in artworks, pop songs and other manifestations of popular culture.

			At Hyde police station, I spoke to several officers. None of them had been directly involved in the case, but as it had become the most infamous crime in twentieth-century British history, they all knew about it and had had the details recounted to them many times by those of their colleagues who had been involved. The story they told was pretty shocking, even to me as an already seasoned journalist who had covered a number of murder cases before on my previous newspaper job.

			In children’s fairy stories there is the perennial myth of evil grown-ups who lure children away to terrible unspecified ends: the Pied Piper of Hamelin who lures them away and then they mysteriously disappear; the wicked witch who lures them away in the forest to situations too ghastly and dreadful to imagine. It is the ultimate nightmare which stalks childhood.

			This case was like every child’s worst horror story come to life and made real. It was gruesome almost beyond belief. Beyond Belief was actually the very title used in one of the first books written on the subject, and it seemed entirely appropriate. It baffled me then, and continued to haunt me for many years, as to how and why anyone would want to perpetrate unspeakable acts on small innocent and vulnerable children. And as far as the public was concerned, they could just about accept that a man might carry out such appalling violence, but in this case a woman was involved. A woman? This seemed to fly in the face of everything we knew about women: that they were the nurturers in life, the ones children turned to for kindness and comfort and succour. How could a woman have gone so against the apparently natural grain of womanhood?

			Television is rarely a medium for introspection on the deep questions of human motivation and for analysing in particular how and why the criminal mind evolves. It is in fact in an attempt – even decades later – to make sense of it all that I have written this book. I believe I have finally come to a kind of understanding of this question, and I hope by the end of this you will feel I have helped you too to reach some comprehension of what seems on the face of it incomprehensible.

			I shouldn’t really have to say this, but I know that if I don’t, there’ll be the usual onslaught by armchair critics: so just to be very clear, an explanation is not an excuse. Without prejudging whether I have managed successfully to provide some kind of explanation for the couple’s behaviour, trying to understand how and why these developments might have come about is not in any way to excuse that behaviour.

			As I emphasise in this book, we are all ultimately responsible for the decisions we make, and we carry not only the legal responsibility for them but the moral responsibility too, however much circumstances beyond our control may have contributed towards influencing those decisions.

			In any case, I acknowledge that, rather like Nazism or several other logic-defying horrors, I think there will always remain an element of this story which eludes analysis or rational explanation.

			In the end, extraordinary and grotesque actions like these remain testimony to the unfathomable and infinite mystery of the dark depths to which the human mind can descend.

		

		
			PART ONE

			FINDING THE BODIES

		

		
			CHAPTER 1

			The discovery

			Early on the morning of 7 October 1965, just as daylight broke and the world was beginning to stir, the local police station in the Manchester suburb of Hyde received a strange phone call. A teenage boy was calling from a telephone box on a nearby council estate and was clearly terrified. He wouldn’t say what the matter was but begged the police to come immediately and fetch him.

			A few minutes later, when the police still hadn’t arrived, he called again, this time even more desperate.

			When two constables did in fact turn up a few minutes later in a police car, they were greeted by a curious sight. The young man was huddled in nearby bushes, trying to make himself inconspicuous, and with him was a teenage girl, replete with fashionable 1960s beehive hairstyle and heavy black eye make-up. Moreover, the young man was armed with a screwdriver and a kitchen knife.

			They drove the couple to the police station and it took a few minutes and a cigarette before the boy was sufficiently composed to explain why he had called them. The young man was a 17-year-old called David Smith and the young woman with him was his wife, Maureen. David told the police that late the previous evening his wife’s sister, who was Myra Hindley, had come round to their flat and then asked David to accompany her to her nearby house because it was so late, while also promising to give him some miniature wine bottles her boyfriend Ian Brady had collected for him when they got there. David knew the couple very well so this seemed a perfectly routine request.

			It was anything but routine, however. David then recounted to the police what had happened when they had arrived at the house.

			Nearly 40 years after these events, in 2003, I was making yet another documentary film about the Moors Murders – ironically to mark the death of Myra Hindley – and David was persuaded to record for us the only television interview he ever gave, in which he described in detail what had happened that night.

			What he told us was so dramatic and spine-chilling that I think it is worth recounting the exact words he used to describe what transpired when he arrived at Hindley and Brady’s house that night:

			I go in the house. She takes me into the kitchen. To the right is the living room, straight ahead is the kitchen. It’s a very small house. To the left is a set of stairs. That is the entrance hall into the kitchen. She opens a drawer and she takes out, I don’t know, five, six miniature wine bottles, puts them on the top of the cabinet. ‘Excuse me, wait here a minute, there’s the wine.’ Then she goes into the living room. A minute passes, maybe two minutes, I don’t know, a minute or so, a very short time.

