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T
HE FIRE crews did everything 
they could to save the two-storey 
apartment house on Maple Street 

in downtown Jackson, Michigan, on July 
12th, 1982.

But, at more than 100 years old, it 
hadn’t been built to modern fire safety 
standards. So it wasn’t long before the 
flames left it a smouldering wreck.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t the only thing 
destroyed that summer night. Dennis 
Hall died, too, a resident of the block.
And, thanks to the lies of a so-called 
“witness,” so did Walter Forbes’s 
freedom.

But Walter was no ordinary young 
man. Even in 1982, he possessed 
extraordinary amounts of patience, 
stolid fortitude and self-belief.

For the next 38 years, as he 
languished in jail for a crime he didn’t 
commit, he would need every ounce of 
all of those qualities.

In 1982, Walter Forbes had been 
a promising student at Jackson 
Community College. Having raised 
himself up from deeply humble 
beginnings in the Projects of one of the 
USA’s most crime-ridden cities, Walter 
was determined not to descend into the 
depths that had dragged so many of his 
peers down before him.

Instead, he had worked hard at school 
and earned a place at college, studying 
drafting technology. In time, he hoped 
to own his own real estate development 
company. But his dreams of success 
were shattered in a series of events that 
started, as so many tales of woe do, 
in a bar-room brawl. The difference 
for Walter was that he wasn’t actually 
involved. He hadn’t started it, he wasn’t 
even part of it. His big mistake was that 
he tried to stop it.

One of the participants, Dennis Hall, 
was so enraged by Walter’s intervention 
that the following day, as Walter walked 
home from college, Hall shot him.
Walter survived the attempt on his 
life, spending the next few months 
recovering. But as he did so, his life 
would be turned upside down by an 
event he had literally nothing to do 
with.

“When I was taken 

into prison, I told the 

guy chained up next 

to me that not only 

had I been shot, I was 

an innocent man and 

should be free. He  

just looked at me  

and laughed”

Case report  
by Mark Davis
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She was already a killer when she came to London from her native Cyprus 
to live with her son Stavros and his wife Hella, the mother of their three 

children. But Styllou Christofi would never return home – and her fate was 
to  become the second-to-last woman to be executed in Britain. Her case 
is the first in a new series starting this month, Women On The Gallows. See 
page 14. 

MD Forum – Victims Of The Hollywood Bondage Murderer, on page 
26, takes us to the California of the 1950s for a double-length story 
investigating the evil deeds of photographer and sex-killer Harvey Glatman. 

Finally to page 20 and Scotland’s Classic Cases – The Pied Piper’s Trail 
Of Horror. This infamous and shocking case, concerning the murder of a 
teenage girl, raised questions about the duty of police and social services. 

Enjoy the read!
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On July 12th, 1982, the apartment 
block that Dennis Hall lived in burned 
down, killing Hall in the process.

Police and fire investigators were 
convinced it was arson.

Investigators initially received a 
tip-off that the owner, David Jones, 
had torched the building as part of an 
insurance scam.

The tip-off was corroborated by 
another witness, who claimed that he 
knew someone who had been paid by 
Jones to start the fire.

Sure enough, Jones received $50,000 
for a building that had actually been 
worth a fraction of that.

But for reasons known only to 
themselves, the police quickly decided 
the insurance fraud line was bogus.

Instead, they focused on Walter 
Forbes.

Because Walter had been involved in 
the spat with Dennis Hall, the police 

decided that Walter was the one who 
had started the fire, in revenge for being 
shot.

Their excuse was that a woman called 
Annice Gibson, a 19-year-old mother 
of two, had told them that she had seen 
Walter, along with two other men, enter 
the building that night. Soon after, it 

38 YEARS IN 
PRISON – FOR 
A CRIME HE 

DIDN’T COMMIT
burst into flames as the three men fled.

Quickly, the police arrested Walter, 
dragging him from his bed in the 
middle of the night. Handcuffing him 
and rushing him into custody, they 
didn’t even bother to tell him why.

Right from the start, however, there 
were serious problems with the case 
against Walter. First of all, there were 
glaring inconsistencies with Annice 
Gibson’s testimony. It differed markedly 
from the forensic evidence at the scene 
of the crime. She couldn’t have seen the 
men enter the building from the street 
she claimed she was in at the time, 
plus it had been dark and thus almost 
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Could you 

forgive 

someone 

who put you 

in prison for 

38 years for 

a crime you 

didn’t commit? 

Walter Forbes 

did. His is 

a story of 

remarkable 

strength, 

patience – and 

humanity...

Walter Forbes – 
the case against 
him was a flawed 
revenge theory



has turned its back on you. I’m from a 
tough neighbourhood and had a tough 
life, and what it taught me was to never 
give up, never let the bad guy have the 
final word.”

In Walter’s case, the bad guy was the 
US legal system.

“I was the underdog,” he said. “One 
man against the system. David against 
Goliath, if you like. But I carried on 
living because I knew one day I would 
be free.”

That day came a step closer in 1990. 
The owner of the Maple Street 

building that had burned down, David 
Jones, was convicted in a separate 
arson conspiracy scheme in Livingston 
County.

A man died in that fire, too, and the 
married couple who had helped Jones 
carry out his plan admitted that they 
conspired with him in exchange for a 
cash pay-off from the insurance payout 
that Jones would receive.

They also told investigators that they 
were aware of Jones’s role in the 1982 
fire in Maple Street, Jackson.

The couple told police that they had 
been desperate for cash and agreed to 
work with Jones because he had said 
that he had experience with arson and 
fraud.

The difference this time was that 
the body that had been found in the 
charred ruins was...the man who had 
started the fire.

So the Maple Street incident was 
looked at again.

Jones had bought that building in 
1974, eight years earlier. Yet he had only 
insured it two months before the blaze 
that killed Dennis Hall and ultimately 
led to Walter Forbes being sent to 
prison.

impossible to have reliably identified 
any of the men.

And no one could be sure she had 
even been there.

As a result, one of the other men 
fingered by Ms. Gibson was offered 
a lie-detector test, which he passed. 
So charges against him and the third 
accused man were dropped. Yet even 
though police knew the two other men 
were innocent, they remained convinced 
by the revenge theory, and persevered 
with their case against Walter Forbes.

When he came before the court in 
Michigan, his defence team were clear 
that they were really up against it.

“The burden of proof is being placed 
on Walter to prove that he is innocent, 
rather than on the state to prove his 
guilt,” claimed his attorney.

He firmly believed that simply by 
being arrested and charged, Walter was 

at a disadvantage: the jury was simply 
accepting that the police wouldn’t arrest 
an innocent man.

After all, experienced investigators 
wouldn’t go to all the trouble of 
building a case for the prosecution if 
there wasn’t a case to prosecute, would 
they?

So Walter was in more trouble than 
he had ever been in his life. Because, 
despite never having had any dealings 
with the law before, he was now facing 
life without parole if he was convicted 
of arson and the murder of Dennis 
Hall.

It got worse. Despite the fact that 
the only evidence against him was a 
single, extremely shaky, witness, Walter 
was convicted in May 1983. And 
his attorney was convinced that the 
jury found him guilty not because of 
anything he did wrong, but because of 
something he tried to do right – break 
up a fight between Hall and the other 
man.

“Merely being arrested and charged 
suggests to the jury that something 
happened,” said Walter’s current lawyer, 
Imran Syed of the Michigan Innocence 
Clinic at the University of Michigan. 
“Even though they should be poring 
over the evidence with a presumption of 
innocence, no jury wants to believe that 
a prosecutor went through the time and 
trouble of bringing someone to trial if 
they are truly innocent.”

“When I was being taken 
to prison, I told the guy 
chained up next to me that 
not only had I been shot, I 
was an innocent man and 
should be free,” explained 
Walter. “He just looked 
at me and laughed and 
said, ‘Hey buddy, we’re 

all innocent. Now tell me something I 
don’t know.’”

So Walter Forbes went to prison. 
And stayed there. The days added up 
to weeks, then months, which became 
years and, ultimately, the years became 
decades.

But while Walter gradually became 
accustomed to the daily rhythm of 
prison life, there were many dark days 
when he thought he would die behind 

bars, an innocent man whose life had 
been stolen from him.

Nevertheless, he kept steadfast in his 
belief that one day, sooner or later, the 
truth would out.

Thanks to the support of his family, 
he knew that eventually the terrible 
wrong that had been done to him would 
be corrected.

“I became a patient man,” Walter 
said. “There’s little else you can do to 
keep yourself going when the world 

“I was the underdog. 

One man against the 

system. David against 

Goliath, if you like. 

But I carried on living 

because I knew one 

day I would be free”
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Above, an emotional Walter Forbes (right) greets a supporter. Left, 
the exterior of the Kinross Correctional Facility



Annice and her family if she didn’t 
implicate Walter Forbes in setting the 
fire.

A witness who has knowingly lied 
under oath could be facing serious 

criminal charges. But the statute of 
limitations for perjury in Michigan is 
six years, which had expired long ago.

“A perjury charge in this case would 
be dangerous and counter-productive,” 
said Imran Syed. “Our aim was to 

get an innocent man out of prison as 
quickly as possible, not to try and put a 
witness on trial and get her convicted. It 
would only delay the legal process even 
further. Not everyone will agree with 
that, but you have to be a pragmatist.”

It was a ploy that paid off.

During the two-day evidentiary 
hearing held via Zoom on June 8th, 

2020, Annice Kennebrew told the court 
what she had really done all those years 
ago, and why.

Saying that she was now suffering 
from cancer and that she wanted the 
truth to finally come out, she told the 
hearing that she had lied about what 
she’d seen because she was terrified for 
her own and her children’s safety.

Additionally, Walter’s lawyers 
introduced the evidence about David 
Jones and the couple who had admitted 
to conspiring with him to cause the 
arson attack in 1990.

But the crucial part was Annice 
Kennebrew’s admission.

Annice explained that in 1982, she 
was a teenaged single mother. After the 
fire in Jackson, she was approached by 
two men who repeatedly threatened to 
harm her and her family if she didn’t go 
to the police and tell them she had seen 
Walter and two other men set fire to the 
apartment building.

“That man is in there for nothing, 
for something he hasn’t done,” she said. 
“I’ve been wanting to do this. I’ve been 
holding on for all these years. I’m taking 
back my testimony because I’m old 
enough to know better than I did back 
then.”

“You got to think I was young, dumb 
and these guys scared me crazy,” she 
added.

So the judge threw out Walter’s 

This apparently surprising news had 
actually been mentioned by the original 
fire investigator in his court report. But 
because investigators were so keen to 
pin the blame on Walter, they simply 
ignored this inconvenient evidence.

Meanwhile, Walter, who had learned 
a lot about the law during his time in 
Kinross State Prison, had heard of an 
organisation that might be able to help 
him.

The Michigan Innocence Clinic was 
well-known amongst his fellow-inmates, 
so Walter decided to approach them for 
help.

“I told them I didn’t hold contempt 
for the people who lied to convict me,” 
Walter said. “They have helped so 
many innocent people get out of prison, 
they understood how detrimental it 
would have been to them, and to me, if 
I let a burning sense of injustice fester.”

Walter wasn’t being entirely altruistic.
“My reasons were selfish,” he 

explained. “I wasn’t going to let 
those who put me in prison destroy 
me. During that whole time, I never 
considered myself as not being part of 
society.”

But the Innocence Project can’t 
afford to take on every case presented 
to it. So why did they choose to help 
Walter? 

“We only have limited resources to 
act pro bono, and we have to treat each 
case on its legal merits,” explained 
Imran Syed. “But looking through the 
case notes, the farce of the trial and the 
calm and reasoned demeanour when I 
first met Walter after he contacted us, 
all convinced me that this was certainly 
a case that most likely resulted in a 
blatant miscarriage of justice.”

Imran Syed asked for the police to 
reopen Walter’s case, based on David 
Jones’s involvement in the second arson 
insurance case, but there was a major 
problem.

Jones had died in the second fire, and 
it’s impossible to convict a dead man of 
anything, let alone murder.

What’s more, there was no chance of 
gathering any further DNA or forensic 
evidence from the original case.

Fortunately for its many clients, it 
takes more than a couple of stumbling 
blocks to dissuade the Innocence 
Project once it gets started.

They dug deeper and further into the 
case, and thanks to diligent research, 
they managed to track down Annice 
Gibson, the witness whose testimony 
had been crucial in Walter’s case.

By now, she had married and 
changed her name to Kennebrew. In 
2017, she admitted that she had lied 
at Walter’s trial and that she had never 
seen him at the fire.

After a judge granted an evidentiary 
hearing in February 2020, Annice 
Kennebrew confessed that “she had 
falsely implicated Mr. Forbes because 
she had been intimidated into doing so 
by two local men” – men who knew her 
from around the neighbourhood.

The men had threatened to harm 
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Freed Walter Forbes with members of the Michigan Innocence Clinic who 
worked on his case

Walter’s lawyer Imran Syed

“That man is in 

there for nothing, for 

something he hasn’t 

done. I’m taking back 

my testimony because 

I’m old enough to 

know better than I 

did back then”



conviction and ordered a retrial.
Thankfully, the state of Michigan 

decided that that would not be in 
anyone’s best interests.

After 38 years in prison for a fire he 
hadn’t started, and a murder he hadn’t 
committed, Walter Forbes was finally 
free.

“This should never have been allowed 
to go on for so long,” said Imran Syed. 
“The state presented no other evidence 
tying Forbes to the crime, and his trial 
lawyer was not allowed to raise the 
possibility of Jones being a suspect 
because at the time the theory was based 
on hearsay.”

Ironically, the moment Walter was 

released from prison, he had to go into 
isolation from Covid-19 at a hotel.

But despite his incredible ordeal, and 
the length of time he had spent wrongly 
behind bars, Walter bore no grudges.

“Even though it took forever, I’m still 
grateful that she eventually did the right 
thing, that she finally did tell the truth,” 
he said.

“I feel no animosity toward her,” he 
explained. “I don’t know how many 
years I’ve got left, but I’m not going 
to waste them on thoughts of anger, 
revenge and recriminations. She was also 
a victim. I don’t believe she volunteered 
to do that. She was in fear of her life and 
her kids, and she was forced to do it.”

“While Ms. Kennebrew was testifying, 
I thought ‘Wow, at last,’ you know,” 
Walter continued. “I spent more than 

13,000 days and nights in prison, but I 
realised even a fly could survive in filth. 
I knew I’d be freed one day. Now I can 
be with my adopted son, Runako, who 
is 42, and we knew we loved each other, 
even before the first time we met in the 
prison visiting room. He has been a rock 
to me.”

Runako isn’t the only one glad to see 
Walter free at last.

“My mother is now 94, and she lived 
to see the day I would be free,” Walter 
said. “My family, unlike the system, have 
been a tremendous support to me. Now 
I have to adjust to a world very different 
to the one I was removed from. Heck, it 
takes me 30 minutes to figure out how 
to make a call on a smartphone. Any 
problems I now have seem so trivial.”

After nearly four decades in prison 
for crimes he hadn’t committed, Walter 
Forbes can finally start life anew.

He may have lost 38 years of his 
life, and his dreams of starting his own 
property development company lie in 
ruins, but he will gain something, at 
least.

In 2016, Michigan passed a law that 
allows those who have been wrongfully 
convicted to receive $50,000 in 
compensation for every year that they 
were in prison.

“I’ll get nearly $2 million from the 
state, but what price is an innocent 
man’s life worth?” Walter asked. 
“Anyway, I don’t need it. I’ll give it to 
my family. I want to work with other 
inmates who were wrongfully convicted 
and tell them to work harder on their 
case than anyone else. You have to be 
the driving force behind your own 
liberation.”

Walter Forbes’s story is a truly 
exceptional one. He has also proved 
through his resilience, patience 
and fortitude towards his plight, 
and his forgiveness towards the 
woman whose false testimony put 
him through it all, that he is a truly 
exceptional man.

“I don’t know how 

many years I’ve 

got left, but I’m 

not going to waste 

them on thoughts of 

anger, revenge and 

recriminations”
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John Charlton

MURDER MONTH
April

Dating disaster...Ingrid Lyne had 
been divorced for two years when she 

signed up to a dating app on the internet. 
Mrs. Lyne was 40, a mother of three 
and well respected by her colleagues at 
the Swedish Medical Center in Seattle, 
Washington. 

In 2016, the petite brunette matched 
with John Charlton, 37. However, he 
wasn’t a knight in shining armour – he 
was a homeless labourer with a drink 
problem and a criminal record in six 
states. His convictions included theft, 
larceny, aggravated robbery and assault.  

On April 8th, 2016, Ingrid’s three 
daughters, aged 10, eight and six, went 

to stay with their father, 
Phil, leaving her free for the 
night. Charlton took her to 
a Mariners baseball game 
and then to a bar. The next 
day, Mr. Lyne drove to his 
ex-wife’s home in Renton, 
Washington, to drop off 
their daughters. But her 
Toyota Highlander car was 
not on the driveway and no 

one answered the door. 
Mr. Lyne rang his former mother-

in-law, Jorga Bass, who had a key and 
they went into the house. Inside there 
was no sign of Ingrid but they did find 
her purse, mobile and other personal 
items. Mrs. Bass rang 911 to report her 
daughter missing. 

Ingrid and her mother shared a phone 
account and Mrs. Bass now spotted a lot 
of calls to one number. She sent a text 
asking about her daughter. A reply pinged 
back: “Hi, my name is John, I thought she 
was with her kids today?” 

Mrs. Bass replied saying she had called 
911. John replied: “911? What’s going on? 
We went to the Mariners game last night, 
but we didn’t stay the night together 
because she has her kids today.” 

The police questioned Charlton who 
said he had been to Ingrid’s house but 
did not stay. He claimed he had woken up 
on a road in downtown Seattle and had 
cuts to his face and body, too drunk to 
remember what had happened. 

