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MYRA HINDLEY IN LOVE

One evening in 1971, the prisoner Muriel Clarke told one of the guards in Holloway that a fellow inmate, Violet Ali, had left a piece of cannabis wrapped in foil in her cell. She also said that Violet had £15 in cash, which was against prison rules. Muriel was reporting Violet because she was frightened that she might hide drugs and money in her cell.

The following day when Violet was searched by prison staff she was found to be carrying a fountain pen with £5 inside. She was put on report and confined to her cell on E Wing, where Muriel, ‘full of remorse for having reported her’, brought her tea. ‘I poured the tea through the observation hole in the door. She had her cup held to the hole on the other side of the door.’ As she drank her tea, Violet said that she was thinking of telling the screws that the money belonged to another inmate.

‘I advised her to tell the truth,’ said Muriel.

Five days later, Violet told prison officer Miss Browning that she had been passing letters and gifts, including the £5, for a prisoner and her girlfriend who, she claimed, was a prison officer. Having started as a dispute between two inmates, this suddenly became a much more serious matter.

Violet’s allegation was reported to Deputy Governor Hildegard Leissner, an East European with a German accent who had been held in an internment camp during World War Two. Wrongly assuming Miss Leissner to have been a Nazi guard, rather than an inmate, the women teased her in Holloway, asking, ‘Did you know Hitler, Miss?’

Leissner came to Violet’s cell and asked her if she stood by her story. ‘You know it is an offence against prison discipline to make false and malicious allegations against an officer,’ she warned. If Violet meant to pursue the matter, she would have to make a statement.

‘I can’t make this statement, as I can’t read and write,’ said Violet. ‘I want help.’

So she dictated her statement. ‘About seven months ago I was approached by Myra Hindley and asked if I could keep a secret. She told me she was in love with officer Miss Cairns. She said she would give me letters to carry from her, and I should give [the] letters to Miss Cairns, and she would give me letters to carry back.’ Violet carried up to three letters a day for the women, sometimes containing gifts, like the £5 note hidden in the fountain pen. She said that Cairns now wanted to give Hindley a key to the dining room, so they could meet secretly. Violet was speaking out because she didn’t want to get into more trouble.

Myra Hindley was the most infamous female criminal in the country, and a Category A inmate held under the highest security in Her Majesty’s Prison (HMP) Holloway. The allegation that this notorious, dangerous woman might be conducting a clandestine affair with one of her jailers, someone entrusted to keep her safely locked up, and that this prison officer, Miss Cairns, was trying to give Hindley a key, was alarming.

Hildegard Leissner hurried out of Violet’s cell, through the clanging gate at the end of E Wing, and ran upstairs to tell the governor.
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WE’VE ONLY JUST BEGUN

The Victorians built Holloway prison to look like a castle, with battlements and turrets, topped by a chimney that was crenellated and pierced with arrow loops like a medieval tower. The prison had been built right up to the pavement on Parkhurst Road in north London, along which the life of the city streamed: its black taxis, double-decker buses and pedestrians passing within yards of the inmates, but protected from them by the prison gate and wall; while over the years houses and flats were built up to the prison walls on the other three sides. By the 1970s, Holloway was an antiquated relic of the last century in the midst of the modern metropolis, with a melancholy atmosphere that one former prison governor describes as ‘built-in depression’. The 120-year-old jail had become so decrepit that it was scheduled for demolition.

If Holloway was a castle, the governor was its queen. Dorothy Wing was a matronly woman in her sixties who had previously served as an army officer. Divorced, without children, Mrs Wing joined the Prison Service in 1956, becoming the governor of HMP Holloway, Europe’s largest female prison, the year after Myra Hindley became its most famous resident. Mrs Wing lived in the governor’s house by the front gate, close enough to bustle back into the prison at short notice if the emergency bell rang, or if staff blew long blasts on their whistles to signal an escape. The governor’s job was stressful and Mrs Wing drank. She had a drink with lunch, and she liked to invite senior staff into her flat for a sherry. She was sometimes seen to clutch the railings on the landings to steady herself as she toured the prison in the afternoon, checking on ‘my girls’, and handing out cigarettes to win their trust.