			All of a sudden there’s screaming, there’s swearing, there’s banging around. She screams ‘Dave, Dave, help him’. I go running into the living room and Brady – he’s got this lad. Whacking him and whacking him and hitting him and hitting him – with an axe! It’s very violent. Very, very violent. The lad is on the floor, Brady still hitting him. I think, at the trial, [they said] he’d received 14 blows. It was very bad. He then strangles him. He’s swearing at him; he’s cursing him; he’s calling him filthy names.

			And then it’s over. Stops. I’m there. Hindley is there. And Brady’s there. And everything has to be normal. I emphasise this. It has to be normal or else I don’t walk out of that house. What steps are taken after that, it’s purely leading up to me going out of that house. I don’t care, as long as I get out of that house.

			We wrapped the body up. We carried the body upstairs. We come downstairs. And the three of us, mostly myself and Hindley but Brady was part of it as well, cleaned up.

			He passes me the axe. ‘Feel the weight of that. How did he take that? Feel the weight of that.’ Hindley sits down. There’s a chair next to the fireplace. She says, ‘I saw the blow, the blow register in his eyes. He never saw anything, he never knew anything. I saw the blow register in his eyes.’ It’s a normal conversation. I know it sounds unbelievable. It’s a normal conversation. If they had walked in with chocolate biscuits and tea, I would have stayed and drank tea and ate chocolate biscuits. I would have done anything just to get out of that house … I wanted to go through that door … I had to be normal. He’s in control of that room. He’s in control of that room … I am non-threatening. I am totally obedient. I am going to do anything to get out of that room. Was I frightened? Was I shocked? It’s more than that, it’s more than that. It’s something that clicks in, that you have no control over, but it clicked in. I’m so grateful that it did. If I’d have panicked, if I’d have gone off the head, if I’d have done … if I had made a run for the front door, I swear I wouldn’t have got to it, I wouldn’t have got there … I just want to leave them happy.

			‘See you tomorrow, right, bye bye.’ Away I go.

			Smith explained that he’d finally escaped at about three in the morning and had gone home covered in blood. At this point, the survival instinct which had kicked in and enabled him to get through the horror of what he had just felt obliged to take part in, dissipated, and Smith found himself retching in his bathroom. He woke Maureen and told her what had happened. They discussed the matter and decided they had no option but to tell the police.

			They had no telephone so would have to call from a public phone box. But Smith was terrified that Brady might spot him, so he waited until daylight, when other people started moving about, in order to give himself some protection. And they chose to go to a phone box which was on the opposite side of their flats, away from the road leading to Brady and Hindley’s house.

			The police were bemused by this account. The young man was obviously terribly frightened, but murder was rare in that area and the account seemed almost too extreme to be credible.

			Police Superintendent Bob Talbot and Detective Sergeant Ian Fairley drove round to the house, a modern two-up, two-down semi-detached at the end of a small terrace of four houses, located at 16 Wardle Brook Avenue in the recently developed new suburb of Hattersley. It was still early morning, and they kept a discreet distance at first. Then Talbot spotted a bread delivery man. He borrowed the man’s overalls and taking the bread delivery in hand, walked up to the back door and knocked.

			Myra Hindley opened the door, cool, calm and collected according to Fairley. Ian Brady was sprawled on a sofa in the living room, also totally composed and nonchalant. After Detective Sergeant Fairley identified himself and said he had reason to believe a murder had been committed there, Brady and Hindley at first denied all knowledge of any such thing. As the police looked around, there was no evidence of any struggle or blood. Everything looked completely normal.

			Fairley, however, insisted on inspecting the premises, and the two policemen soon found a locked upstairs bedroom. They asked for the key. Myra Hindley prevaricated but eventually Brady, with a certain casual resignation, told her to give it to them. In the bedroom they found the body of a young man trussed up, exactly as David Smith had described.

			Ian Brady was taken to Hyde police station where a junior detective constable photographed the prisoner – having no inkling that this was the routine mugshot which would become one of the best known, most reproduced and most infamous photographs in all British criminal history.

			At this stage of the case, the police believed there had been some kind of altercation between Brady and the victim the night before and that it had got out of hand. They had no reason to think it was anything other than a single murder. The victim was identified as a 17-year-old apprentice engineer called Edward Evans. Myra Hindley was not believed to have been involved, and it didn’t occur to anyone to charge her with anything, thus leaving her completely free.