Police suspicions were aroused when 
Ingrid’s car was found not far from where 
Charlton had awoken. In her house police 
found blood and human tissue in the bath 
plughole. That afternoon, 10 miles from 
Renton, a man spotted rubbish bags by 
his recycling bin. Inside were a foot, head, 
lower leg and a hand. More body parts 
were found elsewhere in Seattle and were 
identified as Ingrid Lyne’s. 

John Charlton was arrested and 
charged with murder and theft. In 
October 2017, he pleaded guilty to 
first-degree murder. In January 
2020, Charlton was sentenced to 
a minimum of 27 years and nine 
months in prison.

Paul Donnelley’s

A delighted Walter Forbes. He was able to enjoy the Christmas season as a 
free man for the first time in decades
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people, with the same rights and 
responsibilities as anyone else.

However, I believe that for some 
unknown reason, every so often society 
has to find some social “underclass” to 
dehumanise and make “social lepers” of. 
Previously it was the gay community, and 
single mothers and their children. Right 
now, it is the poor, disabled, homeless, 
and OAPs who are despised and 
demonised, as a “drain on resources.”

Ann Nicholl, Strabane

Catherine’s Other Victims
The gripping story of how Catherine 
Marie Morris Cassler walked away 
from a murder rap (“Clue Of The Faded 
Snapshot,” March) read like the best 
of the thrillers but – can 
you believe it – that wasn’t 
the only time the motherly 
bespectacled “Lady Luck” 
escaped the noose.

A month after she was 
released over the Tunyea 
killing in April 1929, 
Catherine told Truman, 
her hapless husband, “You 
won’t be seeing your sweetie 
anymore.” Poor Truman 
had dallied in the arms of 
Cammeola “Babe” Soutar, 23, dancer 
and professional roller skater, during 
his wife’s sojourn in jail – now Babe lay 

Tragedy Of Gay Kenneth
When Kenneth Crowe was found dead 
from manual strangulation, accelerated 
by shock from fractures of the upper and 
lower jaws, his assailant, John Cooney, 
went to the police and confessed his guilt 
(“Transvestism, Bondage and Murder – In 
Rotherham,” February).

Initially charged with murder, 
Cooney’s trial saw him face the lesser 
charge of manslaughter which in 1950s 
Britain meant he would, if convicted, 
not be given the death penalty, which 
a murder conviction almost certainly 
ensured.

Cooney ended up being given a 
five-year prison sentence, of which he 
served just three years. Surprising? Not 
really when you learn that the victim 
was a cross-dressing bi-sexual, at a time 
when gay people were liable to criminal 
convictions and were considered as 
“outcasts” by “normal” society.

Kenneth Crowe’s fatal encounter 
with Cooney happened when the 
former, dressed as his female alter-ego, 
exchanged pleasantries with Cooney, 
and it was obvious what both expected 
to happen next. Cooney, being 
heterosexual, clearly mistook Crowe for 
a female sex-worker, and as they had 
closer physical contact he realised he was 
mistaken. Enraged, he beat and strangled 
Crowe to death.

It seems that in 1950 being gay was 
not only a criminal offence, but society 
rejected gay people to the point that for 
their own safety they must remain “in the 
closet.”

Today, thankfully, society acknowledges 
that gay men and women are ordinary 

FIND US  

ONLINE AT www.truecrimelibrary.com

with a .32-calibre bullet in her heart in 
swampy Porter County. She was found 
by frog hunters. Catherine, bootlegger yet 
active member of the Woman’s Christian 
Temperance Union, was questioned 
over Cammy’s death. No charges were 
brought – even though a neighbour 
claimed she saw Catherine drive off with 
Babe in her car.

If that weren’t enough, in March 1937 
Catherine’s lodger, Warren Shattuck, 
died from a fractured skull in Catherine’s 
home after he fell over a third-floor 
bannister. Catherine laid claim to the 
insurance as his “mother.” When this 
was queried, she said with an innocent 
air, “Well, he always called me mother.” 
Catherine left us in 1954 when aged 63.

Andrew Stephenson, Newhaven

Found Dead On The Stairs
Is MD familiar with the 1932 case of 
Elvira Dolores Barney? On May 31st 
she telephoned her doctor, asking him to 
come out at once to her Knightsbridge, 
London, home, saying, “There has been 
a terrible accident.” The doctor found 
24-year-old Michael Scott Stephen lying 
dead on the stairs. He had been shot in 
the chest. The police were called, and a 
five-chambered .32 Smith and Wesson 
revolver discovered close to the body was 
found to have two empty chambers.

Stuart Davies, Barnstaple

We know it well, Mr. D. Watch for an 
account of the case in a future issue!

Hard To Judge Killer
An opinion is hard to give on your case 
report “From Army Hero To Double-
Murder” (Killers Released To Kill Again, 
February). One has to judge the medical 
facts plus post-traumatic stress disorder 
(PTSD) when deciding what should 
have happened to double-killer James 
Johnson. After serving in the British 
Army in an exemplary manner, he went 
on to murder a former colleague, stealing 
his wages. 

The fact that Johnson knew that 
Keith Culmer had been paid that 
day, and asked him whether he could 
do his rounds with him, made this a 
premeditated crime. Johnson was found 
guilty but served just nine years of a life 
sentence, his military career having been 
taken into account. 

Just two years after his release Johnson 
murdered Robert Harwood. At his trial, 
his army career and bravery citation 
was again brought up. Johnson was 
sentenced to 20 years (increased to 30 
years). I believe that Johnson knew what 
he was doing in both murders. While I 
firmly believe that it is much easier for 
a murderer to commit a second killing, 
James Johnson’s PTSD prevents me from 
judging him. 

Michael Minihan, Limerick

7

MD COMP: WIN THE BOOTLEGGERS  

Send your answer, with your name and address, to MD April Competition, PO Box 735, 

London SE26 5NQ, or email masterdetective@truecrimelibrary.com, using the subject 

line “MD April comp.” The first correct entry out of the hat after the closing date of 
April 11th will win. The winner will be announced in the June issue. The winner of the 

MD February competition, with the correct answer Rostov, is Sarah McDougall from 

Helensburgh. Well done! Your prize of a paperback copy of Serial Killers: Butchers 

And Cannibals by Nigel Blundell will be with you soon.

No single law ever spawned greater violence than the law enacted by 
the U.S. Congress in 1920 banning the sale and manufacture of alcohol.
For the next 13 years, until the disastrous folly of Prohibition was at last 

repealed, illegal drinks rackets created an entirely new 
breed of ruthless criminal, men like Al Capone, Johnny 
Torrio, Dion O’Banion and Big Jim Colosimo. They were 
Bootleggers. They centred on Chicago and their horrific 
gang warfare caused a total breakdown in the legal and 
moral standard of that city, which they ruled without fear 
of punishment… 

For a chance to win a paperback copy of The Bootleggers – 

The Story Of Chicago’s Prohibition Era (published by True Crime 

Library; ISBN 978-1874-35825-1; £5.99) by Kenneth Allsop, just 

answer this question:  

In 1925, journalist H. L. Mencken stated his belief that “Prohibition worked best 

when directed at its primary target…” What was that? 

n The government   n The working-class poor   n The wealthy   n The church

Catherine 

Cassler
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remarkable honesty. A tear was coursing 
down his cheek. The gendarmes clucked 
sympathetically, offering reassuring 
words while they made out a missing 
persons form.

The hunt for Alexia didn’t last long. 
Two days later her body was found 
hidden under branches in a forest a 
mile of so from Gray. She had been 
strangled and an attempt had been 
made to burn her body.

When the murder hunt got under 
way the police found a witness who 
had seen her jogging. The track she had 
taken according to Daval was generally 
busy, but only one person had seen her. 
That bit of evidence became stranger 
still when the single witness withdrew 
his statement.

At Alexia’s funeral her husband, 
a distraught figure near to collapse, 

into rows that became more and more 
heated and sometimes violent. Daval 
wasn’t much good in an argument, 
and was no match for Alexia, who was 
described as having “an overwhelming 
personality.” 

All this came to an abrupt end 
when on October 28th, 2017, Daval 
walked into his local police station and 
announced: “My wife went out jogging 
and she hasn’t come back. I’m very 
worried.”

He was clearly distressed, although 
the level of his anxiety didn’t tally with 
the timing – Alexia, it seemed, was 
only half an hour overdue from her 
estimated time of arrival back home. A 
gendarme asked suspiciously, “Where 
did you get those scratches on your 
arm?”

“We had a row,” Daval replied with 

Y
OUNG, RICH and newly wed, 
Alexia Daval wanted only one 
thing more in life. A baby.

But there was a problem. Husband 
Jonathan, 33, didn’t seem so keen. He 
had never had a girlfriend before he 
married Alexia. What was holding him 
back – disinterest or inexperience?

Now Alexia was 29, and her 
biological clock was ticking. She kept 
herself fit, jogging and working out, 
ready for the day when she would 
become a mum. She even underwent 
a fertility course. Alexia, a woman 
with strong views and plenty of 
self-confidence, told inquiring friends, 
“We’re trying,” but it didn’t carry much 
conviction.

The Davals lived in an elegant house 
with a large garden, a gift from her 
well-off parents, in Gray-la-Ville, a town 
of 5,000 people in eastern France. To 
friends and neighbours, their marriage 
seemed perfect. But their potential 
idyll was forever haunted by the baby 
question.

Why couldn’t he give her the child 
she yearned for, she demanded to 
know? Wasn’t parenthood the objective 
of marriage? Did he not relish the idea 
of being a proud dad?

The tension between the couple broke 

PERFECT 
MARRIAGE HAD  
A FATAL FLAW

Alexia and Jonathan Daval together in happier times

She had been his 
first-ever girlfriend, 
and now his young 
bride was pleading 

with him to give her a 
baby. He stared back 
at her impassively. 

Was it disinterest, or 
inexperience – or was 

it something else?



Fouillot, Alexia’s mother. Dramatically 
they produced a piece of charred cloth 
retrieved from the site where Alexia’s 
body was burned.

“Do you recognise this, madame?” 
she was asked.

“Yes,” she replied. “It is part of the 
border of the bedcover of my daughter’s 
matrimonial bed.”
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had to be supported by her grieving 
parents. Her father made an oration 
during which he declared: “I would 
hope everyone has a son-in-law like 
Jonathan.”

That Saturday Daval went to work 
– it would normally have been a day 
off for him. Did he do so because he 
wanted his colleagues to be aware of his 
distress? But this was pure speculation. 
No one could suggest at this stage that 
he was guilty of any wrongdoing.

On the Sunday after she vanished 
people marched in silence in 
Gray-la-Ville in memory of Alexia. 
They listened to speeches by her 
grieving husband and other family 
members. As he spoke about his 
missing wife Jonathan Daval openly 
wept.

Addressing the rally, Alexia’s mother 
Isabelle Fouillot paid tribute to the 
men and women who had gone out 
running to commemorate her daughter 
and other victims of violence against 
women.

“With these sporting gestures you 
are making Alexia into a strong symbol, 
acknowledging the right of all women 
to enjoy running and to live,” she said 
through her tears.

With grief thus uniting the family, 
Daval spent much of his time with 
his in-laws, even staying with them 
for Christmas. During that holiday 
period detectives 
continued to 
hunt for clues. 
Searching through 
mobile phone 
conversations 
they became 
intrigued. Alexia 
was talking about 
the difficulties of 
conceiving. Then 
she was challenging 
her husband’s 
virility. The tenor 
of it was that 
nothing much was 
happening in the 
couple’s bedroom.

The phone 
records revealed 
that Daval moved 
once in the night 
after Alexia 
vanished and once 
the next morning to a position close 
to where the body was found. That 
was bizarre; he had told the police that 
he hadn’t been out at all during that 
period.

Then, back in the forest, detectives 
found tyre tracks that resembled those 
made by Daval’s Citroën.

The still-grieving husband was 
brought in for interrogation at 9 a.m. 
on January 29th, 2018. He continued 
to deny all knowledge of Alexia’s death, 
even when confronted with items that 
contradicted his story.

They decided to detain him overnight 
and next morning they confronted 
him with a surprise visitor – Madame 

Police at the forest where Alexia (inset) was found

all over again. Asked in court by the 
judge whether he admitted to “being 
the only person implicated in the death 
of his wife,” Daval replied, “Yes,” and 
appeared close to tears.

Alexia wasn’t killed while she was out 
jogging. She died after being beaten in a 
heated argument in which her husband 
knocked her face against a concrete wall 
and strangled her. Daval was sentenced 
to 25 years in prison. He said, “Sorry, 
sorry,” while looking straight at his 
wife’s parents. But he was impassive as 
the verdict was read out.

His lawyer told reporters outside the 
court: “He says it was an accident, that 
he did not want to do it, and that he 
regrets it. She had an overwhelming 
personality, so he felt diminished. At 
one point too many words were said, a 
fit of anger proved too much, and he 
couldn’t control himself.” 

Alexia’s father, Jean-Pierre Fouillot, 
passed an arm around the shoulders of 
his wife Isabelle as the court’s decision 
was made known. A few minutes later 
Isabelle went out to talk to reporters, as 
she had done throughout the trial.

“It is a very good decision, exactly 
what I had hoped for at the height of 
our suffering. This will allow us to turn 
a page,” she said.

Defence lawyer Ornella Soatafora 
indicated that there would be no appeal. 
The crime had deeply shocked France 
and outside the court dozens of people 
pressed against the barriers, blocking 
access. A silent march in the couple’s 
hometown in memory of Alexia was 
attended by nearly 10,000, people.

The murder highlighted the scourge 
of violence against women at the height 
of the global MeToo campaign against 
sexual abuse and harassment of women.

After the case French authorities 
said 128,840 women were victims of 
domestic violence in 2019. Another 
146 were murdered by their 
partner or ex-partner – 25 more 
than the previous year.

A tearful Jonathan Daval with his in-laws the Fouillots 
before his dark secret was uncovered

If that were true, then the only 
explanation was that Daval had used 
the bedspread to transport the body to 
the forest.

Slowly it dawned upon the dismayed 
Madame Fouillot, who had supported 
her son-in-law for four months in their 
mutual grief, that he was a murderer, a 
liar and a fraud. So what had Jonathan 
Daval to say about that?

“Yes, I did it,” he confessed. “But it 
was an accident.”

The murder trial in 2020 revealed 
that Daval had changed his story several 
times, at one point withdrawing his 
confession, blaming his brother-in-law 
and finally admitting to everything 
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AT 21 ANNA Leikovic had an 
awful lot going for her. She was a 

top-of-the-class medical student, and 
supremely endowed physically. The 
time she wasn’t studying was fuelled 
by her addiction to parading her body 
on social media. The green-eyed, 
raven-haired beauty already had nine 
thousand followers.

Torn between her ambition to become 
a doctor and her aspiration to become 
a top model she bedecked her social 
media page with selfies lounging by 
swimming pools, lakes and mountains, 
loitering in front of Gucci and Prada 
shops, posing in gyms or skydiving.

All this effort exhausted her. To relax, 
she sought solace in mephedrone, a 
synthetic meth-like drug. Her mother, 
Praskovya, who shared her flat in the 
small town of Comrat, Moldova, was 
becoming increasingly worried by 
Anna’s drug abuse.

When Praskovya came back from 
work on December 8th, 2020, she 
knew at once Anna was high. “This 
isn’t good,” she said anxiously. “I can 
arrange some extra therapy for you, if 
you like.”

Anna snapped back some unkind 
thoughts that came through her 
chemical haze like bullets, and the 
exchange of views escalated. Furious, 
Anna picked up a kitchen knife, 
stabbing at her mother. Praskovya fell 
to the floor, writhing in pain, and then, 
totally out of control, Anna fell upon 
her.

What happened next was gruesome.
Guided by her medical knowledge, 

the drug-crazed student dug the knife 
into her mother’s lungs and intestines, 
twisting and turning the blade, and then 
with equal dexterity she carved out 
Praskovya’s still-beating heart. Covered 
in her mother’s blood, she stepped back 
from the corpse in triumph still holding 
the dripping knife.

“She cut out the heart of a living 
woman,” said a police source. “She 
ripped the heart out of the chest of 
this dying woman. Hard though it is to 
believe, she methodically removed her 
heart in the most literal sense of that 
phrase.”

Apparently unfazed by the 

dreadfulness of her bloody deed, she 
took a shower, tidied herself up, and 
went out on a date with her boyfriend. 
The police found her mother’s mangled 
remains three days later.

Anna’s Uncle Vladimir was in a 
state of shock. “This was a very good 
family,” he said. “Praskovya loved her 
daughter so much. She spent as much 

ANNA, 21, “CUT OUT HER 
LIVING MUM’S HEART”

It started, say prosecutors, with a spat, and then 
she grabbed a kitchen knife. She was a medical 
student, so she had all the skills necessary for 

the terrifying task she had set for herself 

Above, left to right, Anna Leikovic and her mother and alleged victim 
Praskovya. Opposite, above, Anna with her mother in childhood

time with her as she could. I could not 
believe it when police told me Anna was 
the chief suspect.

“Praskovya was naturally concerned 
when Anna moved into the drug scene 
in clubs about a year ago. She hired 
a psychologist and went with her 
daughter to the therapy sessions.”

Anna’s university medical tutor was 

“She ripped the heart 
out of the chest of 

this dying woman. She 
methodically removed 
her heart in the most 

literal sense”

Anna in court. Her supporters claim she was framed by drug dealers
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DOWN-AND-OUT 

STRANGLED 26 

OLD LADIES

Suspected serial killer: 
Radik Tagirov

“How did I do it? You know, from behind. I held 
tightly until they fell asleep. I didn’t keep count 
of the number – I only heard it from the news.”

FRESH OUT of prison for stealing, 
and out of work, Radik Tagirov 

confessed, “I was hungry, and I didn’t 
know which way to turn. So I stood 
around in markets and shops and chose 
a woman alone and elderly, to help her 
home with her bags.” 