Most women in Holloway smoked, which added to the stench of a smelly place. Inmates were restricted to one bath per week, in nine inches of water, and many women didn’t bathe at all, because the dominant prisoners hogged the bath for themselves and their friends, so body odour was rank. Women washed on a daily basis in buckets in their cells, and they relieved themselves in potties which they slopped out each morning, if they hadn’t tipped the contents out of the cell window overnight, to dribble down the prison walls into the yard, where the shit was collected by work parties of prisoners. The prison crawled with vermin: cockroaches, mice and rats; while feral pigeons nested in the rafters. Their droppings added to the general pong. ‘The place stank,’ says former Holloway officer, Veronica Bird. ‘It was horrendous walking in through that prison gate.’

Holloway also rang with noise day and night, not just cell doors banging, gates closing and keys jangling in locks, but ungovernable and desperate women fighting, screaming and weeping in despair. The most disturbed inmates were strapped into restrictive dresses known as ‘strips’, then locked in padded cells under the wings as if they were in Hell.

Even Mrs Wing admitted that Holloway was grim, though it was a model prison when it opened in 1852, built to the new panopticon design, so that an officer standing in the middle of the complex – an iron cage of bars, gates and stairs known as the Centre – could see every cell on the four main radiating wings. There were two more, smaller wings facing Parkhurst Road, including E Wing, where Myra was held with the other long-term prisoners and high-security inmates.

Dorothy Wing was not a harsh governor. She believed that depriving women of their liberty was punishment enough, and she had pushed through a popular reform that allowed the women to wear their own clothes, rather than the uniform Myra wore when she first arrived at Holloway. Mrs Wing believed in rehabilitation, even for Myra, who she had got to know better than most prisoners. It was her statutory duty to check personally on all Category A prisoners every day, and Myra often requested private interviews, so they spoke frequently.

One definition of a Category A inmate was that they were ‘highly dangerous’. Myra was never violent in prison, but her crimes were appalling. Together with her boyfriend, Ian Brady, she had picked up children and teenagers to sexually abuse and murder, for their pleasure. Four of the victims were buried on the moors near Manchester, the youngest being just ten years old. Two were twelve years old. The fifth and eldest victim, a youth of seventeen, was found dead in Hindley’s bedroom with his head smashed in. The case was bizarre and nightmarish, with Hindley reviled as an unnatural woman for the way she had treated these children. Her brassy appearance in court confirmed her heartless image, and the popular view was that she was lucky not to have ended up swinging by a rope. If she had been convicted a few months earlier, before the law stopped judicial execution for murder, she would have been hanged.

Despite the horror of the case, some of the people who got to know Myra in Holloway found her to be very different to their expectations of a child-killer. Far from behaving like a monster, Myra was an intelligent, calm and personable young woman, and one or two even believed her when she said that she hadn’t, in fact, killed anyone. She said that her principal mistake had been to fall in love with Brady, who planned and carried out the Moors murders. She went along with it, to some extent, because she was besotted with her boyfriend, and terrified that he might kill her, too. Although they were both convicted of murder, the trial judge agreed that Myra was primarily Brady’s follower. ‘Though I believe that Brady is wicked beyond belief without hope of redemption … I cannot feel the same is necessarily true of Hindley once she is removed from his influence,’ Justice Fenton Atkinson wrote to the Home Secretary after sentencing the couple in 1966. ‘At present she is as deeply corrupted as Brady, but it is not so long ago that she was … a normal sort of girl.’

In the fifth year of her sentence, and still only twenty-seven years old, Myra no longer resembled the sullen peroxide blonde with dark eyes in her iconic police mug shot, one of the most famous photographs of the 1960s, or the hag in the dock at Chester Assizes. Her hair was naturally brown again, and cut in a more becoming, modern style, though she had the unhealthy pallor of someone who spent all her time inside. ‘She looked very pale, what they call “prison grey”. Her hair had no shape or bounce,’ says Veronica Bird. ‘She looked quite transparent.’ With the little money she earned working in prison, Myra assembled a small wardrobe of fashionable clothes, including high boots and short skirts, that made her look like any other young woman in 1971. She also read voraciously and took a keen interest in her education, already having taught herself German. As she became better educated, Myra adopted new mannerisms – such as referring to herself or others as ‘one’ – but she never lost her working-class Manchester accent, speaking slowly and quietly in a flat, joyless voice. She appeared to be a model prisoner, save for the fact that she refused to acknowledge her guilt.

When she met the governor privately, Myra tried to persuade Mrs Wing that she was trustworthy enough to be decategorised, which would give her more freedom in the prison; and she talked longingly of being released on parole. Mrs Wing was sympathetic, though she knew that parole was a distant dream for Myra. She didn’t realise how desperate she was to be free. Privately, Myra was consumed with what prisoners call ‘gate fever’. She was determined to get out of Holloway, by hook or by crook.