			Among the extensive cast of people who I met in the course of making not just that initial Moors Murders programme but a good many more was a journalist, who later became a television producer, Clive Entwistle. At the time of the murders, Clive was a young freelance reporter in the Manchester area. He heard a rumour that morning that there had been a murder in Hattersley and so he drove there to see what he could find out.

			Clive found a policeman standing outside the house who confirmed that yes, they had found the body of a young man trussed up in polythene in a back bedroom and that they had arrested the man living in the house. He told Clive that the man’s girlfriend was at a neighbour’s house with her grandmother, so Clive went round to interview her. He found Myra Hindley sitting in a front room staring out of the window. She was wearing a summery dress and a cardigan, but the blonde bouffant hairstyle which later became indelibly associated with her was not to be seen. Her hair was mousey-brown and flat around her ears and shoulders. He spent 20 minutes trying to interview her but found her extremely taciturn and unforthcoming. Apart from confirming her name, that she lived at number 16, and that her boyfriend had been arrested, she said absolutely nothing else.

			In retrospect Clive realised that she was probably struggling to come to terms with the enormity of what had just happened to her and Brady. He was very probably the first member of the press that Myra had ever encountered, and certainly the first after the murders. Neither he nor Myra could possibly have guessed at that moment that this was the beginning of the decades-long, intensely hostile and enormously public acrimony between Myra and the press – a relationship which would endure even long after she was dead.

			Myra’s refusal to say anything was typical of her stubbornly defiant and uncooperative attitude throughout the initial phase of the police investigation. When questioned over the coming days, her attitude was always, ‘Ask Ian. I say what he says.’

			In the late morning, David Smith was asked to make a formal statement to the police. Smith explained that he had had very little to do with his sister-in-law and her boyfriend until he and Maureen got married about a year before. He was just sixteen and a half at that time, and his bride had been barely any older than him – 18. And seven months pregnant, to boot. The day after they got married, Myra and Ian had suggested they take the newly married couple on a day trip to the Lake District because David couldn’t afford to pay for a honeymoon. So off they had gone in a car Myra either owned or had hired, with Myra driving. It seems that although Ian could drive a motorbike, he had never learned to drive a car, and so that was always Myra’s domain. This was actually pretty unusual in those days, when only a small percentage of women drove at all, and wouldn’t normally be the person owning or hiring the car.

			After that initial outing, the two couples had started seeing a lot more of each other and had started socialising together.

			The age difference between Ian and David was a significant factor in their relationship. David was still only a teenager, whereas Ian was already in the second half of his twenties.

			A regular routine had developed. David and Maureen would go round of an evening to the house where Myra and Ian lived. Ian would open a bottle of wine. He and David would sit and chat in the living room downstairs while the two sisters would usually go upstairs to Myra’s bedroom to talk. Brady was apparently a great admirer of Hitler and the Nazis and would play David recordings of Hitler speeches. In the course of their friendship, he also encouraged David to read some of the esoteric books he had collected – many about sado-masochism. It was apparently quite normal for Ian and David’s conversations to go on well past midnight. The women would by that time have gone to sleep in the bedroom, and Ian and David would just fall asleep sitting upright in the armchairs downstairs.

			David Smith mentioned to the police that during one of those late-night conversations before the Edward Evans killing, Brady had boasted that he had already committed several murders, even telling Smith that Smith had unknowingly once stood over the grave of one of his victims. Smith said Brady was always making wild and extravagant claims, and like many of his other pronouncements, Smith had taken it with a pinch of salt and put it down to braggadocio.

			Smith seems not at this point to have attached any special significance to Brady’s claim, but this obviously began the process of planting the seed in the mind of the police that there might be more to this case than at first appeared.

			This dawning suspicion was encouraged when the police began examining the house – now cordoned off and with both Myra and her grandmother forbidden to re-enter it – and Myra’s mini-van parked outside. In the van, police found Ian Brady’s wallet. In that wallet, among other items, was a curious coded checklist, which looked very much like a checklist for clearing up after a murder. When challenged about this, Brady conceded it was indeed such a checklist but claimed he had made it after the Evans killing to plan how to deal with that situation. The police weren’t sure. It looked very much as though it had been compiled before the evening’s events – and if so, it would show that the homicide, far from being the spontaneous quarrel Brady claimed it had been, was actually premeditated.

			But much more significant, the police thought, was a notebook of Brady’s they found in the house containing a page of doodlings, with various names scrawled across it. And one of those names was ‘John Kilbride’.

			John Kilbride happened to be the name of a 12-year-old boy who had gone missing nearly two years earlier from a market in the nearby town of Ashton-under-Lyne. John had gone to the cinema on a Saturday afternoon with a friend, and after that, they had gone to the market to do odd jobs for stallholders to earn a little money to buy biscuits. The boys split up at half-past-five and his friend was the last person to see John alive.