As soon as they arrived at the 
woman’s home Tagirov strangled her, 
stole anything worthwhile, and walked 
off down the street. “I always walked 
away,” he recalled. “I never ran.”

Tagirov despatched with his bare 
hands 26 shoppers like that. That many 
were known – it could be there were 50 
altogether.

“I lived on the streets in those days. 
I made a spontaneous decision to start 
killing in the spring of 2011. I took the 
opportunity when it came. I wanted 
easy money.

“After I carried their bags they 
generally invited me in. I told them I 
was a social worker, or from the gas 
company, or something like that. I 
offered to check their ventilation shafts.”

Tagirov’s killing ground was around 
his hometown of Kazan, Russia, a 
beautiful city founded by Genghis 
Khan and the Golden Horde at 
the confluence of the Volga and 
Kazan rivers. His first victim was an 
82-year-old who, because of the warm 
spring weather, left her door half-open 
for him to enter.

The old lady didn’t bother to 
check his accreditation, simply 
trusting to what he said he was. Her 
small apartment was decorated with 
willowware and smelt of home baking. 
She offered him tea and jam before he 
strangled her.

Explaining how he killed her, he 
threw his arms in the air. “You know, 
from behind. I held her tightly until she 
fell asleep. It seemed to me to be a less 
painful method of killing.”

But Tagirov admitted to being 
shocked by his own actions, and didn’t 
kill again for another six months. His 
next two victims were in October 2011. 
From one of them he stole 50,000 
roubles (£700) in a shoebox. For him 
that was a fortune.

After that he killed again and again, 
at the rate of one a week, extending 
his operations into nearby towns and 
districts. Each victim was dispatched 

with the aid of something found in their 
home and used as a strangling weapon 
– an apron, a clothesline, horsehair 
from a broom, wire from an iron or a 
pillow. 

When he was finally caught Tagirov 
was asked how many victims he had 
killed. He replied: “I don’t know. I 
didn’t keep count. I only heard it from 
the news.”

One of his victims, the 
inappropriately named Fortunatova, 
survived but she couldn’t give a 
description of him – she was blind. He 
took her life savings of 30,000 roubles.

His last attack in Kazan, before he 
spread his net wider, was on March 
8th, 2012, a year after his first murder 
in the city. His victim, Gaisina, 82, was 

equally astonished. “She was never like 
that,” he said. “Sometimes she showed 
a bit of character, so to speak. But 
she was never aggressive. She did not 
behave badly, ever.”

When Anna was brought to court 
for a preliminary hearing, dressed in a 
black leather jacket and blue jeans, she 
had some difficulty in coping with the 
process. She spent most of the session 
lying along a bench. Then she climbed 
over it. During the session, masked 
because of Covid-19, she stayed silent, 
looking strained and distant.

At the end of the sitting, as she was 
escorted from the court by a policeman, 

she was bombarded with questions 
from a journalist. “Why did you kill 
your mum? Did you kill her? Do you 
understand what you have done?” Anna 
laughed and waved, “Goodbye!”

Then, in another twist in the family 
drama, she was taken to Penitentiary 
Institution No 5 in Cahul – the same 
prison where her father is awaiting trial.

Anna is the daughter of Vasily Aladov, 
a politician who ran a belligerent 
campaign when he stood for governor 
of the province in August 2019. His 
programme embraced an anti-abortion 
ticket that included threatening to kill 
his opponents by infecting them with 
AIDS and smashing into their cars with 
his oversized vehicle.

Aladov and his brother attracted 
criminal charges with the sheer 
aggression of their campaign, and they 
also face business fraud allegations. 

As Anna was bundled into a prison 
van her supporters waiting for her 
exit claimed she was framed by drug 
dealers. Dismissing the suggestion, 
the prosecution said: “There is no 
likelihood of other suspects, although 
a thorough investigation is needed to 
clarify the motive for the murder.”

The prosecutor’s office claimed 
that Anna refused to cooperate 
with the police investigation. While 
on remand she will be sent for 
psychiatric tests before facing trial 
later this year.

Each victim was 
dispatched with the 

aid of something  
found in their home 

and used as a 
strangling weapon – an 

apron, a clothesline, 
horsehair from a 

broom, wire from an 
iron or a pilllow
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strangled with a sash from her robe. 
As he left her apartment he locked the 
door with her own keys.

Minutes later the pensioner’s 
relatives arrived to wish her well for 
International Women’s Day, a national 
holiday in Russia. Finding the door 
locked and unable to get a response, 
they borrowed a spare set of keys from 
a neighbour. Gaisina lay dead on the 
floor, but Tagirov hadn’t found her 
valuables, which she kept in a safe 
hiding place.

Tagirov was seen briefly by a security 
camera in September 2012, when his 
car had a puncture. The image wasn’t 
clear enough for identification, but it 

was published and the media dubbed 
him the Volga Maniac.

In 2013 life improved for Tagirov. He 
got a job as a locksmith, met a woman 
and they had a child. The killings 
stopped as he tried to put the past 
behind him.

He must have considered himself 
relatively safe. He always wore gloves 
when he went killing, so no fingerprints 
were found. He used cleaning agents to 
cover his tracks as best he could. Then, 
as the months and the years went by he 
became more and more relieved. What 
he didn’t allow for was that he had left 
his DNA at every murder scene.

Although his only other crime was 
theft for which he was jailed, in 2009, 

l Continued from page 11

CCTV images and an artist’s 
sketch of the killer

A CONSTANTLY barking dog 
alerted neighbours in Hollenstrasse, 

Rendsburg, a small town on the Kiel 
Canal close to the German-Danish 
border, and prompted them to call the 
police.

The dog, a Chihuahua, belonged 
to sex worker Leyhan Feim Veith, 40. 
When police broke into her apartment 
they found the dog, its face between 
its paws, its ears sensitively erect, still 
guarding its owner’s corpse.

Leyhan’s attacker had struck her 
on the head with a heavy object and 

then pulled a plastic bag over her head 
to suffocate her – a horrible way to 
die. “After the post-mortem it was 
confirmed she met with a violent end,” 
said the chief public prosecutor.

Prostitution is legal in Germany. 
Leyhan was organised in her record-
keeping. Searching through her 
appointments officers focused on Timo 
M, a 40-year-old whose identity is 
protected under quaint German laws. 
His DNA was checked and he was 
charged.

A delivery driver, Timo lived only a 
few hundred yards from his victim and 
had a record for a previous sex offence. 
Officers arrived on November 5th, 
2020, to search his apartment.

The premises included a boarded loft, 
and the first officer to climb up through 
the narrow hatch in the ceiling flashed 
his torch around until the beam alighted 
on the skeletal remains of another 
female, wrapped in plastic sheeting. 
Because it was impossible to bring the 
corpse out through the hatch, the fire 
brigade was called to finish the job.

A knot of neighbours gathered 
around outside shuddered in unison. 
One of them, Ulrike Schultz, said, “My 
knees were just shaking. I didn’t even 
know what to say. How long have we 
lived with a corpse?’

Her husband, Heinz, found it hard 
to believe that his pal Timo was a 
suspected double-killer. “He would 

“He would stand 
outside and smoke 
a cigarette before 

he went to work. We 
joked a lot. He was 
always so friendly”

a DNA sample was taken at the time. 
During a routine examination with the 
database a match was made, identifying 
him with the Volga Maniac.

An Interior Ministry spokesperson, 
Irina Volk, announced the glad tidings: 
“Forensic research and analysis of 
other matter has established that 
all the murders were committed by 
one person. This was backed up by 
the genotype and footprints of the 
attackers, as well as the unchanging 
method of his killings.”

She said that Tagirov varied his 
approach to his victims by sometimes 
posing as an employee of housing or 
social services to gain entrance to their 
homes. After committing murder and 
stealing the victim’s money and goods, 

he would go into hiding.
During his interrogation Tagirov was 

asked, “Was it necessary to kill these 
women?”

He replied, “It wasn’t necessary, 
but it didn’t turn out that way. I can’t 
explain.”

“So why did you choose only elderly 
women?”

“I don’t know. I can’t explain that 
either.”

He was charged with 26 known 
murders, but investigators believe there 
were many more – probably as many 
as 50. The youngest victim was 75, the 
oldest 90.

At a preliminary hearing the 
court was told that at the time of 
his arrest Tagirov worked as an 
engineer for a technology firm 
and lived in a boarding-house 
with 10 other workmen. He was a 
good, competent worker with no 
problems. He was remanded in 
custody to await trial.

Tagirov in 
custody – he 

may have killed 
as many as 50 

women

“Forensic research 
and analysis of other 

matter has established 
that all the murders 
were committed by 

one person”

A violent end: Leyhan Feim Veith
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Cross-dressing killer murders 
girlfriend...Australian secretary 

Amy Parsons lived on the fifth floor of 
the Chi Building in Whitechapel, east 
London, with her boyfriend of six years, 
Roderick Deakin-White, 38. 

They were engaged but 
Melbourne-born Miss Parsons resolved 
that she was going to end the relationship. 
She had lost patience with Deakin-
White’s habit of wearing women’s 
underwear, stockings and make-up when 
they had sex.  

Miss Parsons worked at Old Mutual, 
an insurance company, and there she met 
James Saunders and they often shared 
lunch at Australian restaurant Caravan. 
On April 16th, 2019, 
she told Deakin-White 
about Mr. Saunders. At 
3.18 a.m. on April 18th, 
2019, Mr. Saunders 
received a message from 
Deakin-White saying 
“What [are] you playing at, 
back off.” 

On April 25th, 
Amy Parsons texted 
Mr. Saunders after 
Deakin-White left the flat, saying: “I don’t 
know how tonight is going to pan out. 
He’s not accepting anything I say.” At 
8.15 p.m. she sent a final text – an emoji 
of a heart. At 9.16 p.m., Mr. Saunders 
texted: “Let me know how you’re doing.” 
Ninety minutes later, he sent another 
message but by that time Miss Parsons 
was probably dead. 

When questioned, Deakin-White said 
that they shared a bottle of prosecco and 
half a bottle of wine and she told him 
she was leaving him that night for her 
new boyfriend. He begged her to stay 
but instead she went to take a shower. 
He recalled: “I’m pacing between the 
door and the hallway and I pick up the 
[two-foot-long metal “chin up” bar]…and 
yeah, I lose it, I start hitting her with it. 

“She’s facing the shower and I started 
hitting her. I’m not doing it, it doesn’t 
seem real. I can’t stop. I want to stop but 
I…can’t stop doing it. I’m hitting her over 
the head.” 

Amy Parsons collapsed in a pool of 
her own blood. After setting the burglar 
alarm, Deakin-White walked to Shadwell 
where he walked into the Thames in an 
apparent suicide bid. He was stopped by 
a man and gave himself up to the police, 
telling them, “It is not all right. I am a 
murderer. I have done a horrible thing.” 

Emergency services who broke into the 
flat discovered Miss Parsons in the bath. 
A post-mortem examination found she 
had died of a traumatic brain injury. 

Deakin-White admitted 
manslaughter but at his trial at 
Snaresbrook Crown Court in 
November 2019 he was convicted of 
murder and sentenced to life with a 
minimum of 17 years.

Roderick 
Deakin-White 

and Amy 
Parsons
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TWO BODIES 

FOUND IN 

HUNT FOR 

MISSING 

WOMAN
Deliveryman charged with two murders after 

gruesome find in an attic

stand outside and smoke a cigarette 
before he went to work in the morning,” 
he said. “I used to see him there when I 
went for the newspaper and we joked a 
lot. He was always so friendly.”

The victim was removed through 
the roof, which proved to be a difficult 
business. Although her name was 
withheld, she was identified as a 

26-year-old from Geesthacht, missing 
since August 2018, a month before 
Leyhan was reported missing,

A police spokesperson said: “After 
investigators found the body in the loft 
the suspicion that the man suspected 
of killing Leyhan Feim Veith could also 
be responsible for the murder of the 
female in the loft was confirmed.”

The woman in 
the loft was killed 
in a similar way 
to Leyhan, leading 
investigators to 
suspect that there 
might be more 
victims of Timo 
to be found. They 
searched his 
rented allotment 
but found nothing 
before turning 
to other lines of 
inquiry which 
are still being 
pursued.

A crane was used 
in the operation to 
remove the skeletal 

remains of the victim 
hidden in the loft

Arrowed: the 
entrance to 
the attic at 

Timo’s home



M
RS. STYLLOU CHRISTOFI 
had her pride. Murderess she 
might be – though she denied 

it. But mad? Never! Plead guilty but 
insane? She wouldn’t hear of it. “I am a 
poor woman of no education,” she told 
her son, “but I am not a mad woman. 
Never, never, never.”

The mad usually insist they are sane. 
It is part of their delusion. Ironically, if 
Mrs. Christofi had come to her senses 
and pleaded insanity she might not have 
become the first woman to be hanged in 
London for 30 years.

A London restaurateur, Mr. Burstoff, 
was out late with his wife on the night 
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Mrs. Christofi’s story began. It was 
1 a.m. on July 29th, 1954, and the 
Burstoffs were driving slowly past 
Hampstead railway station when Mrs. 
Christofi ran up to their car.

“Please come! Fire burning! Children 
sleeping!” she cried. They went with 
her to her home in South Hill Park, 
Hampstead, but could see no sign of 

Mrs. Christofi that I must telephone the 
police,” he said later, “and she pointed to 
a telephone in the room.”

Just as he was about to dial 999 
all the lights in the house went out. 
Nevertheless, he managed to get through 
to the police, and while he and his wife 
awaited them with Mrs. Christofi at the 
front door, Mrs. Christofi told them: 

a fire. Where was the blaze, asked Mr. 
Burstoff.

“Shush! Babies sleeping!” said Mrs. 
Christofi. Then she opened the French 
windows of the flat.

“Look!” cried Mrs. Burstoff. “There’s 
somebody on the ground.”

Mr. Burstoff saw the head of a nearly 
naked body covered in blood. “I told 

Happy couple; Hella 

Christofi with her 

husband Stavros

The rear wall at the Christofis’ house in which neighbour John Young (shown right 
in press picture) looked over to see what he thought was a wax model on fire

THE MOTHER-IN-L
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ON THE 
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Above, police pick through the remains of the bonfire where Mrs. Styllou Christofi attempted to burn the naked corpse 
of her daughter-in-law Hella. Right, the coffin containing Hella’s charred body is removed from her Hampstead home
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“Me smell burning. Me come down. Me 
pour water, but she died.”

“Isn’t that your son lying there?” asked 
Mrs. Burstoff.

“My son married German girl he 
like,” Mrs. Christofi replied. “Plenty 
clothes, plenty shoes. Babies going to 
Germany.” In fact the body was that 
of her daughter-in-law. When Mrs. 

Christofi had gone upstairs to bed, she 
told the Burstoffs, she had left her son’s 
wife downstairs, sewing.

Police found that Mrs. Christofi’s 
bed had not been slept in, and 

there were bloodstains in the kitchen 
which someone seemed to have tried 
to wipe away. Outside by the charred 

Right, murderess 
Styllou Christofi 

shortly before her 
arrival in London 
from Cyprus. Left, 

the charred remains 
of her daughter-

in-law Hella

body of Hella Christofi, Mrs. Christofi’s 
37-year-old German daughter-in-law, 
there was burned newspaper and wood 
which had been soaked in paraffin.

The body was completely unclothed, 
in a supine position, and seemed to be 
burned black. The face and hair were 
covered with blood and there was a 
“band” strip all round the neck. When 

IN-LAW FROM HELL



was not on the charred corpse, however. 
It was found wrapped in a piece of paper 
and tucked behind a china ornament in 
the mother-in-law’s bedroom.

A superficial view would have been 
that death was due to burning, deliberate 
burning. However, the back of Hella’s 
skull was fractured and the wound was 
consistent with a blow from the ashplate 
of the boiler, which was bloodstained. 
Furthermore, three pieces of burnt 
material tied together to form a noose 
were found in the dustbin. They were 
the remains of a scarf belonging to one 
of Hella’s three children. Hella had been 

Above left, the room where Hella was attacked showing the garden 
fork (left) that was used to secure the door to the garden during Hella’s 

murder. Above, the body of Hella Christofi in the downstairs hallway
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Three pieces of burnt 

material tied together 

to form a noose were 

found in the dustbin. 

They were the remains 

of a scarf...Hella had 

been strangled to death

Home Office pathologist Dr. Francis 
Camps turned the body over he saw that 
it was really a mixture of black and white 
– black where the charring had taken 
place on the front of the body and white 
on the buttocks, calves and shoulders 
which, touching the stone floor, had 
escaped scorching by the fire.

Hella’s husband, Stavros Christofi, had 
left the house at about 8.30 p.m. on July 
28th, going to his work as a waiter in a 
West End restaurant. Now he told the 
police that he had never seen his wife 
without her tight-fitting wedding ring, 
which was engraved with his name. It 

strangled to death.
The police learned that Stavros 

Christofi, a member of a Greek family 
settled in Cyprus, had arrived in Britain 
in 1937. In 1942 he had married Hella, 
a tall, attractive brunette from the Ruhr, 
who proved to be a good mother and an 
excellent housewife.

In 1953, however, Stavros’s mother 
had come to stay with the family, 
ostensibly just long enough to earn 
enough money to buy some land on her 
return to Cyprus. A year later, however, 
she was still at her son’s Hampstead 
home, disapproving of her daughter-
in-law who could do nothing to please 

T
ired already at the age of 19 of 
her respectable married life, Mary 

Rogers, of Bennington, Vermont, 
set her sights on three objectives – 
murdering her husband 
Marcus, collecting the $600 
life insurance payout, and 
marrying someone else.

“Someone else” was a 
respectable Bennington 
businessman whom Mary 
hoped to seduce and who, 
she also hoped, would 
consider her marriageable 
as a result of her $600 
windfall.