As well as craving freedom, Myra was a woman in the prime of life who wanted love and affection. Separated from Ian Brady, and locked up with three hundred women, her prison life was that of a gay woman.

‘Who is that?’ Myra asked her friend Carole Callaghan one day in 1970, while standing on her bed to peek through the cell window. A prison officer around their age, smartly dressed in the blue service uniform, which was worn with a tricorn hat, was walking across the courtyard into work. Myra liked the look of this young jailer. ‘She’s nice.’

Carole was one of Myra’s few friends in Holloway. While most inmates shunned her as a ‘nonce’, a person involved in sex offences against children, and many women were scared of her, Carole developed respect for the way that Myra coped with her life in prison. Carole was a gangster’s moll from Cardiff, coming to the end of her sentence for demanding money with menaces, and she wasn’t scared of anybody. She was also clever, like Myra. The women made each other laugh, and they worked happily together in the tapestry room.

Although they were heterosexual on the outside (Carole was married, and Myra thought of Ian Brady as her common law husband), both had lesbian relationships in Holloway. ‘When you are in prison for a time you must, as a necessity, form a lesbian relationship. You’ve got to have some outlet for your emotions,’ Carole told a man from the BBC, when the corporation filmed in Holloway at this time. ‘Most of the women in Holloway have got some lesbian tendencies … it’s perfectly natural.’

The young prison officer who had caught Myra’s eye was Patricia Cairns. Some people called her Pat, but she preferred to be known as Trisha. She was twenty-six years old with a solemn face and short, dark hair, and she tended to wear a scarf to cover her neck. When Trisha Cairns escorted Myra and some other inmates to the prison library one day, not long after Myra had caught a first glimpse of her from her cell window, the women got a closer look at each other. Trisha was as smitten with Myra as the prisoner was with her. ‘She stood out, straight-backed and calm, not like the others. They were chatting away. She would think that was beneath her. She was very dignified,’ Trisha told Duncan Staff for his book, The Lost Boy: The Definitive Story of the Moors Murders. ‘And she was very bonny in those days as well.’

Shortly afterwards, Trisha Cairns was walking past Myra’s cell when she saw an inmate lounging on her bed, which was against the rules. When she entered the cell, to tell this woman off, she saw that Myra was also in the room, stark naked, moisturising herself after a wash. She made no attempt to cover herself, but looked Trisha boldly in the eye. After this startling encounter, Myra wrote a note to Trisha Cairns, in her distinctive, tiny handwriting, every word perfectly formed and correctly spelt, saying that she hoped they could be friends. She gave the note to Carole to pass to the screw. As a Category A inmate, Myra was watched too closely to pass notes herself. Each time she left the wing she was escorted by two officers.

One evening after 8:00pm lock-up, as the inmates were shouting good night to their friends through the windows, and tapping bedtime messages on the heat pipes, Carole attracted Miss Cairns’s attention. ‘Open up,’ Carole whispered. ‘I’ve got a letter here from Myra.’ Trisha Cairns reached through the slit in her smock to her skirt pocket, where warders kept their prison keys, doubly protected in a leather wallet and chained to their belt. She selected the universal cell key from the large key ring, unlocked the heavy, iron-plated door, took the note from Carole, then relocked the door.

A few days later, Trisha joined Myra for a game of ping-pong on E Wing, where staff were playing inmates in a prison tournament. This was the start of their friendship. Myra and Trisha played ping-pong together right through the summer of 1970, the year that the Beatles broke up and Edward Heath became Prime Minister. They played during free association time before evening lock-up, on the ‘flat’ of the wing, which is what prisoners called the ground floor. Cells rose above them on four levels, with a net strung between the lower floors to catch any woman who was pushed or fell from above. Myra had always been sporty, and she coached Trisha who was a poor player.

As they got to know each other they discovered that they shared an interest in music. Trisha gave Myra a Rachmaninov LP, which they played in the music room. They also played pop music. Myra loved ‘Close to You’, the new single by the Carpenters. The duo’s next release, ‘We’ve Only Just Begun’, also spoke to her heart. As romantic music echoed off the hard prison surfaces, inmates began to dance together on the flat and some dared to kiss, though this was forbidden. The ping-pong tournament brought prisoners and screws together in a social setting more like the common room of a girls’ boarding school than a prison. Trisha Cairns shouldn’t have been there at all. She didn’t work on E Wing, and officers were not supposed to hang about the prison after their shift. ‘I’m afraid at that particular time, not just Holloway, the female [officers] did abuse the system,’ says Veronica Bird. ‘They didn’t want to go off duty and leave the girlfriend.’