			The case of the missing boy had been widely reported in the local press and search parties had been fruitlessly organised.

			When Brady was asked about John Kilbride’s name in his notebook, he scoffed at the idea there had been other murders and said he couldn’t remember why he had written the name down, but it was probably because he’d recently read about the case in the newspapers and it was subliminally in his mind. By now the high-ranking Detective Chief Superintendent Arthur Benfield was in charge, and he also interrogated Brady about the coded checklist.

			At 8.20 p.m. that evening, Brady was finally charged with Edward Evans’s murder. It was still only Day One of the investigation – barely 12 hours since the police had called round at Wardle Brook Avenue. But already they were not satisfied that the Evans murder was a single event and were increasingly of the view that Brady may have murdered other children who had gone missing in the Greater Manchester area. They were determined to pursue further investigations. Even they, though, could never have imagined the horror of what they were in due course to discover.

			The next day, Friday 8 October, Brady appeared in court and was formally remanded in custody. Meanwhile, the police continued trawling through what they had found at the house in Wardle Brook Avenue, including more than 150 photographs, many of them pictures taken of deserted moorlands, and of both Brady and Hindley posing in various moorland locations. They also continued talking to David Smith. Smith told them that among other things, Brady and Hindley had often taken him and Maureen on drives around the countryside and in particular, to a part of the moorland above Manchester called Saddleworth Moor to go picnicking there. Smith had warned the police at his very first meeting that Brady had guns, and indeed the police had found guns in the house. Smith now told them that Brady had also frequently taken him up on to Saddleworth Moor to use the guns and engage in target practice.

			Unfortunately, although the police were growing increasingly suspicious of Brady, they didn’t yet think Myra Hindley had been actively involved in any criminal offences, nor did they have anything concrete or any evidence against her. Accordingly, although they continued talking to her and she maintained her rather surly and belligerent attitude, she was left entirely free to come and go as she pleased. We now know it was during this breathing space, that Myra Hindley carried out a plan pre-agreed with Brady for exactly an eventuality like this. On Saturday 9 October, Hindley went to the offices of Millwards, the chemical distribution company where both she and Brady had worked, and which happened to be empty when she arrived. There she retrieved Brady’s so-called Master List, which they had secretly stored there, away from their home premises. This was the master template he used to plan all his murders. Although we don’t know for certain, I am pretty sure that also stored at Millwards was a great deal of additional material relating to the murders, like maps they used, photographs, tapes, mementoes and other potentially incriminating evidence. In fact, Brady himself admitted during the later trial that he had made about 20 tape recordings – but the vast majority of these were never found. It is generally assumed that Myra Hindley burned all this material, as a consequence of which it was irretrievably lost, and with it, a great deal of evidence relating to their crimes. Not only did this mean we would forever have gaps in our knowledge concerning the crimes we know they did commit, but it might also have shed light on whether there were further murders – a rumour which has long circulated, but for which there is no evidence.

			Brady was being constantly interviewed by the police but although he wasn’t playing dumb as Hindley was, he denied categorically that there had been any other murders and downplayed the significance of all the references both verbal and photographic to the moors. Nevertheless, this was the area the police were now focusing in on. They seemed to have played an unaccountably significant role in Brady and Hindley’s life. The underlying issue was that if there had been other murders, where were the bodies? The moors seemed the most likely place.

			First, the police took David and Maureen up to Saddleworth Moor and asked David to point out where they had engaged in the target shooting. The police, led by Detective Chief Inspector Joe Mounsey, called in reinforcements and they began digging. It was like looking for a needle in a haystack: they weren’t sure there were any bodies up there at all, and if there were, where they might be. And Saddleworth Moor, as I discovered for myself when we went up there filming, is a vast, generally flat and featureless expanse covering no less than 30 square miles. In order to try to pinpoint locations of interest more precisely, the police took David and Maureen up to the moor again on a second visit, asking the couple to point out other sites they had visited with Brady and Hindley – for example, where they had gone picnicking. The police also discovered that Brady and Hindley had frequently taken neighbours’ children up to the moors as well. One they had taken regularly was called Pat Hodges; they had also taken siblings Carol and David Waterhouse there. The police took Pat Hodges up to the moors, asking her to point out sites she had visited with the couple.

			Understandably, given the passage of time, the different seasons of the year, changing light and the generally undistinctive nature of the terrain, the Smiths and the child were pretty vague about where they had been. But both David and Maureen and Pat Hodges did single out one distinctive geographical feature which lay not far from the main road across the moor as somewhere they had either visited or near where they had visited. It was a rocky outcrop which forms a small hillock, Hollin Brown Knoll. The police soon realised this feature also triangulated significantly with a number of the photographs they had found in Wardle Brook Avenue. Although the police didn’t yet know it, this was to prove a crucial discovery.