She enlisted the aid of one 
of her many lovers, Leon 
Perham, 17, to despatch 
her husband. In a carefully 
rehearsed plot, all three 
went for a country walk together. 
When they sat down on a riverbank 
Mary and Perham played a game 
with Marcus by which his wrists 

DEATH AGONY OF KILLER MARY
were tied together in fun, and when 
he was unable to free himself they 
chloroformed him and rolled him into 
the river where he drowned.

The plot was uncovered 
when the insurance 
company grew suspicious 
of Mary’s aggressive pursuit 
of her claim. They began an 
investigation, and Perham 
took fright and confessed. 
Offered the chance of life 
imprisonment in exchange 
for testifying against his 
lover, Perham turned state’s 
evidence and Mary was 
sentenced to die.

On Friday, December 
8th, 1905, she walked to 
the gallows with an air 
of complete indifference, 

having neither admitted nor denied 
her guilt. She took 15 minutes to 
die, writhing and gasping at the 
end of the rope.

Mary Rogers



her. By now Hella was showing such 
signs of stress that Stavros arranged for 
her to take the children on holiday to her 
parents’ home in Germany.

Upon Hella’s return, it was decided, 
Stavros’s 53-year-old mother would go 
back to Cyprus because of her health 
and the onset of winter. Stavros and 
Hella told her as tactfully as they could. 
“If you feel like that about it, I shall go 
back,” said Mrs. Christofi. She had got 
the message.

Now, questioned by detectives, she 
said: “I wake up, smell burning, go 

downstairs. Hella burning. Throw water, 
touch her face. Not move. Run out. 
Get help.” Shown the material which 
the police believed had been tied round 
Hella’s neck, she said: “I was so afraid. I 
did not even notice anything round her 
neck.” And the wedding ring? “I found 
it on the stairs,” said Mrs. Christofi. “I 
wrapped it up because I thought it was 
a curtain ring.” She told the detectives: 
“I came to this country in July, 1953, 
and lived with my son and his wife for 
a little while, but owing to the language 
difficulty we didn’t get along very well 
together and I went to live elsewhere for 
about two months.

“I then returned to my son’s house 
and had been away on two more 

occasions owing to the same difficulty. 
I have now been with my son for about 
three or four months and have been 
getting along much better with my 
daughter-in-law during the last week or 
two.

“When I went to bed Hella and I were 
on perfectly good terms and she said that 
she was going to do some washing. I do 
not know whether she meant clothes or 
whether she was going to wash herself. 
Every evening Hella washes the whole of 
her body with water.”

Mrs. Christofi went on to say that at 
12.55 a.m. she got up and saw smoke. 
Hella was lying in the garden. “I saw 
little flames at the ankles, around the 
knees, on both arms and the back of 
the head. I put some water in a bowl 
and splashed it over her with my hand. 
I called her by name, and touched her 

Above, Styllou Christofi. Left, Hella 
Chrisofi, and below, another view of 
the room where Hella was attacked. 

Her blood was found on the iron 
tray at the foot of the stove
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face and hand, and then I got some more 
water and threw it over her.”

This account, however, did not square 
with evidence given by John Young, a 
neighbour. He told the police that at 
about 11.30 on the night of Hella’s death, 
he had taken his dog into his garden.

“When I got out there, I noticed that 
the whole of the back of number eleven 
was aglow as though from the light of a 
fire,” he said.

Crossing the garden, he peered into 
the back yard of the house next door and 
saw what looked like a wax model lying 
on a bonfire. Looking through the French 
windows, he saw Mrs. Christofi come 
round a table and go out into the yard, 
apparently to stir the fire.

It was no surprise when, at Mrs. 
Christofi’s trial in October, 1954, the 

jury found her guilty. Before them had 
been someone from a different culture, 
someone from a background in which 
the matriarch of a peasant family was 
accustomed to reigning supreme. Her 
crime must have seemed as foreign to 
the jury as was Mrs. Christofi herself. 
To deprive one’s grandchildren of their 
mother, one’s son of his wife, in such a 
horrific way was not only dastardly; it was 
also unnatural.

And if any member of the jury had any 
lingering doubts these must have been 
dispelled when it subsequently became 
known that this was not the first time 
Mrs. Christofi had been charged with a 
killing. Ironically, as a young woman she 
had herself experienced mother-in-law 
trouble. In 1925 she had been tried but 
acquitted of murdering her husband’s 
mother by stuffing a burning torch down 
her throat.

After Mrs. Christofi’s arrest for Hella’s 
murder, her counsel had urged her to 
plead guilty but insane. This advice had 
been angrily rejected. In court, with 
little English, but accompanied by an 
interpreter, she had not had much to say. 
After hearing the verdict she asked to 
speak, but her request was ignored, and 
Mr. Justice Devlin pronounced the death 
sentence in a language she could not 
understand.

Back in prison Mrs. Christofi was 
visited by her son, who was torn between 
grief for his murdered wife and horror 
at the fate awaiting his mother, who now 
seemed to blame him for her plight. From 
her cell, she wrote to Stavros: “I hope 
you are all right as well as your children. 
I hope that you will always be well, with 
God’s help. It doesn’t matter what is 
going to happen to me. You have tried too 
hard to hang me, in order to put around 
my neck the noose, so that you may rest. 
I am not obliging you to come to see me, 
my son.”

She recalled the days when the family 
was together in Cyprus, working in the 
fields; she, the matriarch, taking her 
place alongside them as well as baking 
the bread. She had come to England, she 
wrote, because she could no longer bear 
to be apart from Stavros, although she 
had four other children.

Dr. Thomas Christie, the medical 
officer at Holloway Prison, had some 
understanding of her situation. He 
realised how, finding herself in an alien 
society, Mrs. Christofi had come to 
resent the comparatively sophisticated 
daughter-in-law who had taken her 
son’s love, and who chatted with him 
in a language Mrs. Christofi could not 
comprehend. 

She resented the daughter-in-law 
who, instead of staying at home where 
a mother ought to be with her children, 
went out each day because she had a 
job. Although Hella’s work enabled the 
children to have nice clothes, for Mrs. 
Christofi this was no way to bring up a 
family.

That resentment had festered, 
developing into an insane jealousy which 

had culminated in the symbolic removal 
of Hella’s wedding ring: a mother had 
reclaimed her son. Dr. Christie had 
studied Mrs. Christofi in prison and he 
had written a report. Mrs. Christofi, he 
believed, was suffering from a mental 
disorder.

“In my opinion,” he wrote, “the fear 
that her grandchildren would not be 
brought up properly induced a defect 
of reason...whereby however much she 
may have been capable of appreciating 
the nature and quality of the acts she 
was doing, at the time of the acts, the 
defect of reason was such that she was 
incapable of knowing that what she was 
doing was wrong.”

This report could have been quoted in 
her defence 
at Mrs. 
Christofi’s 
trial, but 
she refused 
to allow her 
counsel to 
mention it.

After her 
conviction, she 
was examined 
by a panel 
of medical 
experts who 
– doubtless to 
her satisfaction 

– found her to be sane. Then, the day 
before Mrs. Christofi’s execution, the 
prison doctor’s report was published by 
the newspapers. Three Queen’s Counsel 
were among those who now tried on that 
last day to save Mrs. Christofi’s life. They 
applied unsuccessfully to see the Home 
Secretary. His mind was made up: there 
was to be no last-minute reprieve.

Mrs. Christofi was duly hanged 
at Holloway Prison on December 
13th, 1954, and with her execution 
the final curtain descended on 
a drama which for many had all 
the ingredients of a classic Greek 
tragedy.

Mrs. Christofi’s counsel 

had urged her to plead 

guilty but insane. This 

advice had been angrily 

rejected. After hearing 

the verdict she asked to 

speak, but her request 

was ignored
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Above, Hella Christofi, below, 
the jury inspecting the scene 

of the crime, and right, Styllou 
Christofi’s death warrant

More women on the 

gallows next issue
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developed a reputation among law 
enforcement authorities as a high-risk 
sex offender. He was accused of 
committing 14 offences between the 

ages of 10 and 16. Six of them were 
sexual offences, and five of these related 
to shameless and indecent exposure.

By the time he was 18 he had 
developed such an interest in young 
children that he was called The Pied 
Piper in the fishing village of Tayport, 
where Fife Council had provided him 
with his flat.

 

Born in Wales, Evans moved to 
Scotland as a young boy. After he 

killed Karen Dewar, residents in both 
Tayport and Evans’s former home in 
Kennoway told a Scottish newspaper 
that he had frequently displayed violent 
or sexual behaviour, but claimed police 
had failed to heed the warning signs.

One mother, who was not named, said 
Evans had developed “an unnatural and 
perverse interest” in her eight-year-old 
son, and all but stalked the child. She 
said she warned the police 45 times 
about the teenager’s behaviour. On one 
occasion Evans grabbed the boy on 
his way to buy a pint of milk, put his 
hands around his throat and told him to 
take his trousers down, before the child 
struggled free.

Evans later appeared before a 
children’s panel in connection with 
the incident. He was detained at a 
residential school in Ayrshire under 
the Children’s Act but came home on 
weekend leave to his parents’ home 
in Kennoway. He continued to pester 
the boy until he was re-housed in 
accommodation for the homeless in 
Tayport.

Another woman had complained to 
the police that Evans would stand naked 
at his bedroom window looking into 
children’s rooms. The police had told 
her he was free to do “what he wanted 
in his own house.”

Colyn Evans was only 12 years old 
when his abnormal behaviour was 
brought to the attention of social 
workers. His “difficult behaviour” and 
his truancy had landed him in trouble 
at school and it was reported that he 
was not properly under the control of 

THE PIED PIPER’S 
TRAIL OF HORROR

M
D

W
h

y 
W

a
s 

H
e
 N

o
t 

S
to

p
p

e
d

?

20

scotland’s 
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Colyn Evans

O
NLY HOURS after 16-year-old 
Karen Dewar complained to 
police about a violent teenage 

predator, he attacked her with a bread 
knife, stripped her, cut her hair, grabbed 
her by the throat and tried to strangle 
her before slashing her head and body 
with the knife.

He tied a ligature around her neck 
and dragged her downstairs, where he 
drowned her in a bath. He then tried to 

chop up her lifeless body and burn her 
remains and clothes. Karen’s charred 
copse was discovered in a wheelie-bin a 
day later.

The horrific story of her death at the 
hands of 18-year-old Colyn Evans was 
told at the High Court in Edinburgh in 
May 2005 when Evans pleaded guilty to 
murdering Karen, a near neighbour, in 
his rent-free council flat. He was jailed 
for life and ordered to spend at least 17 
years behind bars.

As he was sentenced the victim’s 
friends and family in the courtroom 
shouted abuse. One called out “animal,” 
and “I hope you rot in hell, Evans.”

The judge, Lord Philip, said the 
public had been “rightly horrified and 
appalled” by the case.

An only child, Karen had befriended 
Evans along with a group of friends who 
felt sorry for him. He attacked her after 
an argument between the two when she 
went to his flat on January 20th.

After the brief court hearing a relative 
of Karen’s said: “She went to the police 
on the day she was murdered and 
complained about him bothering her in 
the street. He was bothering other lassies 
as well.”

Another relative added: “The 
complaint was made in person at 
Elmwood police station. All the police 
officer at the counter said was, ‘It isn’t 
my department.’”

In his short life Colyn Evans had 

Case report by  
John Sanders

Young children ran freely into Colyn Evans’s rent-free council flat 
– despite his appalling record of violent and sexual crime. And the 
question must be asked: would the social workers responsible for 

housing Evans have put him in their street?



his parents. But what concerned social 
workers was that he had indecently 
exposed himself.

He was given psychiatric help, which 
ensured that no further legal action 
would be taken. But this proved to be 
only the first in a series of incidents 
involving his increasingly bizarre 
behaviour.

In May, 2001, when he was 14, he 
was charged with lewd and libidinous 
behaviour following inappropriate 
sexual conduct with two girls under 16. 
He was made subject to a supervision 
order and was referred to a local centre 
for vulnerable children.

The order was stopped by a children’s 
hearing in June 2002, after social 
workers said he 
was working well 
with them. But 
three months 
later he was 
reported to 
the police for 
masturbating 
in front of a 
21-year-old 
woman.

He was also 
accused of trying 
to remove an 
eight-year-old 
boy from school 
by producing a 
note purporting 
to be from the 
boy’s parents. He 
was charged with 
a breach of the 
peace.

Less than three 
weeks later he 
was reported for 
a physical assault 
on a young boy and 
soon afterwards 
he was in trouble again for exposing 
himself in front of a 31-year-old 
woman. That triggered an assessment by 
social workers that he was “high risk of 
re-offending.”

Evans was sent to a special school 
but following a number of “successful” 
home visits he was allowed back to the 
family home in Kennoway in March 
2004. His supervision requirement was 
then terminated, which meant he was 
free to go where he wanted.

In the summer of 2004, after deciding 
that his 
integration 
back into the 
community 
wasn’t going 
well, council 
officials 
decided to 
place him 
in a flat for 
homeless 
people in 
Tayport. This 
was only 
yards away 
from the 

home of his murder 
victim Karen Dewar.

At the same time 
the council’s child 
support service chose 
to cease having any 
involvement with 
him. They asked the 
police to carry out a 
risk assessment, but 
that was never done. 
Meanwhile, staff who 
should have been 
supporting Evans 
found it increasingly 
difficult to keep in 
contact with him.

Neighbours, 
however, were 
watching events. 

They saw children as young as eight 
running in and out of Evans’s flat. He 
lured the unsupervised youngsters by 
boasting he had a collection of knives. 
Young children were also given sweets 
as “presents.” Evans assumed the 
nickname “The Pied Piper” because of 
the way he sped about on a skateboard 
and became a magnet for children.

He turned his flat into a “gang hut” 
where teenagers played loud music 
and dropped in and out at all hours of 
the day. Local residents subsequently 

wrote to Fife Council demanding an 
end to the use of these so-called “scatter 
flats” by people with a record of sexual 
offences.

On September 12th, 2004, Evans 
attempted to commit suicide. Police 
sent him back to his parents’ home, 
where he stayed briefly. On December 
3rd he was reported for breaking into 
a neighbour’s flat and accessing porn 
websites. This increasingly alarming 
chain of events finally culminated seven 
weeks later with the horrific murder of 
Karen Dewar at his home.

Speaking on the day a damning report 
revealed a catalogue of failures by social 
workers and police who had frequent 
contact with Evans, a relative of the 
murder victim said: “The social work 

department murdered Karen just as 
much as he did.”

The report, compiled by police and 
Fife Council, conceded there were 
failings in the way Evans’s case was 
handled but insisted the mistakes had 
no bearing on Karen Dewar’s death. 

The report stated that information 
on Evans had not been passed between 
police and the council, and among 
social work teams. The assistant chief 
constable of Fife, Allan Burnett, said 
the police had “no excuses to offer” for 
their failure to make a risk assessment 
of Evans in August 2004 at the request 
of social workers. “It was an oversight, 
an omission. That is exactly what it was 
and it is one of regret. It is a huge regret 
for the force.
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Karen Dewar. She had befriended 
Evans because, it was said, she 

felt sorry for him

As he was sentenced the 
victim’s friends and family 
in the courtroom shouted 

abuse. One called out 
“animal,” and “I hope you 

rot in hell, Evans”

Forensic officers at work on the murder inquiry



Murder of the man of God...
Archbishop Romero, more properly 

Óscar Arnulfo Romero y Galdámez, was 
born at Ciudad Barrios, El Salvador, 
on August 15th, 1917, and joined the 
seminary of the Claretian Order when he 
was 13. 

When he was 24, he moved to the 
national seminary run by Jesuits in the 
capital San Salvador. He was ordained 
on April 4th, 1942, and worked as a 
parish priest from 1944 until 1966. In 
1970, he became auxiliary bishop to 
the Archbishop of San Salvador Luis 
Chávez y González and five years later 
in December 1975 became bishop of 
Santiago de María. On February 23rd, 
1977, he was consecrated Archbishop of 
San Salvador. 

On March 12th, Father 
Rutilio Grande, a social 
reformer and a close friend 
of Archbishop Romero, 
was assassinated as he 
made his way to celebrate 
Mass. Until the time of his 
friend’s death Archbishop 
Romero had been a 
conservative man unwilling 

to upset the status quo. The death opened 
his eyes to social inequalities and spurred 
him on to become a reformer. 

“If they have killed him for doing what 
he did,” he said, “then I too have to walk 
the same path.” 

The archbishop criticised the El 
Salvador government and the endemic 
corruption it created. He also spoke out 
against the torture and assassination 
of political enemies. In 1979 he was 
nominated for a Nobel Peace Prize. 

In February 1980, he had an audience 
with Pope John Paul II to express his 
concern about the happenings in El 
Salvador. The terror had increased 
following the coup that deposed President 
Carlos Romero in 1979. In the 12 years 
that followed as many as 80,000 people 
died at the hands of death squads. 

The archbishop asked President 
Jimmy Carter to halt American aid to El 
Salvador but the president ignored him. 

On March 24th, 1980, the archbishop 
celebrated Mass at La Divina 
Providencia, a hospital chapel near his 
cathedral when a group of men in combat 
fatigues burst in and shot him to death. 

Archbishop Romero’s funeral on 
March 30th, 1980, was attended by more 
than a quarter of a million people. During 
the ceremony the government let off 
bombs and in the confusion murdered 
around 50 mourners. 

In 1993, a United Nations report 
identified Major Robert D’Aubuisson as 
the man who ordered the killing. 

In 1997 Archbishop Romero was 
proposed for beatification, the first 
step on the road to sainthood. On 
October 14th, 2018, he was made a 
saint by Pope Francis.

MURDER MONTH
April

Archbishop 
Romero

“It was an issue where we should 
have done something but in the chain of 
events it was not significant in anything 
that led directly to the murder of Karen 
Dewar.”

He said the reason why Evans had 
not been on the sex offenders’ register 
was because he was still a child when he 
offended and it was thought he should 
be dealt with via the children’s hearing 
system.