Friendship turned to romance. One night Myra heard a tap on her cell door and found a rosebud had been placed in her spy hole, as reported by Duncan Staff. Trisha Cairns was on the other side of the door. Myra told her to put her ear to the spy hole.

‘I love you,’ she whispered.

‘I love you, too,’ said Trisha. ‘It’s hopeless, but I can’t help it.’
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TENDRILS OF POISON

Carole Callaghan left Holloway in 1971, waving goodbye to Myra as she walked out of the front gate onto Parkhurst Road. Myra continued to use Carole, though, getting her to bring notes and gifts into Holloway on visits, but she needed a new gofer in the prison. Meanwhile, rumours of an illicit relationship between Myra and the prison officer Trisha Cairns spread through Holloway.

Intense friendships between women were not unusual in prison. Sexual contact was classed as ‘offending behaviour’, and if two women were seen kissing and cuddling they could be broken apart, but staff usually turned a blind eye to prisoners in love. Lesbian relationships between members of prison staff were not unusual, and several Holloway officers lived together as couples. Romantic relationships between staff and inmates were, however, forbidden. ‘A prison officer must be in command the whole time and she cannot be if she has a crush on a prisoner,’ said the governor Dorothy Wing. ‘She lays herself open to blackmail from other prisoners and, possibly, demands from her crush for extra privileges.’

When Deputy Governor Leissner reported Violet Ali’s allegation that she was acting as a go-between for Myra Hindley and Trisha Cairns, after the departure of Carole Callaghan, Mrs Wing summoned Cairns. She told her to have no further contact with Hindley, and not to go back to E Wing, where she had no business being, considering that she worked in the Remand Centre. Cairns was also asked to reply in writing to Violet Ali’s allegations.

In her statement, Trisha denied ‘all that this woman [Ali] has accused me of’, before going on to explain to the governor how she had got to know Myra by volunteering for the table-tennis tournament on E Wing. She had taken part in ping-pong games until the principal officer on the wing ‘advised me that she had heard a rumour amongst the women on E Wing that a relationship had grown up between Myra Hindley and myself, and suggested that I drop table tennis for a week or two until the rumours died down.’ She did so and had not been back since. ‘However, the seed was sown and shoots of suspicion developed to cling like crushing tendrils of poison, my most innocent actions were misconstrued.’

Dorothy Wing may well have paused to reread that peculiar last sentence. ‘Crushing tendrils of poison’ was an unusually colourful phrase, reminiscent of romantic fiction, giving an insight into the officer’s mind.

Trisha Cairns went on to deny exchanging illicit letters and gifts with Myra, or trying to pass her a key to the dining room, while she accused Violet Ali of making up stories to cover her own illegal activities. ‘If this were true,’ Trisha wrote in summary, ‘not only would I be rejected from the [prison] service, but no prospective employer would entertain accepting someone with such a blemish on their character.’ Violet Ali’s claims that she had carried gifts and love letters between Cairns and Hindley were ‘fabricated nonsense’.

The governor sent for Myra, who was also asked to write a statement. She did so on 29 March 1971, which happened to be the day that workmen exhumed the remains of five women who had been executed in Holloway for murder since the start of the twentieth century, their bodies buried in the prison yard. The dead included Ruth Ellis, who was the last woman to be hanged in Britain in 1955. Their bones were being disinterred for reburial as workmen prepared to tear down the old prison, bit by bit, before building a new Holloway on the same site over the next few years, while women continued to occupy the crumbling Victorian wings. Myra could hear the men digging up the bones of past inmates as she wrote in her cell.

Myra’s character was revealed in her statement, which like her prison letters was long and verbose, but the expression of a clever woman who was anxious to give a good impression of herself. She admitted that she had asked Violet to pass letters for her, but these were notes for an inmate, not a prison officer. She admitted to being friends with Miss Cairns, though, and described how she had got to know her during the ping-pong tournament. ‘It may be irrelevant to add that I won the singles tournament,’ Myra boasted. ‘Eventually, I began to hear rumours that there was “something going on” between Miss Cairns and I, but during my 5½ years in prison I have been the subject of so many fantastic, slanderous and ludicrous rumours that I took no more notice of this one than I did of the others, for these are things I have to take in my stride.’

