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. Introduction
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"Then. ..

There is a “Monﬁter” Ioose in_ Iondon One murder
follows another with fr;ghtqung negplanty Who is the
killer? Will the k;llmg ever stop" -

The pohce dont know whem to turn. They have no
clues to, the identity of the klIler Meanwhlle, life goes on
in the great city. People work, play and live their lives.
The rich are stlll rich. The poor are still poor The cmwds
come and go.

A small group of cleanmg Tadies work in the centne of
the capltal They have thelr own, problems Death of a
different, but equally sudden, kind is close among “them.
When susp1c1on falls on one of their number, t.hey try to
protect their friend. They []Oln together and stuggle wﬁh the
blind machinery of Justice.

Finally, as one lonely woman wnestles with her sense
of guilt, an unknown face, lud&en in the crowds of London,
makes an awful confession. =
Wlthout wammg, the two paths have converged.
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Life is What You Make it

Ma.ry Muffet was a cleaner. It seemed to her that she had always
been a cleaner. She had swept and scrubbed and p&li*ﬁhéa her way
through forty years, Where had all the time gone? Forty years of floors
and toilets and dustbms Forty, years of worlugg in a dxeam

Originally, Mary had. come from, ﬁhe NOlth K was cplder there,
colder and . harder thgn the South, but. she snﬂ missed it. Her few
memories of her:childlidod. were pleasani and comforting.

She remembered the small town Hestled at ‘the foot of the cold, high
moors. She -remembered fond ‘parémts-and generous friefids, full of
mischief” Had it My been like that? Had 'her childhood réally been so
wonderful? Pmbably not. The ind plays tri”cks with the past. 7

One thmg she was sure of; as a child she had felt she belonged
and never, smce then had she felt the same.

Why hadsheeomeSquHowhad;t bappened? Was it really such
a terrible disappointment when e boy she thought she loved married
another girl? Had she ‘even really loved him? She had never spoken
directly to him of her feelings. Now, Mary could not even be certain of
that. Youngsters are so strange and impetuous. She had left her home

as soon as she could-and found a little room and a cleaning job in the
centre «of far away Lonflon, all on the same day. She had been
pleased with herself — with her luck and determination. Perhaps it
had all been too easy. If it hal been harder, she might have gone
back home. Her life could have been different. Perhaps.
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The years — where had they all gone, dull and uneventful,
steady, unremarkable?’ < &'

- ’B‘K.H-

NLryMwaaoodatsam in Charing Cross Road, in the heart of
London. For a brief, terrifying moment, she had a sense of all the miles
of dead brick, stone, conctete and tarmac stretching out in all
directions. She felt like a tiny, dried out fly, trapped forever on an
abandoned spider’s web. Life was grey, carried forward by its own dreaty
momentum of loneliness, alarm tlocks, darkness and poverty.

She shrugged her shoulders arid pushed open the door of the
café. The glass of the door ran on the inside with condensed water
droplets. The hot smell of burnt bacon fat hit her in the face like a
blow. For a second, she lost her balance. The dé¢ér pushed back
against her heavy stomach. She. took a stép backwards, regained her
balance and pushed forward itito the warm, heavy interior of the café.

“Hello, Mary! Over here. Charlie] Another bacon sandwich
and a-mug of tea for Mary. Three sugars. ”

Charlie, the café owner, gave no sign of hearing the order. Why
should he give one? He had seen Mary enter. She had eaten the same
breakfast, drunk the same strong, sweet, brown tea and sat at the
samie seat at the same table for as long as he could remember,

summer and winter, rain and shine.
" “What's up, Mary? Is your knee bad again?”