A spokesman for Karen’s family said: 
“Having just seen her killer sentenced, 
I think the report is nothing but a 
face-saving exercise. No matter what 
they say, the authorities are to blame. 
There was no supervision of Colyn 

Evans when there should have been. 
They should have made far more effort 
to get hold of him instead of letting him 
hide from them.

“It’s no good police and social 
workers saying the system was at fault. 
They are the ones who run the system. 
This review is just them closing ranks to 
save their jobs.”

Evans’s criminal history, he said, 
had never been revealed to the Dewar 
family. “If we had known what those 
people in Kennoway already knew 
we would have kept Evans away from 
Karen.”
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Giving voice once more to a 
complaint that is heard again and 
again in such cases, he added: 
“This sort of thing should never 
happen in this country. Why don’t 
they talk to each other? Why can’t 
they just pick up the phone and 
pass on background information?”

Above, Colyn Evans. He drew 
young children to himself like 
a magnet. Above right, Karen 

Dewar. She argued with Evans on 
January 20th – with devastating 

consequences “It’s no good the police 
and social workers saying 
the system was at fault. 

They are the ones who run 
the system. This review is 
just them closing ranks to 

save their jobs”

“The social work department 
shouldn’t have housed him where they 
did,” said the spokesman for the victim’s 
family. “These people are paid to deal 
with this kind of situation, so why don’t 
they do their job?

“Would they have put Evans in their 
own street? I don’t think so.” 



T
HE Morpeth Herald noted that 
“The Dungaits have farmed at 
Tritlington for many years, and the 

family is very well known all around 
Morpeth.” So what happened a few days 
earlier, on May 28th, 1910, shocked 
and amazed the rural community, the 
paper reported.

The late Richard Dungait, the Herald 
recalled, was for many years the tenant 
of one of the Tritlington farms on the 
Duke of Portland’s Northumberland 
estate. He won prizes at agricultural 
shows, and judges everywhere 
acknowledged his wife Hannah to be 
the best maker of butter in the district.

On his death in 1905 he left 
everything to his widow, who carried 
on farming with her elder son Robert 
until May 1909. Then she retired 
and went to live in a cottage near 
Tritlington Hall Farm, where her 
younger son John Thomas was the 
tenant. The brothers were both 
middle-aged – Robert was 48, John 40. knowledge that the brothers did not get 

on well together, the newspaper noted. 
John’s wife, Elizabeth, feared trouble if 
the two met, and on hearing that they 
were talking together in a field near 
the farmhouse, she called Tritlington 
Hall’s chauffeur. “Follow the men for 
the love of God!” she begged him. “Go 
after them – there will be murder!”

So the chauffeur mounted a pony 
and set off for the field, only to reach 
it after John’s wife’s worst fears had 
proved justified.

“Well, we will go and hear what 
mother has to say,” a farmworker heard 
John say to Robert, and the two set off 
to get Hannah’s view on Robert’s claim 
to the horse.

Moments later, however, Robert 
took a clasp knife from his pocket and 
stabbed John in the neck, killing him 
almost instantly. Then he cut his own 
throat from ear to ear, and died as 
quickly as his brother.

Three other people were in the field: 
a teenage boy and girl – John’s children 
– and a farmhand, William Gilholme, 

who was 
also the 
brothers’ 
nephew.

On seeing 
his father 
and uncle 
fall to the 
ground, the 

Hall Farm and explained his mission,  
John Dungait unyoked the horses but 
let his nephew take only one of them. 
And when Dick returned to Morpeth 
without the two, his angry father hired 
a pony and trap and set out for the 
farm.

“Precisely what happened when the 
brothers met on the farm has not been 
ascertained,” the Herald reported, 
“but that there was a dispute over 
the remaining horse there can be no 
reasonable doubt.”

John was believed to be retaining 
the horse as security for money he had 
loaned Robert, and it was common 
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MURDER 
FOR A HORSE

Robert took a clasp 
knife from his pocket 

and stabbed John in the 
neck, killing him almost  
instantly. Then he cut his 
own throat from ear to 
ear, and died as quickly 

as his brother

On giving up farming Hannah 
Dungait told Robert that, as the elder 
son, he could have all her livestock, 
with the exception of two cows. He 
nevertheless took the two cows with 
him, on going to farm at Gatenby 
Grange in Bedale, Yorkshire. But 
he left behind two horses which his 
brother John took over and used at 
Tritlington Hall Farm.

A year later, Robert decided he 
wanted the horses back, and sent his 
15-year-old son Dick to collect them. 
But Dick returned without them, his 
grandmother Hannah having told him 
that his father must come for them 
himself. So on May 28th Robert and 
his son went by train to Morpeth, 
Robert waiting in the town for the boy 
to go to Tritlington and return to him 
with the horses.

When the boy arrived at Tritlington 

Northumberland Family Tragedy At Tritlington Hall

Above Tritlington Hall. Below, another building on the estate as it is today

Case recalled by Albert A. Thompson



boy ran to them. “His uncle was then 
evidently in his death throes, and as he 
swung his arm round the boy received 
cuts on his right hand,” the Herald 
reported.

At the same time the boy and his 
sister shouted to Gilholme, who ran to 
join them and saw that John was dead 
and Robert apparently dying.

The alarm was raised, and the 
tenant of Tritlington Hall, Mr. John 
Tweedy, sent a car to Morpeth for a 
physician. Dr. Dickie and his assistant 
Dr. Hepplewhite responded, followed 
by Police Superintendent Thomas 
Marshall.

The doctors pronounced the brothers 
dead, and John’s body was taken to his 
home, while Robert’s corpse was put in 
a barn.

“Both men were healthy, bronzed 
types of the farmer class,” the Herald 

told its readers. “Robert Dungait was 
the bigger man, with square shoulders 
and possessed of a strong physique. 
John was of a lighter frame, but in 
every respect in the prime of life.

“Each brother had a large family. 
John leaves seven or eight children, the 
youngest of whom is only three weeks 
old. Robert’s family is said to number 
six or seven...

“John Dungait was highly respected 
in the agricultural community of the 
district, and was a very hardworking, 
straightforward man. That he should 
have met his death in so callously 
brutal a manner came as a great shock 
to many of his friends.”

A
t the inquest, held at Tritlington 
Hall Farm on June 1st, it emerged 

that the blow which killed John 
Dungait had not been seen by any of 
the three witnesses in the field.

John Dungait’s son, John Robert, 
said he was working among turnips at 
about 5.10 p.m. when he saw his uncle 
enter the field and approach his father, 
who was attending to some sheep.

“I stopped my work to try to listen to 
what was being said, but could not hear 
anything,” the youngster testified. “I 
started to leave the field with my horse, 
and my father and uncle set off over 
the field in the direction of the farm. I 
unyoked my horse, and on happening 
to turn my head I saw my father and 

my uncle on the ground close to each 
other.

“My father appeared to be dead, but 
my uncle was moving. I pushed my 
hands under my uncle Robert to pull 
him away, and I got my fingers cut by 
a knife, though I don’t know how it 
happened...My uncle was not attacking 

all?” asked the jury’s foreman.
“No,” the boy replied.
William Gilholme told the court that 

he was ploughing the field, and was 
about 40 yards from the two brothers 
when they met.

“You are aware,” asked 
Superintendent Marshall, “that there 
was some dispute between the two as to 
the ownership of one of the horses that 
you were working?”

“Yes,” Gilholme replied.
“Were the two talking in a friendly 

or unfriendly way when they were near 
to you?”

“They seemed to be all right.”
“What did you hear said when you 

were close to them?”
“Robert said he wanted the horse, 

but John said he would have to see their 
mother about it. John also said that if 
Robert got their mother’s consent to 
take the horse he must remember that 

“Robert had a large 
wound, about four inches 
long, extending from ear 

to ear and right to the 
backbone”
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my father on the ground. They were 
lying close together. My uncle’s legs 
were moving when I got up to him. He 
had a knife clasped tightly in his hand 
and there was blood on the ground.”

“Did you see any blows struck at 

The field at Tritlington Farm where the deaths took place in front of three 
witnesses: two of John’s teenage children and a farmhand 

Tritlington Hall Farm (pictured 
today) was the location of the inquest 

into the deaths of the brothers

In Hebron church graveyard stands a stone engraved In loving memory of 
John Thomas (Dungait) dearly beloved husband of Elizabeth Dungait who died 

28th May 1910 aged 40 years
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D
eath of a rapper...Born on June 
16th, 1971, the son of a Black 

Panther who was jailed for terrorism 
while pregnant with him in Brooklyn, 
New York, Tupac Amaru Shakur was 
raised in Oakland, California. He was 
named after Tupac Amaru, the Inca 
sentenced to death by the Spanish. 
Tupac Amaru means “shining serpent” 
in Incan. 

In 1991 he came to public attention 
with the group Digital Underground 
and his solo album 2Pacalypse Now. 
He was criticised for the references in 
the songs to sexual violence and killing 
policemen. He made his film debut in 
Nothing But Trouble (1991) as a result of 
being in Digital Underground. His first 
acting film was Juice (1992) in which 
he played Bishop. The following year he 
starred opposite Janet Jackson as Lucky 
in Poetic Justice (1993). 

In 1994, he was sentenced to 15 
days in jail for assault and battery. That 
year he appeared in Above The Rim as 
Birdie. On April 29th, 1995, he married 
Keisha Morris but the marriage was 
annulled the following 
year. That year he was 
also accused of sexually 
assaulting a female fan. 
He was released after 
eight months pending an 
appeal. 

His last films were 
Bullet (1996) as Tank, 
Gridlock’d (1997) as 
Spoon and Gang Related 
(1997) as Rodriguez. 

On September 7th, 
1996, Shakur watched the Mike 
Tyson-Bruce Seldon fight in Las Vegas, 
Nevada. Afterwards he was riding with 
Death Row Records chief executive 
Marion “Suge” Knight to a party 
when the rapper was shot four times. 
He was taken to University Medical 
Center hospital where his right lung was 
removed but doctors could do no more 
and, after six days in a coma, Tupac 
Shakur died at 4.03 p.m. on Friday 
September 13th, 1996. 

In the spring of 1996, he had told 
an interviewer: “All the n****** who 
change the world die in violence. They 
don’t die in regular ways.” The murder 
was put down to rivalry between East 
and West Coast rappers. 

On Sunday March 9th, 1997, 
another rapper and former drug 
dealer, Notorious B.I.G., attended 
the 11th annual Soul Train music 
awards. As he was leaving for an 
after-show party at the Petersen 
Automotive Museum in Los 
Angeles he, too, was shot in a 
drive-by shooting. He died at 1.15 
a.m. the next day. Many believed 
his death was retribution for the 
murder of Tupac Shakur. Both 
murders are unsolved.

Shot dead: 
Tupac Shakur

he [John] had a bill for £45 against him 
[Robert].”

“Did that seem to put Robert out?”
“Not as far as I could see. I unyoked 

my horse and the two brothers went 
towards the house so see their mother. 
I was going in the opposite direction 
to get my coat when I heard someone 
give a shout, and on turning round 
I saw both John and Robert lying on 
the ground. The boy John Robert was 
beside them.

“John was lying on his back, and 
Robert was resting face-downwards 
on his knees and elbows. John had a 
wound in his neck and, so far as I could 
see, he was dead. Blood was flowing 
freely from the wound.

“Robert was still alive. The boy 
seemed to have pulled him off John. I 
noticed that Robert had a knife in his 
right hand. He died almost immediately 
after I got up. He was still on his knees 
and elbows. I pulled the knife out of 
Robert’s hand and took the boy home.”

The next witness was the village 
policeman at Ulgham, Constable 
Cuthbert Davison. 
He said he was on 
duty, cycling near 
Longhirst, when he 
was told there had 
been a disturbance 
at Tritlington Hall 
Farm. On reaching 
it he found the 
two bodies lying 
together.

“I examined John, 
and found a deep 
stab wound on the 
left side of his neck. He was dead, and 
he appeared to have bled copiously. 
Robert had a large wound, about four 
inches long, extending from ear to ear 
and right to the backbone. He too was 
dead.”

“Did you notice,” the jury’s foreman 
asked, “any signs of a struggle?”

“No.”
Robert Dungait’s widow, Elizabeth 

Ann, was then called to give evidence. 
She said that on the day her husband 
died he left home early to repossess two 
horses he had left at Tritlington when 
he moved to Yorkshire.

“About a month ago,” she continued, 
“my husband sent our son Dick to get 
the horses, but Dick came back with 
the message: ‘My grandmother says 
my father has to go and seek the horses 
himself.’”

“Was your husband vexed,” asked 
Superintendent Marshall, “when Dick 
returned without the horses?”

“Yes.”
“Did he make any threat as to what 

he would do if he had to go himself for 
the horses?”

“Not that day.”
“Did he make any threat later?”
“Yes, he said, ‘It will be a bad job if I 

have to go to Tritlington myself for the 
horses. You will have to paddle your 
own canoe.’”

“I take it you understood what he 

meant by that?”
“Yes.”
“What did you say to him?” asked 

the coroner.
“I said it was to be hoped he would 

get the horses without any trouble. He 
said there would be no trouble if he got 
the horses.”

Robert was very reluctant to go to the 
farm himself, his widow added, and it 
was to avoid this that he took Dick with 
him.

Hannah Dungait then told the court 
that the two horses claimed by her son 
Robert were really hers. She said that 
under the terms of her husband’s will 
and an arrangement between her sons 
and herself, it was agreed that two cows 
should be left in her possession. Robert, 
however, took them away without 
asking, and she retained the two horses 
on account. On the day her sons died 
she had consented to one horse being 
given to Dick, thinking that this might 
satisfy his father.

Summing-up, Mr. Hugh Percy, 
the Deputy Coroner for North 

Northumberland, 
said it was most 
peculiar that 
the possession 
of two animals 
had prompted 
someone not only 
to take the life of 
a fellow-human, 
but also to 
take the life 
of a brother. 
But however 
extraordinary 

that might seem, there was no doubt 
that it lay behind Robert Dungait’s 
action. His words to his wife showed 
that he had a calmly calculated 
intention to do something terrible if he 
failed to secure the horses.

After a short retirement the jury 
returned verdicts of murder and 
suicide, finding that John Thomas 
Dungait was stabbed to death by 
his brother Robert, who then killed 
himself.

Robert Dungait’s funeral, held at 
the Hebron Church just over a mile 
from the crime scene, took place 
immediately after the inquest. It was 
sparsely attended, in contrast to his 
brother John’s funeral at the same 
church shortly afterwards. “As was 
expected, owing to the unusually sad 
circumstances, there was the largest 
concourse of people ever witnessed at 
the village,” the Herald reported.

Robert was buried in the 
south-east corner of the 
churchyard, well away from the 
grave of his brother John. In 
the churchyard today there is 
no headstone marking Robert’s 
resting-place; just a headstone 
bearing John Thomas’s name, 
along with those of his parents 
buried in the same grave, his father 
five years before him, his mother 
two years after his interment.
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G. McKnight of Harlow writes: “Have you ever published the crimes of Harvey 
Glatman? He was executed in the late 1950s after being convicted of several 

kidnappings which resulted in rape and murder. In some, if not all, of his 
crimes, he took photographs of his victims.”

Rope-freak Glatman, the infamous Lonely Hearts Killer, has featured in our 
sister magazines but not recently in MD. So it’s time we put that right! His 

chilling crimes are recalled by Edward S. Sullivan

Your Questions, Answers & Updates
MD Forum, PO Box 735, London SE26 5NQ

masterdetective@truecrimelibrary.com

MDforumP
IN-UP MODEL Judy Ann Dull’s 
looks were her living. That was all 
right with her husband Robert, a 

young newspaperman in Los Angeles. 
His 19-year-old bride’s beauty was 
something to be proud of...until she 
started posing nude for photographers. 
That was too much for him. He put his 
foot down, there was a row, and they 
separated but stayed in touch. 

Judy became increasingly busy. She 
rented an up-market flat in Hollywood’s 
North Sweetzer Avenue with two other 
models, Betty Carver and Lynn Lykies, 
and their phone never seemed to 
stop ringing. 

On Tuesday evening, July 
30th, 1957, Judy and Lynn 
were out on dates and Betty 
Carver was at home with a 
friend when a slim, serious-
looking young man with 
horn-rimmed glasses 
came to the door asking 
for Lynn. He introduced 

Tied, Photographed, 
Raped..Murdered

Hollywood film 
and TV actress 
Jean Spangler 
who vanished 

without trace in 
1949

Judy Ann Dull (above) 
shared her room with 
Lynn Lykies (right). 

Following Judy’s sudden 
disappearance Lynn  
changed the lock of 
her apartment door

himself as Johnny Glynn, a 
freelance photographer, and 
said that Lynn Lykies had 
been recommended to him as a 
model for a special job he had in 
mind. 

Told that she was not at home, he 

asked to see some of her 
professional photos. Betty 

invited him in. She showed him 
Lynn’s portfolio, and also her 

own and Judy’s. 
“Now there’s a girl I’d like to 

work with!” he said, when he saw 
the glamour shots of Judy. “She’s 
just the type I have in mind. When 
can I contact her?” 

Betty gave him their unlisted 
phone number and later mentioned 
his visit to Judy, recalling that he 
had been sent by someone who 
knew Lynn. 

Early on Thursday morning, August 
1st, he phoned and spoke to Judy. He 
had a rush assignment, he said, and 
wanted her to pose for him at two o’clock 
that afternoon. He had no studio at the 
moment, and would bring his equipment 

Victims Of 

The Hollywood 
Bondage Murderer
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This remarkable 
photograph of 

Judy Ann Dull was 
taken by Harvey 
Glatman shortly 
before she was 

raped

Judy Ann Dull. “She’s 
just the type I have 

in mind!” Harvey 
Glatman (left) said of 

the pin-up model

 
er
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to work. Judy, he said, had promised to 
meet him to discuss their pending child 
custody case. Several photographers 
phoned asking for Judy, and later in the 
day a couple of them called to complain 
that Judy hadn’t shown up for her 

appointments. Betty gave them the phone 
number Johnny Glynn had left. 

