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Throughout the afternoon the LA smog had eaten away at the blue sky like cancer, so that 

my interview with Scotland's most infamous serial killer would be conducted beneath a glowering 

grey dome. It was, I thought, not unlike Glasgow weather.  

I was waiting for him in a bar called Snake Eyes, located in a low-rent Orange County back 

street miles inland from the glamorous beachside suburbs. At one time the owner must have had 

aspirations to turn the place into a biker joint, with a skull and crossbones flag pinned to the ceiling 

above the pool table and enough grease on the windows to oil a motorcycle gearbox; right now, 

however, the only other customer was an elderly guy perched on a bar stool who looked as though 

he had arrived on a mobility scooter rather than a Harley Davidson. 

There was a blues song playing on the jukebox and I listened for a while before taking a sip of 

beer and turning to the old newspaper articles in my cuttings file. The face that stared back from the 

smudged chip wrappers was instantly familiar; blue eyes, copper hair in a neat side parting, a trace of 

a supercilious smirk around his tight-lipped mouth, dressed to kill in a nice suit and tie. Definitely not 

the kind of dude who would one day frequent a dive that wished it was the official hangout of the 

Anaheim Hells Angels. 

Just then the door opened, admitting a burst of exhaust-choked air and a slim man in his 30s, 

wearing Ray-Ban Aviators, a pink checked shirt and knee-length canvas shorts. He looked like a bank 

manager on his day off as he strode confidently to my table in the corner. 

“I’m Ed,” he announced. “You must be Andy from the Sunday Chronicle.” 

I nodded and shook his hand. “That’s me,” I said. “But unless you once won a lifetime’s 

supply of anti-ageing face cream, you’re not Bible John.” 

Ed smiled and removed his sunglasses to reveal a pair of piercing blue eyes. “Let’s just say I’m 

an interested party,” he said. 

 

“So when did you first put it together?” asked Ed. 
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He had bought another bottle of Miller for me and a pint of Guinness for himself, and was 

now lounging on the seat opposite, looking extremely comfortable and not at all like the haunted 

fugitive of my imagination. In fact, his confident bearing was starting to make me feel as nervous as a 

guinea pig in a Peruvian restaurant. 

I prayed that the digital recorder I had earlier taped to the underside of the table was 

functioning properly and replied: “Like all good stories, it started with a tip-off…” 

 

… I had written an article about Bible John based on an interview with a retired Detective 

Chief Inspector, who was looking to promote his memoirs and happy to give his opinion on this 

enduring murder mystery. 

At the time of the killings he had been a young constable in City of Glasgow Police, pounding 

a beat on the Gallowgate. The first victim, 25-year-old nurse Patricia Docker, was found raped and 

strangled after a night out at the Barrowlands Ballroom in February, 1968, although her murder was 

initially regarded as single act of malice. 

It was more than a year later before the killer struck again. After 32-year-old Jemima 

McDonald’s battered body was discovered in a derelict tenement in August, 1969, Barrowlands 

patrons recalled seeing the victim leaving the premises with a red-haired man. Then, in October of 

that year, Helen Puttock and her sister, Jean, shared a taxi home from the ballroom with a strange 

young man named John who frequently quoted from the scriptures. The cab dropped Jean at home 

before Helen became his third and final victim. 

Despite one of the biggest murder investigations in Scottish history, the killer was never 

brought to justice and it was the ex-DCI’s belief that Bible John had left Glasgow shortly after the 

Puttock murder, perhaps emigrating to Australia as a ‘Ten Pound Pom’. It was not an entirely original 

theory, although my story did include some new details and carried extra weight as the source was a 

former senior copper speaking on the record.  