When Violet made her allegations, Myra decided that she did so ‘to elevate herself’ in the prison hierarchy, ‘probably thinking it was “big” to say she was carrying letters for Myra Hindley and an officer, instead of for two inmates less “notorious” than myself.’ Myra ridiculed the idea that she would ever trust a woman like Violet with a secret. ‘I would no more believe she could keep a secret than a bottomless bucket could hold water, for she is known to be one of the most untrustworthy, unscrupulous women in Holloway, and I don’t think there is one “fiddle” in the prison that she hasn’t been involved in, according to the prison grapevine.’ Furthermore, Myra didn’t think it credible that she would send Miss Cairns £5, ‘if it were true that Miss Cairns and I were in love with each other’. Surely, it would be Cairns who would give her the fiver. Anyway, Myra didn’t need money. She earned good wages working in prison, and she was economical.

Indeed, Myra portrayed herself as a model of probity. ‘I have always striven as best I can to abide by the prison rules, for although I have little hope of being released on my own merits, due to the press and public opinion etc., nevertheless, with the exception of a couple of innocuous misdemeanours, I can say in all honesty that I have behaved as a reasonable and responsible person, and at the risk of “blowing my own trumpet” I think I can claim some degree of integrity, in spite of allegations to the contrary.’

There was, though, a deeper connection with Trisha Cairns. Myra revealed to the governor that their association had a spiritual dimension. Myra had begun to think about resuming her Catholic faith and Miss Cairns had been of ‘considerable spiritual help’ in bringing her back to the church. ‘I can only hope and pray that these mendacious and wicked allegations made by [Violet Ali] are proved to be the fabricated perpetrations that they are, and that Miss Cairns’s good name and integrity can be preserved intact.’

Religion, like education, was promoted in prison as a route to rehabilitation, so nobody could criticise Trisha Cairns for helping Myra with her faith, and Cairns was well-known to be highly religious. Remarkably, before joining the Prison Service, she was a nun.

A nun and a murderer might appear to have nothing in common, but Myra and Trisha had similar backgrounds.

Myra was born in 1942 in working-class Gorton, three and a half miles from the centre of Manchester, the first child of Bob and Nellie Hindley. Originally, the family lived with relatives, including Myra’s maternal grandmother, in a little house in Beasley Street, where poor people lived on the brink of squalor. The terraced houses of Gorton, with the corner tick shop, huddled around the vast Beyer, Peacock & Company locomotive factory and foundry on Gorton Lane, where most local men worked. Half a mile down the road stood the equally impressive church of St Francis, designed by Augustus Pugin, where the Catholic families congregated. Factory and church were the dominant landmarks and twin hubs of Gorton life for families like Myra’s.

Dad – Bob Hindley – was a hard-faced man who served as a paratrooper in World War Two. After being demobbed, he worked in the Gorton foundry and wasted his pay next door in the Steelworks Tavern, becoming a notorious fighting drunk. The Hindleys moved around the corner to Eaton Street after the war, but when Myra’s sister Maureen was born, in 1946, Myra was sent to live with her widowed grandmother, Ellen Maybury, at 22 Beasley Street, and she would live with Granny Maybury until her arrest.

Myra insisted that her childhood was happy and normal, though it wasn’t normal to be sent to live away from home as she had been at a young age, and she hated her father. ‘I disliked him intensely for his violence, drunkenness, and the tyrannical way he dominated the household.’ She said that her father hit her mother, and when Myra intervened he hit her, too. A prison governor who got to know Myra later suspected, though can’t prove, that Bob Hindley may have abused Myra’s sister. ‘You get quite shrewd when you work with prisoners with complicated backgrounds,’ says Chris Duffin, who knew Hindley in the 1990s, ‘and I got the feeling the reason the grandma was constantly trying to keep Myra away from home was because of her knowledge [that] her sister was abused.’ It is natural to look for something untoward in the childhood of a serial killer, but the odd truth about Hindley’s early life is that it appears to have been unremarkable. Even if her sister was abused, and there is no proof that she was, Chris Duffin doesn’t believe that Myra was molested.