At 9 p.m. a call came from a well-to-
do young contractor friend of Judy’s. 
She had broken a dinner date with him, 
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to the apartment. Judy agreed to fit in the 
appointment. 

He showed up a little after 2 p.m. Betty 
was at home with Judy. He was empty-
handed, explaining that he had been 
able to borrow a friend’s studio. The job 
would take a couple of hours, he said, 
and he readily agreed to pay Judy her 
usual $20 an hour. At his suggestion she 
packed some light summer dresses into 
her modelling case, along with her flimsy 
pin-up garb. 

She had other modelling engagements 
later that afternoon and evening and at 
her request Johnny Glynn wrote down 
a phone number where she could be 
reached in case anyone called her. It was 
2.15 p.m. when they left the apartment, 
Johnny carrying her case for her. 

Betty Carver, at home alone the rest 
of the day, was kept busy answering calls 
for Judy. Bob Dull telephoned on his way 

he said, and he was put out because he 
had gone to some trouble to make an 
appointment with a lawyer friend for her. 
He said he had tried the number given 
to him by Betty, only to find that it was 
the phone number of a machine shop in 
Pico, on the other side of Los Angeles, 
and no Johnny Glynn was known there. 

Judy’s contractor friend and her room-
mate were now seriously concerned 
about her. There had been a number of 
recent attacks on lone girls and women 
in the Hollywood area. Just a few nights 
before, Judy had remarked that a strange 
man had followed her in the dark street 
near the apartment block. 

While the contractor checked several 
Sunset Strip cafes that Judy frequented, 
Betty called Bob Dull at work and he 
hurried to the apartment. After futile 
calls to Judy’s parents, friends and 
various photographers, they reported 
her disappearance to the sheriff. They 
insisted that Judy was a level-headed, 
responsible young woman, devoted to 
her career. She would never of her own 
accord break an engagement without 
even bothering to call. Her car, an old 
Chevrolet, still stood in the apartment 
garage. 

Detective Sergeant David Ostroff 
wasn’t sure what to think. Young girls 
were frequently reported missing in 
Hollywood, but they usually turned up 
safely before long. However, this case 
seemed ominous. So after talking to 
Judy’s parents in Glendale and checking 
out the Pico machine shop Ostroff 
consulted Detective Sergeant Richard 
White of the missing persons detail, and 
in mid-morning the sheriff’s office issued 
a bulletin listing Judy as a missing person 
and possible kidnap victim. 

Pictures of her were sent to all police 
stations, and the bulletin described 
her as five-foot-four, eight stone, with 
natural blonde hair, blue eyes, golden 
tan complexion and a small mole under 
her left breast. When last seen she was 
wearing a cocoa-brown sheath dress and 
low-heeled black shoes. She had never 
been fingerprinted. 

Johnny Glynn was described as 
about 29, five-foot-nine, 10 stone, with 
dark brown hair, olive complexion and 
prominent ears. He wore horn-rimmed 
glasses and a rumpled dark blue or black 
suit. 

Betty had seen no car, but assumed 
that he drove one. Lynn Lykies had 
called a number of photographers, but 
could trace no one who knew Johnny 
Glynn, or anyone who had given a man 
of his description her name. 

The investigators quickly eliminated 
Judy’s estranged husband and her 
contractor friend from suspicion. 
Bob Dull still carried a torch for his 
beautiful wife and had been hoping 
for a reconciliation. Though they were 
engaged in a court squabble over custody 
of their 14-month-old daughter, they had 
remained on more or less friendly terms. 

As well as objecting to Judy’s nude 
modelling, Bob had wanted her to stay 
at home and devote herself to the baby. 

Judy was an 
impetuous, ambitious, 
unconventional young 

woman who moved 
in fast-living glamour 

circles
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frightened young Hollywood models. 
Men had hired them for posing jobs and 
forced sexual attention on them under 
threat of knife or gun. 

Johnny Glynn remained a mystery. No 
one had heard of a freelance professional 
photographer of that name, or fitting his 
description. 

Betty Carver, in retrospect, now said 
there was something suspicious, not quite 
right, about the self-styled photographer. 
He had an unkempt, shifty, creepy look 
and she was glad she hadn’t gone on a 
modelling date with him. She and Lynn 
had the lock changed on the apartment 
door, as Judy had taken her key with her. 

The investigation marked time until 
the Glendale court hearing on August 

After filing her divorce suit in June, she 
had been awarded temporary custody of 
little Suzie. One night in her absence Bob 
had taken the baby to the home of one of 
his relatives. Then he had filed a petition 
for permanent custody, claiming that 
Judy was neglecting the child and was 
an unfit mother. A hearing was due in 
Glendale Superior Court on August 9th. 

The investigators believed that the 
bespectacled suspect had given a phony 
name and was not a photographer. He 
could have spotted the three attractive 
girls and obtained the name of Lynn 
Lykles from the apartment’s mail-box 
downstairs. He had apparently picked the 
Pico phone number out of thin air. 

The weekend passed without any word 
from Judy, and her relatives and closest 
friends were convinced that she had 
been kidnapped and murdered by the 
man who called himself Johnny Glynn. 
However, the possibility of voluntary 
disappearance couldn’t be ignored. 
Judy was an impetuous, ambitious, 
unconventional young woman who 
moved in fast-living glamour circles, and 
she was involved in court trouble. 

Ostroff learned that she had asked a 
lawyer friend only a few days before she 

vanished, “What 
would happen if I 
don’t show up at the 
hearing?” But Betty 
Carver insisted that 
Judy was determined 
to get her baby 
back, and had said 
she would give 
up modelling and 
take some more prosaic job if necessary 
to prove herself a fit mother. Also, she 
had left her treasured wardrobe behind, 

taking only a few modelling clothes. 
The newspapers headlined Judy’s 

disappearance and Ostroff and White 
investigated half a dozen reports from 

The skeleton 
was checked 

against missing-
women reports. Its 

dimensions and hair 
colour fitted those of 

Judy Ann Dull

Newspaper reports 
of Glatman’s crimes

9th. The courtroom was 
packed with detectives, 
reporters and news 
photographers. But Judy 
didn’t show up, nor did 
she send any word. The 
judge awarded Bob Dull 
permanent custody of 
their child. 

“Something terrible has happened 
to Judy,” said the distressed husband. 
“She loved little Suzie, and she’d never 
have stayed away from this hearing if she 
could have made it. I’m positive she’s 
lying dead somewhere.” 

Some of the investigators shared his 
opinions. Others, however, thought that 
Judy had simply run off – either with 
Johnny Glynn or with some other well-
heeled secret boyfriend. 

White and Ostroff followed up every 
slim possibility and showed Betty Carver 
photos of known sex criminals: men 
recently paroled from prison. They 
checked out and dismissed the theory 
that Judy had been pregnant and was 
the victim of an abortionist. Noting 
similarities between the case and the 
mystery of Jean Spangler, a beautiful 25- 

The self-styled 
photographer who 

called himself 
Johnny  Glynn.  
“I truly hated to  
kill those girls,  

but it just had to 
be,” he told police
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year-old, Hollywood film and TV actress 
who vanished without trace in October 
1949, they searched the eight-year-old 
files for any possible link. 

But weeks went by and turned into 
months without the slightest clue to 
Judy Ann Dull’s fate. Detective Sergeant 
White died and his successors were busy 
with other cases. The bulletin remained 
in the live file, and every so often Judy’s 
description was checked against that of 
some unidentified woman’s body found 
here and there in Western states. 

On Friday, December 29th, a ranch 
worker was walking through a desolate 
stretch of wasteland beside U.S. Highway 
80 and the Southern Pacific Railroad 
tracks in the desert country some 130 
miles east of Los Angeles, when his dog 
led him to a human skull lying in an 
abandoned cotton field. 

Scanning the ground, he found the rest 
of the skeleton buried in a shallow sandy 
grave 120 feet away. Riverside County 
deputies found shreds of brown dress 

material, underclothing and a white gold 
ring, with a single pearl, lying among the 
bones, which had been ravaged by the 
elements and small animals. 

Technicians said the skeleton was that 
of a blonde woman between 30 and 35, 
and estimated that it had been left in 
the desert from six months to a year or 
more. It was too far gone to determine 
the cause of death. The laboratory 
men succeeded in recovering seven 
fragmentary prints from the shrivelled 
fingerprints and sent them to Washington 
D.C., but the FBI could not locate them 
on its files. 

The skeleton was checked against 
missing-women reports from throughout 
the west. Its dimensions and hair colour 
fitted those of Judy Ann Dull, but the 
estimate of the dead woman’s age, the 
time she had been lying there and the 
distance from Hollywood seemed to 
rule out the missing model. Also, Judy’s 
husband and room-mates weren’t sure 
whether or not she had owned such a 
pearl ring. The ravaged bones remained 
unidentified, and were finally buried. 

The year turned, more weeks passed, 
and the file on Judy Ann Dull gathered 
dust in the sheriff’s office. Then, early in 
March 1958, a new disappearance made 
headlines. 

The missing woman this time was 
Shirley Ann Loy Bridgeford, an attractive 
24-year-old brunette divorcee and 
mother of two small sons. Her mother, 
Mrs. Alice Joiliffe, with whom Shirley 
and her children lived in Trafford Street 
in suburban Sun Valley, reported to Los 
Angeles Police that her daughter had 

gone out on a blind date with a strange 
man on Saturday night, March 8th, and 
had not returned. 

Mrs. Joiliffe said that Shirley had 
dated her Saturday night escort through 
a Lonely Hearts club. Divorced three 
years before, she had been engaged to 
another man for more than a year and 
planned to marry him, but they split up 
in December 1957 and he eventually 
married another girl. 

Shirley liked parties and dancing, but 
had not had a single date since Christmas 
Eve and was feeling lonely and moody, 
her mother added. “Staying home all the 
time taking care of her little boys, aged 

eight, five and three, and sharing the 
household chores, she had little or no 
opportunity to meet eligible young men.” 

One of her girlfriends had suggested, 
more or less as a joke, that she ought to 
join a Lonely Hearts club and Shirley had 
taken the idea seriously. A week before 
her disappearance she had enrolled in 
a “friendship” club, advertised in the 
newspapers. “She said she was doing it 
for a lark,” her mother told detectives, 
“but she was half-serious.She told me: 
‘Wouldn’t it be funny if I should meet 
some nice man that way and he’d court 
me and marry me?’” 

Shirley’s first – and last – date arranged 
by the club had been with a man who 
gave his name as George Williams. “She 
was excited and happy about going 
out with him on Saturday night,” Mrs. 
Joiliffe recalled. “She spent hours getting 

“We spent the evening 
in my apartment, just 
chatting about this 

and that. He told me 
he was a plumber in 

Pasadena”

Left, Shirley Ann Loy Bridgeford, 
also pictured bound and gagged 
(above) after being raped. This 
photograph was taken shortly 
before she was strangled to 

death
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ready. He called for her at about seven 
forty-five. They said they were going to 
a Western dance over in San Fernando 
Road, but I can’t find any of Shirley’s 
friends who saw them there. All I know 
is she hasn’t come home. I haven’t heard 
a word from her. It’s almost twenty-four 
hours now.” 

Mrs. Joiliffe, her brother and 16-year-
old daughter had all seen and spoken 
briefly to George Williams when Shirley 
brought him into the living-room where 
they were watching TV. They described 
him as about 25 to 35, around six feet 
tall, about 12 stone, with light brown 
hair, blue eyes and a thick but apparently 
newly-grown moustache. He had large 
protruding eyes, and he wore glasses 
with light plastic rims. “Naturally, we 
looked him over,” Mrs. Joiliffe said. 
“He didn’t seem to be dressed too well 
for a Saturday night date. He had on a 
blue jacket – I think it was a suit jacket – 
charcoal trousers and a white shirt.” 

None of the family had looked to see 
what kind of car Williams drove, she said. 

Detective Sergeants Pat Kealy and 
Richard Ruble were none too concerned 
about the case at first. It had the 
hallmarks of an elopement. But their 
interest sharpened when they visited the 
Lonely Hearts agency in South Vermont 

Avenue in Los Angeles, obtained the 
Pasadena address Williams had given and 
discovered that it was fictitious. 

Furthermore, the description of the 
man supplied by the flustered supervisor 
of the bureau didn’t check with that 
given by Shirley’s family. The supervisor 
described him as not more than five 
feet seven inches, 10 stone and slim, 
with brown eyes, prominent ears, no 
moustache and no glasses. 

Learning that Williams had dated a 
36-year-old Hollywood secretary through 
the bureau on March 6th, the detectives 
interviewed her. Her description of 
the man tallied with that given by 
the supervisor. “He was a perfect 
gentleman,” she said. “We spent the 
evening in my apartment, just chatting 
about this and that. He told me he was a 
plumber in Pasadena. He said he drove a 

1953 Chevrolet saloon.” 
Ruble and Kealy considered the 

possibility that the original “Williams,” 
the man who had recently registered at 
the club, had traded his Saturday night 
blind date off to some pal. They still had 
the feeling that a sudden romance had 
developed, and thought that Shirley’s 

mother could get a telegram at any 
moment from Las Vegas or Tijuana 
announcing her daughter’s marriage. 

Nevertheless, they broadcast 
descriptions of Shirley and her escort. 
The brunette, a former factory worker, 
was described as five-foot-five, eight 
stone, with brown hair worn in a 
short bob, blue eyes, slightly freckled 
complexion, small scars under each ear, 
and several missing teeth, 

who was advertising for a girlfriend, 
Kealy and Ruble traced the newspaper 
ad, located the 29-year-old man and 
brought him in for questioning.

He readily admitted receiving a letter 
from the lonely divorcee, written in red 
ink, saying that she liked to dance and 
enclosing her picture. But he said he 
hadn’t had time to reply and assured 
them that he had never met Shirley. He 
said he was in San Francisco, 450 miles 
away, on the Saturday night in question, 
and investigation confirmed his story. 

After interviewing and eliminating a 
number of men named Williams, and 
checking Pasadena’s plumbers, the 
officers began a tedious canvass of the 
30-odd Lonely Hearts clubs in the Los 
Angeles area, checking the name and the 
two descriptions. They collected dozens 
of photographs of male members who 
might fit and showed them to the family 
with negative results. 

Repeated talks with the divorcee’s 
family, the date bureau supervisor and 
the Hollywood secretary cleared up the 
divergence in descriptions. A police artist 
drew a series of sketches until a single 
facial likeness emerged. It seemed that 
Shirley’s family had been mistaken about 
the mystery man’s height and build, and 

that he was shorter and 
slimmer, as the club 
supervisor and his other 
date described him. He 
might even have worn 
a false moustache when 
he called for Shirley. 
Obviously he could 
put his glasses on or 
off. The jug ears tallied 
in each case, and the 
detectives were satisfied 
that only the one man 
was involved. They 
issued new and more 
detailed bulletins. 

In the ensuing 
weeks they examined 
Los Angeles criminal 

records in search 

There was nothing 
to connect the 

suspected abductor 
and killer of Shirley with 

the man with whom 
Judy Ann Dull had 

vanished

Above and right, Ruth Mercado. 
Glatman played his most sadistic 

cat-and-mouse game with her, 
forcing her at gunpoint to spend 
the day in the desert with him

noticeable when she smiled. When she 
went out on Saturday night she was 
wearing a new blue-green dress, high-
heeled black suede shoes and a full-
length tan or beige woollen coat. Around 
her neck she wore a gold chain with a 
pendant set with green stones. 

When another day passed with 
absolutely no word from her, the 
homicide officers took a more serious 
view of the case. No one could be found 
who had seen Shirley or her escort at the 
Western dance, nor anywhere else.

Learning that just before she joined the 
club she had written to a young mechanic 
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believed to be the work of some crank 
who objected to having a young model as 
a neighbour. 

The detectives took away a box full 
of Ruth’s letters, business records and 
other personal papers for examination. 
They learned that as a freelance model 
specialising in nude poses, she obtained 
her clients through newspaper ads. 
She even kept a couple of cameras and 
a stock of film on hand for aspiring 
photographers who had no equipment of 
their own. 

A bulletin was broadcast to police 
agencies throughout the West. She was 
described as five-foot-one, eight stone, 
with dark brown hair and brown eyes 
and small moles on her left cheek and left 
chin. 

Police questioned 60 or 70 friends, 
clients and acquaintances of the vanished 
model, and investigated many of them 
as possible suspects. But, just as in the 
previous missing-women cases, weeks 
went by without any definite break. 

Checking dead body reports and files 
on other cases in the area, the Wilshire 
investigators noted the similarity to 
the case of Judy Ann Dull. The girls 

previous summer, before she opened her 
own agency. 

A couple of weeks earlier he had rung 
her doorbell and asked if she could pose 
for him. She had said she was busy, and 
he said he’d be back in a few days. 

That Monday night, Johnson, slim, 
dark-haired and about 30, asked Joanne 
if she could come over to his apartment 
for some pin-up shots. But there was 
something about his taut, nervous 
face, his large, intense eyes set between 
prominent jug-ears, his unkempt hair and 
his sloppy attire that put her off. 

“O.K., I’ll come if we can go in my 
car and take along a chaperone,” she 
told him. But that didn’t suit Johnson. 
He wanted to drive his own car, and he 
didn’t want any third party at the session. 

Joanne thought of a friend of hers, 
Lorraine Vigil, a small, shapely, raven-
haired, energetic 27-year-old Latin girl 
who was anxious to get into modelling. 

Joanne phoned her and asked if she 
wanted to take the job. She explained that 
she herself had posed for Johnson before. 
Lorraine accepted, and Joanne sent the 
photographer over to the house where 
Lorraine roomed on West 6th Street in 
the Wilshire district. When he left, Joanne 
called Lorraine Vigil back and warned 
her to be on her guard. There was 
something about the fellow she didn’t 
like, Joanne said. 