			The police were becoming increasingly convinced that if Myra Hindley hadn’t actually been involved in any murders, she must have known something about what Brady was up to. Five days after his arrest, and based on David Smith’s witness statement, the police finally arrested her too, the charge being an accessory to Edward Evans’s murder. She was remanded in custody.

			Once again, a policeman took a routine mugshot of the prisoner, having no inkling that this photograph too would become infamous over the next decades. Not only did Myra Hindley’s defiant, staring eyes come to feature on the world’s front pages for years into the future, the image became so notorious that when an artist re-created it using children’s handprints to compose the picture, it led to near-riots outside the Royal Academy in London when it was exhibited there in 1997, more than 30 years after the murders – testament to the powerful public fury the case, and Myra Hindley in particular, still evoked.

			Myra Hindley’s arrest marked another moment the full significance of which would also only become apparent in hindsight. Probably no one at that juncture imagined Myra Hindley would never be free again – but that’s what happened. From that moment on, Myra Hindley would spend the rest of her life right up until the moment of her death as a prisoner behind bars or under prison supervision.

			By this stage, the case of Brady and Hindley had already started to make an impact not only on the local press but on the national press too. From now onwards, every twist and turn of the case would be excitedly followed by a media scrum, posing a significant problem of management for the police. By the time the couple were brought to trial, the infamous police mugshots were firmly embedded in public consciousness through their use on every front page, and both Brady and Hindley had become indelibly labelled as ‘monsters’, with special opprobrium being reserved for Hindley who was soon to become designated ‘the most evil woman in Britain’.

			It was a few days later that the case of the Moors Murders finally spilled right open. The most significant finding of the entire case, one that truly shocked and appalled the police and would eventually shock and appal the entire nation, happened just over a week after David Smith’s alerting the police.

			Smith was already known to the police. He was a petty thief who, as a juvenile, had been convicted of larceny – a form of burglary not involving force or violence. In the working-class area where he had grown up, Gorton – close to both Hyde and Hattersley – there did exist at that time, as in several other working class areas of Manchester, a widespread criminal sub-culture, though it was largely confined to minor crime. Smith told the police that over time, Brady had gradually introduced the subject of robbery. He obviously knew of Smith’s track record and said that he too had been involved in theft of various kinds. In fact, he implied he was a seasoned armed robber who had pulled off big jobs like bank robberies with an unspecified gang of what he called ‘associates’. As time went by, he started suggesting to Smith that they might commit a robbery or two together. Smith was intrigued. The discussions advanced to the stage where Brady had actually instructed the not unwilling Smith to go and ‘case’ a couple of banks, telling him to make detailed notes of when the banks opened, when money was brought in by security vans, when the bank was quiet and busy, what escape routes there were, and so on. Smith confessed he had conscientiously followed his orders, done his surveillance and had made his notes. In the event, nothing had ever come of these plans, but Smith didn’t know that at the time, and he had fully expected they might indeed pull off ‘a job’.

			During Smith’s discussions with the police on 15 October, he mentioned for the first time that either the day before Evans’s murder or on the afternoon of the murder, Brady had told Smith to bring his burglary paraphernalia – a cosh and a starter pistol – to his house. Smith had believed they were finally going to commit a burglary and that Brady wanted to clear away all possible incriminating evidence before the burglary in case they were caught. Brady had packed Smith’s cosh and pistol away in a suitcase along with articles of his own, and he and Hindley had then driven away with two suitcases to hide them away from their house. Smith believed they had taken them to a left luggage deposit box in a railway station somewhere.

			The police weren’t sure that these suitcases contained anything especially important, but they began an exhaustive search both of Brady and Hindley’s house and of left luggage lockers in local railway stations, of which there were six different ones.

			Then a policeman made a crucial discovery in the Wardle Brook house. Inside the spine of a white-covered prayer book belonging to Hindley, he found a tiny slip of paper neatly folded up and tucked away out of sight. It was the receipt for two suitcases stored in the left-luggage department of Manchester’s Central Railway Station.

			It was only a few hours before the suitcases were tracked down. Nothing could have prepared the detectives for what they found in them. Smith’s cosh and starter pistol were there. There were various documents including a tax receipt which identified the owner of the suitcases as Ian Brady. There were many more photographs of seemingly innocent landscape scenes, mostly more moorland. There were several spools of audio tape and then – most shockingly – nine photographs of a young girl in various stages of undress, bound and gagged and looking pleadingly at the photographer.