Bob Hindley was a Catholic who loathed priests. He mocked them when they called at his house soliciting donations. But Myra was baptised and received holy communion at St Francis’s at sixteen. Her Uncle Bert and Aunt Kath presented her with a white prayer book to mark the occasion. She had left school by now, and was working as a clerk/shorthand-typist. Looking back, Myra considered the three years between leaving school and starting to date Ian Brady to have been the happiest part of her life, when she was a confident girl who had fun and time to contemplate the life she wanted. ‘I had a wide circle of friends with whom I went dancing, swimming and roller-skating, and also spent a lot of time in local libraries where I could browse and read in peace and quiet.’

At the same time, Trisha Cairns, almost two years younger than Myra, was growing up only a couple of miles away in working-class Denton. Their Manchester childhoods were almost identical. The girls used the same shops, swam in the same public baths, and as Catholics they both frequented St Francis’s church, though they didn’t know each other at the time. Trisha was the eldest of four children. Her father, David, served in the Royal Navy, then worked as a fireman before going back to sea as a merchant seaman. ‘He was always abroad,’ says Cairns’s brother-in-law, Stan Ball. ‘When he did come home, he would drink.’ David Cairns’s drinking upset his family, like Bob Hindley’s drinking did, which was another common experience that helped bond Myra and Trisha when they met. ‘Her childhood was marred by a poor relationship between her parents. Her father [was] a very heavy drinker. Although never violent, his drinking habits were a constant source of conflict,’ a probation officer later wrote about Cairns’s early life. ‘The children tended to support their mother and in particular [Trisha], to whom Mrs Cairns frequently turned for comfort.’

Educated at a convent school, Trisha decided early on that she wanted to be a nun. Her mother Ada persuaded her to go out to work before she made such a momentous decision, so she worked at the Co-op for a couple of years. She didn’t change her mind, though. Shortly after turning eighteen, in 1962, Trisha was admitted to a Carmelite monastery at the bottom of a leafy lane near Salford, where she joined a closed order of twenty-five nuns. As a Carmelite sister, she would adopt a new religious name, and it seems that she chose to be known as Sister Therese of St Joseph. The nuns lived an austere, reclusive life of silent prayer. Apart from a couple of ‘external nuns’ who did the shopping, and ringing monastery bells, neighbours never saw or heard from the sisters. Behind the monastery walls, the nuns wore rough brown habits with their heads shorn and covered. Makeup was forbidden, as was television and newspapers. As a result, Trisha apparently knew next to nothing about the Moors murders, which filled the news from the autumn of 1965, when Hindley and Brady were arrested, until their conviction the following spring. It was a story so sensational that it was reported around the world. ‘Sherlock Holmes would have been at home there, and Dr Watson, too. On the mist-shrouded moors of northern England, men poked sticks into the mushy peat and then held the stick ends to their noses, seeking – and fearing – the smell of death,’ reported America’s Life magazine.

All this passed Sister Therese (Cairns) by in the Salford monastery, where the nuns lived in plainly furnished cells heated just enough to stop them catching pneumonia, and ate meagre meals, growing their own produce, and baking their own bread. As well as being enclosed, this was of course an exclusively female world, save for the fact that a Servite priest came in each morning to give the sisters communion. ‘There would be a grille between the altar and the sanctuary and them,’ recalls Father Vincent Coyne, one of the priests who said mass. ‘They had communal time, when they would be allowed to speak [to each other]. They might have an hour recreation, [but] the rest of the time it would be silence.’

After a period of postulancy, Trisha became a noviciate nun. After several more months, she would be expected to take perpetual vows, that included chastity, poverty and obedience, at which time she would don a black veil and could only be released by Papal dispensation. Before that happened, Trisha suffered a crisis. She fell ill and underwent a thyroid operation, which left a prominent scar on her neck. She decided to leave the Carmelites, resigning from the order in 1966. ‘I was never sure why she stopped being a nun, except that she had been very depressed,’ says prison colleague Margaret Middlemiss. ‘I would have thought if she was ill in the convent they would have cared for her.’

The church remained central to Trisha’s life, though. ‘A true Christian through and though is Trisha,’ says Stan Ball, who describes his sister-in-law as a caring woman who would want to help anybody – even a murderer. After leaving the monastery Trisha applied to join the Prison Service, another enclosed female world, where she met the woman who changed her life; and when Myra Hindley told Trisha that she wanted her spiritual guidance she believed that Myra was genuine, where others might have questioned her motive in making up to a jailer. Faith was Trisha’s strength and it was her weakness. ‘Trisha, she loved Myra Hindley [and] she would do anything for Myra Hindley,’ says Stan Ball. ‘We all told her, You are going down the wrong road here.’
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