The jug-eared man picked up Lorraine 
at about 9.30 p.m., blowing his horn 
and waiting outside in his black two-
door 1951 Dodge Club coupe, instead 
of coming to the door. When she asked 
him for her $15 fee in advance as they 
started out, he handed her $10 and said 
he would give her the balance later. He 
started to drive east towards downtown 
Los Angeles. “This isn’t the way to 
Diane’s studio,” Lorraine pointed out. 

“We’re not going to her place,” he told 
her. “She has some other people coming 
there. We’re going to my own studio. It’s 
down in Anaheim, but it won’t take us 
long to get there.” 

Lorraine asked what sort of pictures he 
was going to take, and for what purpose, 
but he didn’t reply directly. He turned 
south-east on the Santa Ana Freeway 
and stepped on the accelerator. They 
sped through the suburbs, shot through 
Anaheim without slackening, and on 
through Santa Ana, 35 miles south-east 
of Los Angeles. 

Then the driver slowed and turned 
down a dark, lonely side road which 
Lorraine later learned was Tustin Avenue. 
He stopped and switched off the engine. 
“I’ve got a flat tyre,” he announced. 

Lorraine guessed what was coming. 
She was too terrified to be surprised 
when the man produced a gun, a little 
automatic. 

“O.K., Lorrie, now I want you to do 
as I say,” he told her, his dark eyes bigger 
than ever. “Do what I tell you and you 
won’t get hurt.” 

Lorraine pleaded with him not to hurt 
her. This irritated him, and he told her 
he’d really hurt her if she didn’t shut up. 

“All right. I’ll do whatever you say,” she 

of men known to prey on trusting women 
through Lonely Hearts advertisements. 
They ran down and eliminated half a 
dozen suspects and compared notes with 
other police forces. 

There was nothing to connect the 
suspected abductor and killer of Shirley 
with the man with whom Judy Ann 
Dull had vanished, but this possibility 
was considered. Both men were of the 
same medium height and build, both 
had prominent ears and wore glasses. 
but “Glynn” was described as darker in 
complexion than “Williams” and having 
darker hair, and their method of picking 
up their victims was entirely different. 

Late in July 1958 the landlord of a 
small apartment hotel in the Wilshire 
district of Los Angeles reported the 
disappearance of a tenant, Ruth 
Rita Mercado, a 24-year-old dark-
haired beauty of Latin extraction. 
She was a former stripper who now, 
under the name of Angela Rojas, 
modelled principally in the nude for 
photographers, amateur as well as 
professional. 

The landlord told Detective Sergeants 
Paul Light and Eugene Danforth that 

There was something 
about his taut, 

nervous face, his 
large, intense  

eyes set between 
prominent jug-ears

Lorraine Vigil shows how she bit 
Glatman during her desperate 
fight for her life, after she had 

been driven to a dark lonely road 
to be murdered

had worked for several of the same 
photographers, but no link could be 
established. However, with three baffling 
disappearances of young women in 
the Los Angeles area within a year, the 
investigators began to suspect that the 
same man was responsible for all three, 
despite the discrepancies. 

Then at 9 p.m. on Monday, October 
27th, a man rang the doorbell of a 
modelling agency on Sunset Boulevard, 
Hollywood, run by 20-year-old Joanne 
Arena, a statuesque brunette known 
professionally as Diane Fox. Joanne, 
looking down the stairs from just outside 
her office on the first floor, recognised 
the late caller as a young man she knew 
as Frank Johnson. He was an amateur 
photographer for whom she had once 
posed for pin-up pictures during the 

Ruth had apparently been missing since 
Wednesday night, July 23rd. About 9.30 
that night, he had passed her door and 
heard her talking to her collie pup. There 
was a “Do Not Disturb” sign on the 
door, and that was the last anyone had 
heard or seen of her. 

During the next few days the landlord 
and his wife had noted the mail piling up 
in her box. They respected her privacy 
and waited four days before they entered 
the apartment she had occupied for three 
weeks. 

When they went in with their pass-key 
they found Ruth’s two parakeets and her 
collie pup near death from lack of food 
and water. There was no indication that 
Ruth had been home recently, but her 
clothing, jewellery, luggage and prized 
pin-up pictures, her stock in trade, were 
all there. After waiting two more days, the 
landlord informed the police. 

Two young women had been strangled 
in the Wilshire district within a few weeks 
and the detectives took a serious view of 
the model’s disappearance. 

Wilshire police records revealed that in 
April 1958, when she was living in South 
Kenmore Avenue, Ruth Mercado had 
complained that someone was dialling 
her phone number at all hours and then 
leaving the receiver off the hook so as 
to block her line. A few weeks later she 
had reported finding an obscene note 
under her door. The annoyances were 
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consented. “I don’t want to get hurt.” 
He took a short length of cord from his 

pocket, grabbed and twisted her left wrist 
and knotted the cord around it. He tried 
to wrench her right hand behind her back 
to tie her wrists together. 

“Please don’t tie me!” she pleaded. “I’ll 
do anything you want, if you just don’t tie 
me. What do you want?” 

“All right, but just don’t give me any 
trouble,” he said, waving the gun a few 
inches from her breast. “Don’t argue with 
me. I can kill you any time I want to!” 

Lorraine started screaming and 
banging on the car door. Other cars were 
passing but none of the drivers appeared 
to notice what was happening. 
The man clapped a hand over 
her mouth and clamped his other 
arm around her neck. “People 
will think we’re just necking,” he 
laughed harshly. “I could choke 
you right now if I wanted to!” 

He laid the gun down and 
again tried to tie her hands, but 
Lorraine fought him off and 
started screaming again. He 
picked up the automatic. “I’ll 
kill you!” he rasped. “I’ve lost 
patience with you. I’m an ex-cop. 
I don’t care if I go to the gas 
chamber.” 

Frantically, Lorraine grabbed 
the muzzle of the gun and turned 
it away from her. They struggled 
back and forth in the car seat. 
Suddenly the gun went off with 
a deafening bang. A bullet tore 
through Lorraine’s skirt and 
burned her thigh. 

“I’ve shot you,” the man said, 
looking dazedly 
down at the gun in 
his hand. 

Lorraine seized 
the moment to 
reach around him 
with her free hand 
and open the car 
door on his side. 
She shoved with 
all her strength 
and they both 
tumbled out onto 
the shoulder of the 
road. 

Locked in 
combat, they 
rolled on the 
rough gravel. Lorraine kept her desperate 
hold on the gun. She managed to turn 
it around and tried to pull the trigger. 
Her assailant was cursing. She grabbed 
his gun hand and sank her teeth into his 
wrist. With a howl of pain, he let go of the 
gun. She turned it on him, trying to pull 
the trigger as she scrambled to her feet. 

Suddenly the scene was bathed in a 
spotlight glare and the two breathless, 
dishevelled combatants froze in a 
startled tableau as a gruff, official voice 
demanded to know what was going on. 

It was Officer Thomas Mulligan of the 
California Highway Patrol. On his way 
home to Costa Mesa on his motorcycle, 
he had providentially turned down Tustin 

Avenue and spotted the parked car and 
the struggling figures. 

“He’s trying to kill me! He’s crazy!” 
Lorraine panted, running over to the 
policeman, the gun in her right hand, the 
cord still dangling from her left wrist. “I 
took this gun away from him!” 

The attacker paid no attention to 
the officer. He stood still, staring at the 
sobbing girl in her disarrayed clothes. 
“His eyes were big as silver dollars,” 
Mulligan said later. Then the man walked 
slowly towards the girl and the officer, 
his burning eyes still fixed on Lorraine. 
Mulligan ordered him to stop. “O.K.,” he 
said quietly. 

Mulligan radioed for assistance. 
Orange County sheriff’s deputies 
soon arrived, and the gunman and 
his intended victim were taken to the 
sheriff’s office at Santa Ana. Lorraine, 
tearful and shaken, was taken home after 
telling her story and receiving treatment 
for bruises, scratches and the bullet graze 
on her thigh. 

“He’s a killer,” she told the deputies. “I 
could see it in his eyes. He’d have killed 
me for sure, if I hadn’t grabbed his gun 
and hung on to it!” 

The jug-eared, crop-haired prisoner 
identified himself as Harvey Morris 

Glatman, a 30-year-old Los Angeles TV 

repairman. When the officers noted that 
his car bore Colorado licence plates, he 
explained that he had come to California 
early in 1957, and kept the car registered 
to his widowed mother’s address in 
Denver where he had lived previously. 

He had $725 in cash in his wallet and 
deputies found another $200 hidden 
under the floormat of his car. He said the 
money was savings from his wages. “I 
don’t spend much,” he smiled dolefully. 
“I don’t go many places.” 

A search of the car also revealed a 
noosed and knotted five-foot length 
of sash cord, like the cord with which 
he had tried to tie Lorraine’s wrists; 
an expensive camera and other photo 
equipment, including plenty of film, and 
sandwiches and a large thermos of hot 
coffee, as though for a long journey. 

Glatman freely admitted the attempted 
assault. He said he had acted on impulse 
and was sorry. He also acknowledged 
with a shrug that he had served prison 
time in New York and Colorado. He was 
booked on suspicion of assault with a 
deadly weapon and attempted rape. 

Questioned for hours the next day by 
Sergeant Dan Rios and other officers, 
Harvey Glatman filled in details of his 
past life and criminal history. Born in 
New York, he was raised in Denver and 
at 17 was arrested there in 1945 for a 
series of robberies. These involved sexual 
molestation of his female victims, and 
he was sentenced to one to five years in 
the state prison for aggravated robbery. 
Released after serving less than a year, he 
went to Albany, New York, where he was 
soon in trouble again. 

In 1946 he was jailed as Albany’s 
“phantom bandit” who robbed and 
terrorised three women as they walked 
home from bus stops in lonely parts of 
the city. One of them later identified a 
photo of him as her attacker. Armed with 
a toy pistol with which he threatened to 
kill the women, he was arrested while 
stalking his fourth victim. 

He was convicted of first-degree grand 
larceny and sentenced to five to 10 years. 
Paroled from Sing Sing in 1951, he was 
discharged from parole in 1956 and 
moved west, finally landing in California 
by way of Denver. 

The investigators noted that while he 
talked readily and glibly about his long-
past offences and his attack on Lorraine, 
he was evasive when questioned about 
his activities in and around Los Angeles 
during the past year. This, coupled with 
the fact that he carried a gun and had 
a large sum of cash in his possession, 
led them to suspect that he might have 
committed armed robberies. He denied 
this, but he was so nervous that his 
questioners were convinced that he was 
concealing something. 

Late that night Sergeant Rios 
dispatched a message to all California 
law enforcement agencies, detailing the 
circumstances of Glatman’s arrest and 
asking if he might be linked with any 
crimes in their jurisdictions. 

The message reached the Wilshire 
detectives the next morning and 

A shivering Harvey 
Glatman with torch–

carrying police officers 
in the desert where he 
killed and dumped his 
victims’ bodies. Left, a 
detective examines the 

skull of one woman
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immediately riveted their attention. They 
noted that both Harvey Glatman and 
Lorraine Vigil lived in Wilshire, he on 
South Norton Avenue only a few blocks 
from Ruth Mercado’s apartment, and 
that Lorraine aspired to be a pin-up 
model like Ruth. 

Danforth and Light interviewed 
Lorraine, and that afternoon Sergeant 
Rios went to Los Angeles and the three 
officers searched Glatman’s apartment. 
It was plastered with pin-up photos of 
nude beauties, some of them on the lewd 
side and some picturing girls bound and 
gagged in “torture” poses. 

They found several lengths of sash 
cord similar to the one Glatman had 
used on Lorraine, and there was more 
expensive photo equipment. 

Checking on Harvey Glatman around 
the district, the detectives learned that 
he frequented a number of places also 
used by Ruth Mercado and “Angela 
Rojas.” He was an amateur photographer 
addicted to nude pin-ups; she was 
a professional pin-up model; it was 
extremely likely that their paths had 
crossed. But the investigation had to be 
handled delicately. Glatman had not yet 
been told that he was suspected of other 
crimes, and there was no evidence as yet 
to link him to the other missing models. 

Detective Sergeant Light telephoned 
Sergeant Rios the next morning, October 
30th, and it was decided to try to get the 
suspect to submit to a lie-detector test. 
Light and Danforth then left for Santa 
Ana. 

Glatman, haggard and unshaven, 
glumly agreed to undergo the test, and 
he was taken to the district attorney’s 
office and put on the polygraph. When 
the Wilshire detectives strolled in while 
he was being quizzed, and Rios casually 
remarked that they had come down 
from Los Angeles to ask him about some 
missing girls, he showed no reaction. 

However, he reacted violently to the 
name “Angela” when it was mentioned 
to him among other girls’ names, and 
also the missing model’s address, Plen 
Boulevard. It wasn’t long before he broke. 

“O.K., I killed that girl, Angela Rojas,” 
he confessed. “I killed a couple of other 
girls too. Give me a cigarette and I’ll tell 
you all about it. I was going to tell you 
anyway, but I wanted to see how this 
machine worked.” 

He admitted that he was the abductor 
and killer of Judy Ann Dull, Shirley Ann 
Loy Bridgeford and Ruth Mercado. He 
was the long-sought Johnny Glynn, he 
was George Williams, and he was Ruth 
Mercado’s unseen night visitor. 

In each case his motive was sexual 
assault. After forcing the girls to submit 

to him at gunpoint, Glatman said, he 
knew he had to kill them because they 
could identify him and his car. He took 
them out to lonely desert areas many 
miles from Los Angeles. 

“I truly hated to kill those girls,” he 
assured the officers, “but it just had to be. 
My fear of being caught was almost as 
great as my compulsion towards women. 

With each one I did it the same way, with 
that same length of cord you found in my 
car. I lured them out to lonely places on 
the pretext of taking pictures before I’d 
let them go. I’d make them kneel down 
and tie their hands behind them with a 
short tape.” 

“Then I made them lie flat on their 
stomachs, and I’d tie their ankles together 
with one end of my long cord. I’d loop 
the middle part around their necks. Then 
I’d stand there and keep pulling on the 
other end until they stopped struggling. 
They didn’t suffer much. None of them 
really knew that I was going to kill her 
until the last few minutes. 

“Angela pleaded with me at the last 
minute, ‘Oh, God, don’t do it!’ Shirley 
said, ‘Please, please, I have two children!’ 
Judy didn’t say anything at all. 

“I’ve always been fascinated by ropes, 
ever since I was a kid. Seems to me I’ve 
always had a piece of rope in my hands.” 

In the case of Judy Ann Dull, he said 
he first drove her to his apartment. 
There, after snapping some nude poses, 
he threatened her with his gun, tied her 
hands and raped her twice. She pleaded 
with him to let her go and promised to 
tell no one, but he was afraid, he said, 

because she could lead the police to his 
apartment. He decided he had to kill her. 

After forcing her to sit watching TV 
for several hours at gunpoint, late that 
night he drove her out to the desert north 
of Indio, keeping her quiet by telling her 
that he was going to release her at some 
out-of-the-way spot and then get out of 
California. 

Stopping near Thousand Palms, he 
took further pictures by flashlight, then 
partially stripped Judy and strangled 
her with the rope. He scooped a shallow 
grave because the spot was near the 
highway, and his account left no doubt 
that the unidentified remains found near 
Thousand Palms the previous December 

were those of Judy Dull. The laboratory 
men had erred in estimating the victim’s 
age. 

Glatman also confirmed it was he 
who had dated the Hollywood secretary 
through the Lonely Hearts agency. He 
didn’t like her, he said, because she talked 
too much and served him tea and cakes. 
So he left her alone, and made the date 
with Shirley Ann Loy Bridgeford. 

She didn’t like his looks, he said, and 
initially balked at going with him. Instead 
of taking her to the dance, he drove down 
the coast to Oceanside, where he parked 
and tried to force his attentions on her. 
When she resisted, he drove east to the 
edge of the San Diego County desert 
country, drew his gun, forced her into the 
roadside brush, tied her up, and raped 
her. 

He then drove further inland and killed 
Shirley before dawn in a desolate spot in 

Earthquake Valley, some 180 miles from 
their San Fernando Valley starting-point. 
He first forced her to walk a quarter of a 
mile up a dry riverbed. She had to take 
off her high heels to walk on the rocks. 
He snapped some pictures, then killed 
her as he had Judy. He left the body lying 
there fully clothed, merely strewing some 
brush over it. 

But he played his most sadistic cat-
and-mouse game with his third victim, 
Ruth Mercado, whom he knew as Angela 
Rojas. He had called on her the night 
before, in response to her newspaper 
advertisement. She came to the door in 
her robe and said that she was ill. 

On the night of July 23rd he returned, 
but found the apartment in darkness. He 
went to a bar and had a few beers, then 
went back and saw that Ruth’s light was 
on. When she hesitated to admit him at 
that late hour, he produced his gun and 

“I killed a couple of 
other girls too. Give 

me a cigarette and I’ll 
tell you all about it. 
I was going to tell 

you anyway”

Among the killer’s macabre 
collection of photographs depicting 
his victims was an American issue 

of True Detective (July 1958), in 
which the Judy Ann Dull story 

appeared as an unsolved crime
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forced his way in. He ordered her to strip, 
tied her up, and assaulted her several 
times. Afterwards he sat around for a 
while and took pictures at leisure of the 
bound and terrified girl. 

Then in the small hours of the morning 
he forced Ruth to put on her robe and 
accompany him to his car, parked nearby. 
He told her they were going out to the 
desert to take more pictures. Again he 
headed for the wild San Diego County 
area. 

He spent the entire day in the desert 
with his victim. He had brought food and 
drink along, as he always did. He took 
more pictures, making Ruth pose nude 
on a blanket. 

“She was the one I really liked,” he 
recalled ruefully. “I didn’t want to kill her 
and I tried to figure a way out for her, but 
I couldn’t come up with any answer. So 
I finally got out the rope and did it the 
same as I did with the others.” 