			The police very quickly identified the child as a 10-year-old girl called Lesley Ann Downey, who had also disappeared in Manchester. She had vanished without trace from a funfair at Christmas time about 10 months before. At that time, her parents had of course been frantic, but despite extensive searches, Lesley had not been found.

			Ann West, Lesley’s mother, later wrote of the fear and pain that she and her family experienced on the day her little girl disappeared and in the weeks and months that followed – the beginning of an endless period of sorrow, full of worry and helplessness. It was only hope, she said, which had made life endurable.

			And now appallingly, for Mrs West, all hope was about to be extinguished, and her ordeal was only going to get worse.

			Hardened as they were, the police themselves were profoundly shocked by the photographs of the young girl they had found. But disturbing as they were, they were not as convulsing as what the audio tapes revealed. On one of the tapes, at the end of a long section of Christmas music – ‘The Little Drummer Boy’ – was a recording of Lesley Ann Downey begging to be released, being admonished by Myra Hindley to keep quiet and being given a slap, pleading pathetically with both Hindley and a man presumed to be Brady, and finally ending with her screaming.

			I have never heard the tape recording. Very few ever have. But the detective who first heard it was stunned, and John Stalker, the highly respected former Deputy Chief Constable of Manchester who heard it as a junior CID officer at the time, later said that nothing in criminal behaviour, before or after, penetrated his heart with quite the same paralysing intensity as listening to that recording. Later, when it was played in court at Brady and Hindley’s trial, it was reported that grown men wept.

			It was clear to the police now that something very grave and sinister, way beyond the murder of Edward Evans, was unfolding.

			When Brady and Hindley were interrogated about the events surrounding the tape recording of Lesley Ann Downey, they claimed David Smith had been responsible for the whole episode. They said it had been Smith who had brought the child to their house and had asked Brady to photograph her, Brady being known as a keen amateur photographer. They even claimed the man’s voice on the recording was Smith’s, not Brady’s. Hindley said that when the child began raising her voice, she was afraid the neighbours might hear and explained her own presence in the room and her peremptory treatment of the little girl as an attempt to keep her quiet. They further said the last time they had seen Lesley Ann Downey was when David Smith had led her away from their house.

			Smith categorically denied this account, and given that it was he who had brought the entire unfolding case to the police, they were inclined to believe him and to dismiss Brady and Hindley’s version of events.

			Now extremely concerned that other abductions or even murders might have taken place, the police started examining records of other children who had gone missing in the area in the previous year or two. Apart from Lesley Ann Downey and John Kilbride, two other names struck the police as significant: Pauline Reade, aged 16, and Keith Bennett, aged 12.

			When Brady continued to deny flatly that he had been involved in any other missing children’s cases, and Myra Hindley echoed him, saying she knew nothing about anything, the investigation appeared to have reached something of an impasse. The photographs and tape recording made it highly probable that they had at least been involved in Lesley Ann’s disappearance. But however distressing, it didn’t prove they had murdered her. And without hard evidence of her having been murdered – or indeed that any of the other missing children had been murdered – the police’s hunch was exactly that: a hunch.

			They needed a body, or bodies, if they were to determine that murder had actually taken place. Throughout this time, the police had continued digging on the moors, and DCI Mounsey is widely reported to have been the main driving force behind the push to continue, without whom the search might have been called off sooner and the Moors Murders never brought to light.

			Hollin Brown Knoll had now become the main focus of their efforts. It wasn’t long before this concentration proved to be justified. It was only the day after the suitcases were found when the first body on the moors was discovered.

			Late in the afternoon of 16 October, a mere nine days since David Smith had made his phone call to the police, the search of the moor was being called off for the day as the light began to fade. A young police constable called Bob Spiers, who had only joined the force a few months before, hung back to relieve himself. Just as he was about to rejoin the team, he noticed a piece of bone sticking up out of the ground. He called out to his superior, and a hurried inspection suggested it might be human remains. Just 100 yards from Hollin Brown Knoll, the police uncovered a shallow grave, and in that grave was the still identifiable body of a young girl, her clothes buried with her at her feet.

			With the light almost gone, the police carried on excavating the site into the night under arc lights.

			Later that evening, young journalist Clive Entwistle got a tip-off that the police had discovered something of interest on Saddleworth. He told me that he drove up there so fast, he almost blew up his car engine. By the time he got there, it was late at night and the arc lights made it look, he said, like a scene from a Hitchcock film with cloud and mist swirling about. As he arrived, they had just been excavating Lesley Ann Downey’s remains. In those days they didn’t have body bags so they had wrapped her body in a tarpaulin sheet and were carrying it down to place it in the back of the Black Maria, as police vans were then known. Clive stood on the mudguard of the van and as the policemen lifted the body into the vehicle, the tarpaulin briefly opened so he caught a glimpse of the remains inside.