Mary Muffet put her shapeless plastic shopping bag on the floor
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Thé Monster of -London
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beside her seat and sank:dowq. With @ sigh. Shé rearranged the eutlery
with quick, deft movements of her surprisingly delicate hands. i1 -

RER

A.t th:s nme of day, the customers in the café were mamly Tegu-

~ taxi dnvers, cleaners, slreet sweepers homeless alcohohcs

d'ho Tiad surviv"ed nﬁo’fhe'r d'i@it out §i the cold party- goers looking
for sorvihiig to soak up thé exdess aleshol. Chartie didn’t mind who
came in off the #irbet, provided*he couldn’t sutell the customer over
the frying bacon and spitting eggs.’ He would, fill another hundred
plates before the greasy breakfasts became greasy midday meals,

“Cold again,” said Susle the cleaner from the nearby pet shop.

- Al the other cleaners snttmg in the group had jobs in better
places than hers — smart offices hke Mary ) the Ol Balley 'courthouse
like Charlotte the police station in Tottenham Coutt Road like Daisy,
the bank on the corner like Ethel — but Subie liked her job. She
didn’t: mind cleaning out the “cages. The animals always looked
happier in their fresh bedding.

Often, she would take one of the ammals home w1th her to keep her

company overmght The pet shop owner pmba.bly knew, but if the

.  animals appeared back in thelr caga the next day, he den’t seem to
mind. ‘

* Chatlie was used ‘to ‘the sudden screams of laighter or fright
“from the other cleaners, when Subi¢ prodiéed a snake from under
her cardigan or.a large spider from her sleeve. He amused himself,
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as he cooked and'prodded; tisbd'and served , poured dnd stitred, by
imagining how the different creatures woild fry up:He pictured Snakes
and kittens, sliced, crisply fried and waiting on the thick, white
plates along with chips and ‘bakedsbeans and soft white bread spread
with cheap, yellow margariné. )

Charlie was a sirange man.. It was rumoured -among the
customers that his wife was stunmngly beauuful Perhaps it was an
exaggeranon How could any woman bear to stay w:th a man whose
skin stank of overheated fat‘? Perhaps she had no sense of smelll
Perhaps she was short-slghted too — of inad‘ -

The cleamng women ‘often debated the queshon in outrageously
loud voices. Charlie ignored them. He kitew the trath. No oné else
would ever know.

“Did you hear about the ‘Monster’ 7"

Daisy savoured the word as 'it rolled over her tongue and crept
out past her full lips. The other women leant forward expectantly.

“He’s killed another! No one surv%ives a meeting with this
particular beast!”

“What does he do?” asked Ethel, eyes wide, mouth wet and

pointed, as if she was still holding the round “o” of the last vowel.
“They won't say. . ” Charlotte had followed the story day by day
as it headed towards the front page of the early editions of her
newspaper, “. .. they’re not releasmg any detalls in case people start
copying his style. ”
“What sort of :perverted peopTe do they think we are?” said
Mary indignanily. ; " :
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“YWho was the vigtim “this }ime?” interrupted’ Chatlie from
behind the -counter. He‘ llg,aqqdj qne‘ gigot, enamelled leapa} to one
side, so he could lean forward and hear the conversation above the
sizzle of the food on the hot plate o
“ Another banker]” said Ethel. “Ii’s not often that barkers get killed.
Ifs nommally sbim; poorr tld pensioner robbed and- mmrdered for the few
pence.. m he:;‘ .-No, the rmh don’t usually get themselves
killed. " Eshel w;s'h;wlquaﬁe about such mattrs. She read her paper
sarefolly oy’ mkday* toening on the’bus from Stratford in East London.
’Ihe-convasanmwenton, butbythe timeéhé had to huirey away to
start work,, Mary was not much: the wiser about, “The Monster of London”.
Monster of London.
Victims; 3
Witnesses: 0
Clues: 0 .

Prediotion: mere victims to come!

The Offices

“ . ,
Come here, Muffet. You'll have to work late today. The manager

is having a breakfast conference of his top staff at 10 a.' m. ,” said
the office organiser. His voice had its usual hard, nasal edge, as if
he was daring the listener to disagree with him.

“ Breakfast" Breakfast at ten o'clock?” thought Mary, puzzled
 The man continued, “We need someone to clear up after them. Is
that OK — yes, good?” He walked away without waiting for an answer to