4 
 

Preacher Man – Ben Borland 
 

I received the email two weeks later. It came from somebody in Canada and claimed that 

Bible John had indeed left Glasgow, although instead of sweltering Sydney or tropical Brisbane he 

had sailed for the much colder climes of Halifax, Nova Scotia. The anonymous tipster then suggested 

that I research a man called William Paterson. Not expecting very much, I ran the name through 

Google and several cuttings libraries before finally getting a hit… 

 

“William Paterson was a Presbyterian deacon in Toronto,” I said. “He was originally from 

Glasgow, despite the fact he didn’t drink, smoke, swear or gamble. He disappeared in, ah, December, 

1978, I think it was, shortly after a female member of his church was raped and murdered. Is this 

ringing any bells?” 

Ed laughed and shook his head. “Not so far, although it’s quite a story,” he said. “By the way, 

did you ever find out who sent you the tip-off?” 

I looked at him across the wooden table, which was stained the colour of dark blood and 

scarred by years of carved graffiti. “Now Ed, you know a good reporter can’t reveal his sources,” I 

replied. 

Ed smiled reasonably and gave a shrug. “Hey, I was only asking. So what happened to 

Reverend Bill after he left Toronto?” 

“That’s where the trail went cold again. The Canadian cops couldn’t find him, no more than 

the Glasgow cops could a decade earlier.” 

“But you’re sure it’s the same guy?” 

 “I am now… well, 99.9 per cent sure… but only after a lot more digging.” 

 

After discovering the possible link to William Paterson, my first thought was… splash! Front 

page exclusive. I even dashed over to the news editor, ready to reveal the details of my big scoop. 

But somehow I ended up selling a different idea altogether and was soon back at my desk with time 

to think. I told myself that I was simply being professional, making sure the story ‘stood up’ before I 
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told anyone about it. But, as the weeks went by and my research into Paterson became ever more 

detailed, I had to face the truth; I wasn’t working on a splash for the Sunday Chronicle, I was working 

on a book, a best-selling account of how I single-handedly tracked down Bible John. 

Founded by Scots, the Presbyterian Church of Canada was the largest in the country until a 

merger with the Methodists and the formation of the United Church of Canada in 1925 sucked away 

most of its members. By the 1970s it was left with around 1,000 small but hardy congregations, its 

numbers boosted by post-war immigrants from Scotland and Ulster. 

One of these was William Paterson, who volunteered at a church in Scarborough in the east 

of Toronto. Nobody knew much about his background, beyond the fact that he had recently arrived 

from Glasgow, or about his life outside the church. Most people thought Paterson worked as an 

office clerk or an accountant, seemingly on the basis that he looked like one, and it was assumed he 

was unmarried and possibly gay. 

With jet black hair in a neat side parting, a carefully trimmed moustache and wire-framed 

spectacles, he appeared to represent the epitome of Presbyterian restraint. Paterson was known to 

his friends in the congregation (although acquaintances would probably be a better description) as 

‘Reverend Bill’, despite the fact he was a lowly deacon whose chief responsibility was setting out the 

Bibles before Sunday service. Tellingly, the nickname was acquired because of his habit of quoting 

from the Bible. 

On December 15, 1978, two workmen found the body of 28-year-old Sharon McReavie in a 

culvert behind an electrical sub-station in Scarborough. Sharon had gone to a disco with some work 

colleagues the previous night, which was somewhat out of character for such a serious and sober 

young woman. Her colleagues told police she had disappeared shortly after talking with a dark haired 

man with spectacles and a moustache. 

When the detectives arrived at Sharon’s church the finger of suspicion soon began to point 

at William Paterson, especially when he failed to turn up for Bible class that evening. Officers raced 

to his home only to find the address was in fact that of a Lebanese takeaway. His national security 
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number was a fake and of the hundreds of William Patersons in the Greater Toronto area, not one 

matched the description of the wanted man. Despite several years amongst the faithful, nobody at 

the church had the first clue about who he really was or where he might have gone. 