			‘It’s something that will live with me,’ he said, ‘and has done all my life. It was a picture you don’t forget.’

			During the evening, a television newsflash had alerted Lesley Ann Downey’s mother that a body had been found on Saddleworth Moor. Frantic, she called the police from a neighbour’s house but was reassured that the body was that of a boy, not a girl. Relieved, she went to bed, but when she woke the next morning, her heart sank as she found a press scrum gathered outside her house. Shortly afterwards two policemen arrived. The younger man said it was their sad duty to ask her to come down to the mortuary with them to make a formal identification.

			There was no need to specify whose body was to be formally identified.

			In the mortuary, Ann West first agreed that the clothing that had been found in the grave was definitely Lesley’s. Then she was taken into the mortuary proper where the smell of rubber and formaldehyde assailed the senses. Lesley’s body lay on the mortuary slab. It may seem odd but Mrs West’s first reaction was thankfulness that somebody had at least protected Lesley Ann’s modesty by covering the body with a green sheet. But to her surprise, the sheet had been drawn up to hide the right-hand side of Lesley’s torso and face. Mrs West was able to derive some modicum of comfort because she thought Lesley Ann looked as though she was sleeping peacefully and still looked beautiful.

			The reason half of Lesley Ann’s body was shielded from Mrs West’s view was that by a quirk of the terrain, the body had lain in peat and although half had remained more or less intact, the other half had been completely eroded away.

			The hideousness of Mrs West’s experience was not yet over. A few days later, she was shown two of Brady’s photographs of Lesley for further formal identification, and then, a few days later still, she was played the tape recording to identify Lesley’s voice.

			We can all imagine to some degree what horror Mrs West had to deal with, but only she can really have known what it was like to live with that memory. She often described it as though that tape was running constantly in her head, night and day, with two voices fighting in contention with one another: that of her much-loved child and that of the woman she came to hate, Myra Hindley.

			The experience of losing her daughter in such appalling circumstances was not only profoundly traumatic, but it convulsed Mrs West’s already distraught situation and effectively ruined her life. During my research trip to Manchester in 1978, I went to meet Mrs West. It was this very same broken woman that I encountered, and one couldn’t feel anything except the most grievous sympathy for the unimaginable nightmare into which she had so innocently been plunged.

			Given that our programme was going to focus on whether or not Myra Hindley should be given parole, that question was inevitably the main subject of my conversation with Mrs West. She was very blunt and to the point. If Myra Hindley was ever released, she told me, she herself would seek her out and kill her with her own two hands. She didn’t care what the consequences might be, she swore that was what she would do. She’d quite simply hunt her down and kill her. It was impossible in the circumstances to judge her too harshly or to criticise her for her open declaration of revenge against Myra Hindley.

			The discovery of Lesley Ann Downey’s body was yet another key development in what became the enduring saga of the Moors Murders. It was now incontrovertible that Brady and Hindley had been responsible for more than one single murder, that they were indeed serial killers.

			Forensics had established that Myra Hindley’s fingerprints were on three of the photographs of Lesley Ann, and remarkably, they were even able to match a patch of wallpaper seen in one of the photographs to the wallpaper in one of the bedrooms at 16 Wardle Brook Avenue. The police couldn’t prove conclusively that Brady and Hindley had murdered Lesley, but the combination of the photographs of her in their house, the tape recording and the photographs of them posing on Saddleworth Moor near or actually over what transpired to be Lesley Ann’s grave provided an extremely persuasive prosecutorial case.

			On 21 October 1965 they were both charged with her murder. It was still only two weeks since David Smith had telephoned the police. They had had only Smith’s references to other murders to go on; they had put two and two together and decided to search the moors, but it had been an immense task with no certainty of any useful outcome. Also, it must be borne in mind that back in the 1960s, the police did not have the range of modern technology available today. Instead, their searches of the moors consisted of using long rods to prod into the ground and literally sniffing the ends for the smell of decomposing flesh, and using spades for more focused digging. Under these circumstances it was a triumph of policing that they had found Lesley Ann relatively quickly and had already established a case against Brady and Hindley which in the event would prove conclusive.

			But DCI Joe Mounsey was convinced they had murdered yet more children and that there were still more bodies to be found. For four days after the discovery of Lesley Ann’s body, the police continued searching the moors. On the morning of the fifth day, just an hour or so after Brady and Hindley had been charged with Lesley Ann’s murder, an observant policeman, DC Mike Massheder, realised that another set of photographs, which included Hindley looking down meaningfully at a different spot on the moors, had actually been taken only a few hundred yards away from where Lesley Ann had been found – but on the opposite side of the road which cuts across the moors.

