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Introduction

There is a “Monster”loose in London. One murder
follows another with frightening regularity. Who is the
killer? Will the killing ever stop?

The police don’t know where to turn. They have no
clues to the identity of the killer. Meanwhile, life goes on
in the great city. People work, play and live their lives.
The rich are still rich. The poor are still poor. The crowds
come and go.

A small group of cleaning ladies work in the centre of
the capital. They have their own problems. Death of a
different, but equally sudden, kind is close among them.
When suspicion falls on one of their number, they try to
protect their friend. They join together and stuggle with the
blind machinery of Justice. ‘

Finally, as one lonely woman wrestles with her sense
of guilt, an unknown face, hidden in the crowds of London,
makes an awful confession.

Without warning, the two paths have converged.

Then. . .
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Life is What You Make it

Mary Muffet was a cleaner. It seemed to her that she had always
been a cleaner. She had swept and scrubbed and poliéhed her way
through forty years. Where had all the time gone? Forty years of floors
and toilets and dustbms F01 ty years of working in a. dream

Onvmaﬂy, Maly had come from the North. It wag colder ihere,
colder and_,harc\ler,than the Sdﬁth, but she _Sti‘11,~miysséd it..-Her few
memories of her childhood,,w"ere pleasant and comforting. k ‘

She remembered the small town nestled at the foot of the cold, high
moors. -She remembered fond parents and generous friends, full of
mischief. Had it really been like that? Had her childhood really been so
wondexfulV Probably not. The fitind plays tricks with the past.

One thing she was sure of: as a child she had felt she belonged
and never since then. had she felt the same. |

Why had she.come SouthV How had it happened‘? Was it really such
a terrible dlsappomtment when the 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 London, 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 had 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?

5 A. M.

Mary Muffet stood at 5 a. m. 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, concrete 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 dreary
momentum of loneliness, alarm clocks, darkness and poverty.

She shrugged her shoulders and 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 door pushed back
against her heavy stomach. She took a step backwards, regained her
balance and pushed forward into 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 ordér. 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
same 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




" The Monster of London

¢ ¢ 0.0 0 © O © ¢ O 0 ¢ ¢ O & 6 ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ 0 ¢ 0 0 O ® ¢ 6 © 0 ¢ ¢ ¢ © & & ¢ 0 o0 ¢

K ASAE R A — R TR, — R R R—
HEWILET 2

B ES5 S

BRS N, T - DAMERN LR R,
MR — R, JBEE) T AR ) DAL FE R FFEA AT BT . 7
Yo, VUL BRI M . HAETE ) AR — P B e — 3K
WP FE MR ) BT TR 0 M R TR RBTAR, MEREE I
B . BRI R AR

W TR, I T —RNERAT, kSRR K
AT THEE 2 T L, — M B R RN, %
BT, RN Lo £ T, BRI RBE, 4T
TR T L, WEEET —%, EHFHT —F 5,
SRIEARETF T T R BT VA

“ELL4F, T Bk, B, AIAE—E R =0
R AARE, = ek,

AT RAR R 19 3 A TR R AR 1 T BB B FG A
LRI F RITAE T, MR E, B
MRGRREIR A, BN, kAL, B
AFHOR— AL, FERERERLR, WRERER,

CEAT, H? MR TG
BB 3 3




Y.
() Baise i) Wb 9 5 R

B @ © ® ® 2 00 5 © 0 © 0 © © 0 0 © 0 0 0 6 © 00 © 0O O & 0 0 9 0 0 0 © 9.9 000

beside ‘her seat and sank down with a sigh. Shé rearranged the cutlery

with quick, deft movements of her surprisingly delicate hands.

The Cleaners

At this time of day, the customers in the café were mainly regu-
lars — taxi drivers, clean‘ers, street sweepers,ihomeless alcoholics
who had' survived atiother night out in the cold“, party-goers looking
for something to soak up the excess alcohol. Charlie didn’t mind who
came in off the street, provided he couldn’t smell the customer over
the frying bacon and spitting eggs. He would fill another hundred
plates before the greasy breakfasis became greasy midday meals.

“Cold again,” said Susie, the cleaner from thé nearby pet shop.
Al the other cleaners sitting in the grbup had jobs in better
places than hers — smart offices like Mary, the Old Bailey courthouse
like Charlotte, the police station in Tottenham Court Road like Daisy,
the bank on the corner like Ethel — but Susie 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 animals home with her to keep her
company overnight. The pet shop owner probably knew, but if the
animals appeared back in their cages the next day, he didn’t seem to
mind.

Charlie was used to the sudden screams of laughter or fright

from the other cleaners, when Susie produced 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, turned and served, poured and stirred, by
imagining how the different creatures would fry up. He pictured snakes
and kittens, sliced, crisply fried and waiting on the thick, white
plates along with chips and baked beans and soft white bread spread
with cheap, yellow margarine.

Charlie was a strange man. It was rumoured among the
customers that his wife was stunningly beautiful. Perhaps it was an
exaggeration. How could any woman bear to stay with a man whose
skin stank of overheated fat? Perhaps she had no sense of smell!
Perhaps she was short-sighted too — or mad!

The cleaning women often debated the question in outrageously
loud voices. Charlie ignored them. He knew the truth. No one else
would ever know.

“Did you hear about the ‘ Monster’ ?”

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 survives 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 releasing any details in case people start
copying his style. ”

“What sort of perverted people do they think we are?” said

Mary indignantly.
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“Who was the victim this time?” interrupted Charlie from
behind the counter. He moved the giant enamelled teapot to one
side, so he could lean forward and hear the conversation above the
sizzle of the food on the hot plate

“Another banker!” said Ethel. “It’s not often that bankers get killed.
It's normally :some. poor old . pensioner robbed and:murdered for the few
pence in her purse. No, the rich don’t usually get themselves
killed. ” Ethel was knowledgeable about such matters. She read her paper
carefully evéry‘wéekday morning on the bus from‘ ‘Stratford in East London.

The conversation went on, but by the time she had to hurry away to
start work, Mary was not much the wiser about “The Monster .of London”.

Monster of London.

Victims; 3

Witnesses: 0

Clues: 0

Prediction; more victims to come!

The Offices

17
Come here, Muffet. You’ll have to work late today. The manager

”
b

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