And that might have been the end of it, had I not stumbled across a crime feature in the 

online archive of the Toronto Daily Star. Published in January, 1979, it suggested there could be a link 

between Paterson and three previous suspicious deaths. The journalist quoted an anonymous police 

source saying the possibility was being given serious consideration by the team investigating Sharon 

McReavie’s murder. 

The other ‘victims’ were Annie Deschamps, 21, raped and strangled following an open-air 

rock concert in Riverdale Park in May, 1973; Linda Dickie, 35, killed in her home in Oshawa, about 40 

miles east of downtown Toronto, after attending a singles night in a local bar in September, 1973; 

and Jennifer Behr, 29, whose badly decomposed body was found in woodland in the vast Rouge Park, 

a few miles north of Scarborough, in April, 1978. 

In subsequent articles, Metro Toronto Police dismissed the claims and insisted that Paterson 

was wanted for only one murder. “There is nothing to suggest a serial killer has been on the loose in 

the city,” a press spokesman told the paper the day after the original article. He went on to point out 

that Linda Dickie’s ex-husband had been convicted of her manslaughter and that Jennifer Behr may 

have died from natural causes. 

But, to my reporter’s mind, the theory was so detailed that it had to have originated with the 

police. And there was one absolutely crucial piece of information, buried right at the end of the 

article, which made me sure that I had found Bible John; all of the victims (including Jennifer Behr, 

whose flatmate had confirmed it) had been menstruating at the time of their deaths.  

Just like his three victims in Glasgow.  

 

“The cops never made the connection to Scotland but they must have known Paterson was 

their man for the four murders in Toronto,” I said. “Still, I’m sure they didn’t want a mass murderer in 
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law-abiding Canada, especially not when somebody else was already doing time for one of the 

deaths.” 

I allowed myself a triumphant smile before nodding at Ed’s empty Guinness pot. “Another?” 

“No thanks, I’m driving,” he replied. “By the way, how did you get down here? We’re a long 

way from the tourist trail.” 

I had been in California for about a week now, setting up this meeting and waiting for it to go 

ahead. At a loose end one day I had taken a trip to Sea World in San Diego and it struck me now that 

Ed’s eyes were the same shade of electric blue as the water in the shark tank. 

 “I got a lift with a friend,” I lied, as calmly as I could. “He’s waiting outside.” 

Ed glanced out the window, his face briefly betraying the first signs of frustration. “Jesus, I 

was only asking,” he snapped. “Let’s just get on with the story then.” 

“Tell you what, pal,” I said. “How about you do some talking for a change? I was expecting a 

man named Harry Dunlop, a Scot in his late 60s. Now, that definitely isn’t you, so why don’t you tell 

me just who the hell you are and why you’re here.” 

Ed gave a short laugh. “It’s always a confrontation with you Scotchmen,” he said. “I told you, 

I’m an interested party here on behalf of Mr Dunlop.” 

“And that makes you what, his lawyer?” 

“Look, Andy, you must realise what a difficult position you’ve put the man in. You turn up out 

of the blue, claiming to have evidence that Mr Dunlop is actually a serial killer wanted in not one but 

two countries. What did you expect him to do, put his hands up and admit everything?”  

I hesitated, realising that actually, yes, that was exactly what I had been expecting. 

Ed seized his chance. “From what you’ve said so far, I agree that William Paterson probably 

was Bible John. That’s great, go ahead and write your book. But unless you can prove he has anything 

to do with Mr Dunlop then I suggest we call this meeting adjourned.” 

Suddenly, my palms were sweating. Whoever he was, Ed had offered me a way out, a chance 

return home and write up my story – and what a story! Bible John moved to Canada and murdered 
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four women while working as a church volunteer in Toronto, before finally disappearing for good 

almost a decade after fleeing Glasgow.  

Still, I was certain the murderer now lived here in Orange County, under the name Harry 

Dunlop. This was the dream which had kept me awake at night; I wanted to solve the case, to find 

Bible John, catch the bogeyman who had terrified generations of Scottish children. 