			They began probing there with their sticks. By midday they had found an area which gave off the characteristic smell of decaying flesh and by mid-afternoon they had found the body of a young boy. It was 373 yards from Lesley Ann’s grave. The boy’s features were unrecognisable owing to water erosion, but he was still partially clothed, with his trousers and underpants rolled down to near knee level – strongly suggesting he had been sexually assaulted, though whether pre- or post-mortem it was impossible to say.

			In the evening, the mother of the missing child John Kilbride, Sheila Kilbride, confirmed that one of the shoes found in the burial site was his. The next day she was taken to the mortuary to further identify his clothing. Touchingly, she had sewn little plastic buttons on his jacket in the shape of footballs and was thus able to immediately recognise her own handiwork on the clothing. Later, she was even able to match the buttons with a spare one she had kept.

			After identifying her son’s body, Mrs Kilbride spoke to the ever-persistent media with quiet dignity about the nearly two years that had passed since her son had gone missing from Ashton-under-Lyne market. She said she had been in anguish when John disappeared, because she thought she would never find out what had happened to him and suspected that his body had probably been burned and could thus never be retrieved. But now she said she felt a curious sense of relief. At least she now knew what had happened to him and where he was, and that now they could give him a proper burial.

			DCS Benfield and DCI Mounsey remained convinced that there were still further murders and more bodies unaccounted for. In particular, they felt certain that Brady and Hindley had been responsible for the disappearance and probable deaths of both Pauline Reade and Keith Bennett. Despite intensive interrogation, neither Brady nor Hindley would concede anything.

			The police continued to search the moors. Volunteers in their hundreds, mountain rescue teams, even the Royal Air Force with infra-red cameras for ground surveying all took part. Three weeks went by. In November, the escalating cost of the searches, the lack of any further progress, and even more, the increasingly severe winter weather put an end to the operation. The last search of Saddleworth Moor took place on 10 November 1965.

			It would be many, many long years before any further evidence would come to light in the case of the Moors Murders. But although then retired, both DCS Benfield and DCI Mounsey would live long enough to see their judgement totally vindicated.

		

		
			CHAPTER 2

			The trial

			The process of bringing Ian Brady and Myra Hindley to justice began with what was called a committal hearing on 6 December 1965. In the United Kingdom at that time, the police would lay out before local magistrates the brunt of their case for prosecuting individuals on criminal charges and a defence solicitor would argue why they didn’t believe the case for a prosecution was warranted. Having heard the arguments, magistrates would then have to decide whether there were good enough grounds to send the case for full trial to a higher court. This was in effect a mini-trial, with witnesses and evidence being presented to the magistrates as a kind of foreshadowing of an actual trial.

			This rather cumbersome process has now largely been abolished, but back in 1965 it was an integral part of the criminal justice system.

			The committal proceedings were heard before three magistrates in Hyde Magistrates’ Court in Manchester. In keeping with centuries-old tradition, the magistrates were lay people, and so the entire fate of the accused in what had already been billed ‘the crime of the century’ hinged completely on the judgement of these three non-professionals. Because of the global interest in the Moors Murders, the press and media were out in force to cover the proceedings. Needless to say the magistrates were the object of considerable scrutiny. One was a retired confectioner, another a retired trade union official. But the person the press and media focused on was the chair of the bench, a local grey-haired grandmother who was chair of Hyde’s child welfare committee, deputy chair of the town’s education committee and a leading Red Cross worker. She had been awarded an MBE for her service on these various worthy committees. She wore toque-style hats made fashionable in the 1930s by Queen Mary – toques being the tall, round, brimless hats generally worn by chefs. This was interesting enough to the media, but to add to their excitement, she wore a different toque hat every day.

			Although there were motions for some of the evidence to be heard in camera because of its gruesome nature and the possibility of a future jury’s independence being compromised, the magistrates decided to hear the case in open court. The police took special measures to ensure the trial wasn’t disrupted. Not only was there the huge media scrum to contend with, but the public were also obsessed with the story and long queues formed to try to get places in court.

			In addition, there was the threat of physical harm to the defendants and some witnesses. A few weeks before, when Brady and Hindley had been brought to court in order for the police to continue holding them on remand (that is to say, in prison), Lesley Ann Downey’s uncle, Patrick Downey, had tried to open a car door and to take a swing at what he believed was Ian Brady being driven away. In fact, it was a decoy and no harm
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