“So, what have you got?” asked Ed. “Can you link Paterson to Mr Dunlop?” 

I took a deep breath. “Hear me out,” I said. “The police thought Paterson had come to the 

States and I was certain he must’ve killed again. Still, it’s one thing trawling through unsolved 

murders in Scotland or Canada, but America? It’s impossible, there are hundreds every year. Then I 

tried going through the US Presbyterian Church but it has almost two million members, plus lots of 

smaller branches. Paterson could have been involved with any of them or even ditched religion 

altogether. Although ‘Agnostic John’ doesn’t have the same ring to it, does it?” 

“It certainly does not,” said Ed, picking up his sunglasses and preparing to leave. “Hey, Andy, 

thanks for your time today and good luck with your…” 

“And that’s when I came across Disnae Land,” I said. 

Ed’s face was still a mask of unruffled calm but for the first time his eyes looked worried. 

“I spent months researching on the Internet, talking to other amateur sleuths and reading up 

about Bible John and William Paterson – the Preacher Man, some people called him. Over time, I 

started to see this one username cropping up in all the same places; somebody called Disnae Land. It 

was almost as if he was tracking me, watching my progress through the digital web of clues linking 

Bible John to William Paterson… But now I could follow him too, looking at all the same murder 

websites he had been to. He led me to all his other victims, to Shandra Mullins and Tracey-Lyn Kelly 

in Chicago, to Louisa LaForge in Kansas City, to Maria Bayliss in Colorado and then here, to LaLa Land, 

spiritual home of the serial killer. I stopped counting at that point.” 

Ed had gone pale, the Californian tan faded entirely from his thin, handsome features. “Still 

proves nothing,” he coughed. 
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“No, that’s right. But I have a friend who is a computer expert. Well, more like a former 

colleague. You might have heard of the hacking scandal? Anyway, for a certain amount of cash, he 

traced Disnae Land to Harry Dunlop, right here in Anaheim. But I still needed confirmation, proof 

beyond reasonable doubt, and you know what, Ed, I finally got it from you today. ‘Where did 

Reverend Bill go after leaving Toronto?’ you asked, but nobody knew that nickname outside of his 

friends at the church.” 

The light had left Ed’s eyes, leaving them as cold as a body on a mortuary slab. I decided I 

had said enough and hurriedly pushed back my chair before heading for the door. 

“You stupid bastard,” Ed whispered, not moving an inch, not even looking at me. “I gave you 

a chance but you didn’t take it. You’ll never get to tell your story now.” 

I stopped and turned back to face him, feeling more confident now that I was on my feet and 

he had made no attempt to prevent me from leaving. “Who says?” I asked. 

“I do,” said the croaky voice from over my shoulder, accompanied by a heavy metallic clunk 

that sounded very much like a key turning in a deadlock. 

I spun around to find the old geezer from the bar stool, the only other customer in Snake 

Eyes, pointing an old-fashioned looking revolver at the middle of my chest. He was tall and slim, if 

slightly stooped, and his hair was neatly parted at the side, retaining just the faintest hint of its 

former red colouring above the ears. His skin was sallow but his tight-lipped mouth still had the 

supercilious smirk that had become one of the best known expressions in Scotland. And his eyes 

were piercing blue, the exact same shade as… 

“Well done son,” said Bible John, as Ed rose from the table behind me and grabbed my arms. 

I was too shocked to struggle and before I knew it my wrists were bound tightly behind my back with 

a plastic cable tie. 

My eyes searched for the barman, an ageing petrolhead with a ponytail and a beer belly 

protruding from beneath his Iron Maiden T-shirt, but he was nowhere to be seen. 
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“I gave Kenny the rest of the afternoon off,” said Bible John. “It’s just us three now. This is my 

place, I own it. Or didn’t you and your hacker friend know that?  Unlucky for you…” 

 

 

 

 