Ruth Mercado was stripped to her 
underwear when he killed her that second 
night in a lonely spot, 32 miles south-east 
from where he had murdered Shirley 
Ann Loy Bridgeford. He took some of 
her clothes home with him as souvenirs. 

“I guess I’m driving the last nail in 
my coffin, telling all this,” Glatman 
concluded with a sickly smile. “I used to 
think about giving myself up, but I didn’t 
have the guts.” 

In the pre-dawn hours of October 31st, 
he guided a motorcade of Los Angeles, 
Orange and San Diego County officers 
and newspapermen to two of the murder 
scenes. He unerringly pointed out the 
exact spots, and the bleached bones of 
Shirley Ann Loy Bridgeford and Ruth 
Rita Mercado were found among the 
boulders. 

By the time the convoy returned to 
Los Angeles that morning, detectives of 

half a dozen other southern California 
jurisdictions were waiting to question 
Harvey Glatman about unsolved 
murders and disappearances of women, 
and a sheaf of telegrams from various 
parts of the country brought similar 
requests. 

A further search of Glatman’s 
apartment revealed a locked toolbox 
which was found to contain macabre 
photo strip albums depicting the 

agonised last moments of his three 
victims. 

There was also a well-thumbed copy 
of an American issue ofTrue Detective for 
July 1958, in which the Judy Ann Dull 
story appeared as an unsolved mystery, 
and news clippings from December 
1957 reporting the discovery of the then 
unidentified body near Indio. 

Betty Carver and Shirley Ann Loy 
Bridgeford’s relatives viewed photos of 
Glatman and identified him positively. 
And another Hollywood model, 
Jacquelyn Park, came forward to tell how 
Glatman had called at her apartment 
about a week after Judy Ann Dull 
vanished. 

He was annoyed because Jacquelyn’s 
manager was present, and she didn’t like 
his sloppy appearance and turned down 
his request for a modelling appointment 
“on location” somewhere out in the 
country. 

Glatman was later taken out to 
Riverside County, where he pointed out 
the exact spot near Thousand Palms 
where Judy Ann’s body had been found, 
and re-enacted the killing. 

Then he submitted to another 
prolonged session on the lie-detector. 
Now that he had unburdened himself 
of three sex killings, he seemed relaxed. 
He answered questions readily, without 
any tell-tale polygraph reaction, and 
the questioners were satisfied that he 
was telling the truth and had no other 
murders on his mind. 

“I’m in as deep as I can get,” Glatman 
told reporters. “Aren’t three killings 
enough?” 

“How do you feel?” they asked him. 
“Pretty good. I’m glad it’s over.” 
Discussing his eventual fate, he said: “I 

feel I’ve got the death penalty coming. I 
welcome death, because life behind bars 
is a terrible thing. I could never do life in 
prison. I’ve been in prison before, and 
time in prison comes hard, I know. I’m 
afraid of the future, but I’m not afraid of 
death. It’s my only hope.” 

A suicide watch was placed over him 
in his cell, but jail officers reported that 
he “slept like a baby” and seemed calm, 
almost contented. 

On December 17th, 1958, he was 
sentenced to die in the San Quentin gas 
chamber following his conviction for the 
murders of Ruth Mercado and Shirley 
Ann Loy Bridgeford, the murder of Judy 
Ann Dull remaining on file. He insisted 
that he wanted no pleas made on his 
behalf. 

When his mandatory appeal came 
before the Californian Supreme Court, 
his attorney reported that Glatman 
wished no move to be made to save him, 
and the killer himself wrote to the court 
asking that the appeal be dismissed. “It 
was my own fault,” he said. “I only want 
to die.” 

His wish was duly granted on 
Friday, September 18th, 1959, when 
he walked calmly to the small, 
green-walled execution chamber 
and awaited the action of the 
cyanide pellets.

“I feel I’ve got the 
death penalty 

coming. I welcome 
death because life 
behind bars is a 
terrible thing”

Left, a detective holds up the rope and gun used by Harvey Glatman 
(above) in the triple killings



P
OSTMAN JAMES Gordon 
Bennett quite unexpectedly  
found himself in the limelight one 

day, more than a century ago.
At 5 p.m. on March 18th, 1907, he 

was delivering mail in Highfield Road 
in the Derbyshire town of Chesterfield 
when he saw a middle-aged couple 
standing talking together on the 
pavement. The woman was gently 
rocking a large pram, and the postman 
had to step into the road to pass them.

He noticed nothing unusual about 
them, but when he was two or three 
doors away he heard an odd, chopping 
sound behind him. He turned round to 
look back, and was horrified to see that 
the woman he had just passed was now 
lying on the ground. The man with her 
was hitting her head with a hatchet.

Looking around for help, the 
postman saw Dr. Sidney Worthington’s 
coachman, Tom Wright, working in 
the doctor’s stable yard. He called the 
coachman over, and they cautiously 
approached the axeman and his victim 
who appeared to be dead, blood 
trickling from her head into the gutter.

“There’s the hatchet,” the man 
shouted, hurling it into a garden when 
he saw the two men heading for him. 
“I’m going to give myself up. She 
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Above, the Derbyshire town of 

Chesterfield at the time of the 

murder and below, a photo of the 

famous church with its twisted 

steeple

“I TOLD HER I’D CUT 
HER HEAD OFF

fetched me from work this afternoon.”
He now appeared calm and unlikely 

to give further trouble as the postman 
and the coachman accompanied him 
up the road towards the police station. 
Bennett hadn’t finished his round, so 
he asked Wright if he would mind him 
leaving to deliver the rest of his mail. 
The coachman raised no objection, but 
as Bennett continued his round, the 
axeman turned and began to walk back, 
saying he’d fetch the hatchet. 

Wright told him to leave it where it 
was, and asked about the baby in the 
pram.

“It’s my wife and my child. I’ll bring 
it,” the axeman replied, and on 
reaching the pram he bent down 
and kissed the dead woman. Then, 
pushing the pram, he again set out 
for the police station.

Moments later, a pony and trap 
approached and Wright flagged 
it down, telling the driver what 
had happened and asking him to 
inform the police.

“She has been and brought me 
from work this afternoon and 
wanted some money,” the axeman 
muttered. “She has been the 

ruination of my life.”



At the police station a phone call 
alerted Sergeant Samuel Fisher to the 
situation. He was heading for the scene 
when he met Wright, who had now 
been joined by a constable. The man 
they were escorting Fisher recognised, 
with a sigh, as an old “customer” – 
William Edward Slack, a 47-year-old 
painter and decorator.

Slack’s painting smock was splashed 
with blood, which was also on his hands 
and wrists, and on the pram he was 
pushing. “It’s Mrs. Wilson, her that 
caused that other trouble when my wife 
went away,” he told the sergeant.

Aware of Slack’s background, 
Fisher realised that the victim was not 
Mrs. Slack, but Mrs. Lucy Wilson, 
a 42-year-old cleaner employed at 
Chesterfield Theatre.

It was 5.40 p.m. when the sergeant 
arrived at the crime scene, where he 
met Dr. Worthington who had already 
made a preliminary examination of the 
body, confirming that the victim was 

who kills a woman is not fit to live. I 
told her at dinner-time today, against 
the theatre, that if she came up I would 
cut her head off and that I should have 
no more to do with her. I found the 
hatchet in the market a while ago and 
had it ground at Topliss.”

W
hen he appeared before 
Chesterfield magistrates the next 

day, he was more than keen to tell the 
court why he had killed Lucy Wilson. 
“We’ve been going together several 
months,” he said. “I didn’t go with 
the forethought of killing her. I tried 
to frighten her. I told her that if she 
followed me to work I...”

Cautioned that anything he said 
would be noted and could be used in 
evidence against him, Slack ploughed 
on regardless. “I struck her,” he told the 
magistrates. “She said, ‘There’s your 
bloody bastard,’ and I didn’t deny it. Of 
course, everyone knows it’s my child.”

At a subsequent hearing he was 

“I told her at 
dinner-time today, 

against the theatre, 
that if she came up 
I would cut her head 
off and that I should 
have no more to do 

with her”
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dead. As her corpse was taken to the 
mortuary, Fisher began his search for 
the murder weapon, soon finding it in 
a gooseberry bush. Still wet with blood 
with long black hairs stuck to it, the 
hatchet appeared to have recently been 
sharpened.

On returning with it to the police 
station, Fisher questioned Slack further 
and charged him with murder. “That’s 
right,” Slack replied. “I did not think of 
it before till I got to my work. A man 

Case Report by 
Matthew Spicer

“I TOLD HER I’D CUT 
HER HEAD OFF”

Painter and decorator William Slack who had already served time for attempted murder. His victim Mrs. Lucy Wilson 

(right) was a cleaner at Chesterfield Theatre
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committed for trial at Derbyshire 
Assizes, where his behaviour on 
June 25th shocked all who witnessed 
it. “Probably never in the criminal 
history of this county,” the Derbyshire 
Times commented, “has a scene been 
witnessed to parallel that on Tuesday at 
Derbyshire Assizes...

“During the past week or two we 
have, in these columns, made reference 
to the letters of the prisoner, whose 
anxiety to procure witnesses on various 
points had found vent in scores of 
closely-written letters on the blue 
official prison paper, and on Tuesday 
his manner in the dock was an exact 
reflex of those letters.

“Gradually, however, towards the end 
of the trial Slack’s manner changed, and 

she had never said anything to make 
him think otherwise.

Cross-examining him, Mr. Harold 
Wright, defending, said: “I put it to you 
that you had often seen this man with 
your wife.”

“I never have in my life,” Wilson 
replied.

“Will you swear that you did not 
know your wife was often meeting this 
prisoner?”

“Yes.”
“Your wife had a child last June?”
“Yes.”
“Did she ever suggest that the child 

was not yours?”
“She never said such a thing.”
“Is it true that the prisoner was at 

your house on the second Sunday last 
June?”

“He is the biggest liar that ever was. 
Do you think I would stand on my own 
doorstep and see a man like him at my 
house?”

“It is a perfectly plain question,” 
said the defence counsel. “Did you see 
him?”

“And I have given you a perfectly 
plain answer – no, sir,” Wilson replied.

The next witness, William Henry 
Madin, said he was a joiner. On the day 
of the killing he was working with Slack at 
a house in Avondale Road, and at 11.45 
a.m. Slack said he was going to collect 
some money that was owing to him and 
he would make up the time at night.

“When did he return?” asked the 
prosecutor, Mr. Ryland Adkin, MP.

“A few minutes past one,” Madin 
replied. “I said to him, ‘Well, Slack, 
how did you go on? Have you got your 
money?’ He said, ‘No, but a woman is 
bringing it up this afternoon. She will 
be wearing a big black hat and dark 
clothing, and will have a bassinette with 
a child in it. If I should be working at 
the back of the house and you are at the 
front, will you tell me?’”

“About 3.30, what did you see?” 
asked Mr. Adkin.

“A woman at the bottom of Avondale 
Road dressed in a black hat and black 
clothes, and with a bassinette. Slack 
came from the back of the house at the 
same time and went down to her.”

Madin went on to say that the two 
talked together for about 20 minutes. 
Slack made several attempts to return to 
work, but the woman called him back. 
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the pleading tone of his letters and of 
his evidence gave way to blasphemous 
bravado, which found vent in 
interruptions shouted at the judge Lord 
Coleridge as he summed-up, in reviling 
the jury as a ‘lot of old farmers,’ and 
finally in filthy, disgusting language 
such as had never been heard from a 
prisoner in the history of the Shire Hall 
of Derby.”

After pleading not guilty, Slack heard 
his victim’s husband, George Wilson,  
tell the court that he was a labourer 
by day, also working nights as a ticket 
checker at the Chesterfield Theatre. 
He had never seen Slack until he saw 
him at the magistrates’ court in March, 
Wilson testified, adding that so far as he 
was aware his wife’s child was his, and 

Lucy Wilson had six 
wounds in her head 
and neck. One had 

penetrated her spine, 
another had exposed 

her brain, which 
protruded from her 
fractured skull, and 
the fatal blow had 

severed her carotid 
artery



crime.
Seeking a manslaughter verdict, 

Mr. Wright told the jury that Mrs. 
Wilson had called Slack’s wife “an 
immoral name” and, being “a man of 
hasty temperament,” he struck her. 
This provocation, the defence counsel 
submitted, was sufficient to reduce 
the charge from murder, for “words 
of greater insult than those regarding 
his wife could not have been used to 
anyone.”

And the hatchet? It was not in Slack’s 
hands for any unlawful purpose, having 
been purchased to mend some steps, 
Mr. Wright claimed.

I
n the witness-box William Slack said 
he first met Mrs. Wilson two years 

ago, and had sex with her on their very 
first night together. This had taken 
place in her own house, when her 
husband was at home.

“And constantly since?” asked the 
judge.

“Yes,” Slack replied, adding that Mrs. 
Wilson said her husband went with 

other women, so she was going 
to go with other men. She said 
that for seven years her husband 
George had not given her a 
farthing, while Slack claimed she 
had asked him to go away with 
her to Coventry, threatening to 
drown herself if he didn’t.

He tried to put her off, but she 
kept pressuring him. When he 
saw her at the theatre at 12.30 
p.m. on the day she died, to 
keep her away he lied to her that 
he would be working that night.

“How was it,” Lord Coleridge 
asked, “that you came to have 
the hatchet at Avondale Road?”

“I got it ground some time 
before, and I took it to whet it,” 
Slack replied.

“Have you actually had it on 
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you heard before you turned round?”
“I could not say – five or six.” 
Wright the coachman told the court 

that Slack seemed very calm after the 
killing, and expressed no regret.

Dr. Worthington said his 
post-mortem found that Lucy Wilson 
had six wounds in her head and neck. 
One had penetrated her spine, another 
had exposed her brain, which protruded 
from her fractured skull, and the fatal 
blow had severed her carotid artery.

When Sergeant Fisher was questioned 
by the defence counsel, he confirmed 
that Slack was a “ticket-of-leave man,” 
having served a seven-year sentence 
for an unprovoked, violent assault on a 
police officer.

Mr. Wright, the defence counsel, 
asked: “Is he a man who, if crossed, 
would be likely to commit acts of 
violence?”

“I should say he is a man who 
would,” Fisher replied, adding that 
he knew that Slack’s wife had left 
him because of his violence, and had 
returned to him shortly before the 

Then she left, and about 15 minutes 
later Slack walked off in the same 
direction after asking a fellow-painter to 
finish a window for him.

At the prosecutor’s request, Lucy 
Wilson’s pram was placed on a table in 
the court, and Madin identified it as the 
bassinette he had seen.

Cross-examined by Mr. Wright, he 
said that Slack had always given sane 
answers to questions put to him.

“Have you noticed that his mind 
seemed to wander?” asked the defence 
counsel.

“I cannot answer that,” Madin 
replied.

“Did you notice anything about the 
woman to whom Slack was speaking?”

“She was working her hands as if she 
was excited. Slack seemed cool.”

Mrs. Elizabeth Osborn then told 
the court that she was a cleaner at 
Chesterfield Theatre. On the morning 
of the day Mrs. Wilson was killed, she 
saw her standing outside the theatre, 
talking to Slack. She had never seen the 
two together before.

Bennett, the postman, said he saw 
Slack strike Mrs. 
Wilson on the back 
of the head with a 
hatchet as she lay 
face-down on the 
ground.

“How many blows?” 
asked Mr. Adkin.

“Only one.”
“How many 

chopping sounds had 

Right, part of 

Elizabeth Slack’s 

letter to the Home 

Secretary asking for 

clemency. Her plea 

fell on deaf ears

Vernon Gate, Derby. This is the original front of Derby Gaol. It is now a business centre and housing development. 

Before that it was the grounds of the greyhound stadium built in 1932, and before that, the prison. William Slack 

was the last man executed here, on July 16th, 1907
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a whetstone?”
“No. I intended to do it last thing at 

night.”
When Lucy Wilson went to see 

him at work in Avondale Road, Slack 
continued, he had to promise to see 
her later that afternoon before she 
would let him go back to his job. And 
when he did see her again, she said she 
would drown herself and the child at 
the Donkey Racecourse if he didn’t give 
her a decisive answer.

“What is the Donkey Racecourse?” 
asked Lord Coleridge.

“It’s a place where there is a stream,” 
Slack replied. “Lots of people go to 
drown themselves there.”

He tried to pacify Mrs. Wilson, he 
said. She was making such a scene 
that he was ashamed of her. She kept 
pointing at the baby, saying, “Look at 
your bastard.” Then she said his wife 
was nothing but a whore, “and you have 
made one of me.”

“Was there any truth in this?” asked 
Mr. Wright.

“My wife, sir, is a good woman,” 
Slack replied, “and there was this 
woman standing there calling my wife 
names. Of course I was wrong to be 
with this woman.”

“Has your wife been good and 
faithful?”

She had, Slack replied, saying that 
Mrs. Wilson then rushed at him. “I had 
the hatchet out of my pocket, scraping 
the top of the brushes, and when she 
called my wife those names I knew that 
it was her that was the whore. And it 
was done in a second...

“It seemed to go dark, just as if there 
was going to be a great storm, and I 
don’t know where I struck her. It was 
somewhere about the head.”

The judge asked: “Did you tell the 
policeman that you told her if she came 
up you would cut her head off?”

“Yes, I did say that, joking like,” 
Slack replied, and that concluded his 
evidence.

H
is wife Elizabeth was then called to 
testify. Referring to the hatchet, she 

said she knew he intended to repair the 
doorsteps, and a boy had brought some 
wood for that purpose.

“Was your husband a passionate man?” 
Mr. Wright asked.

“Well, at times,” she sobbed. “I think it 
is hard for a wife to be compelled to give 
evidence against her husband.”

“You are not compelled,” said the 
judge, and she was allowed to retire.

Slack’s sister, Mrs. Clara Ford, then 
told the court that she noticed he had 
changed when he returned from army 
service in India about 20 years ago. He 
seemed to have difficulty understanding 
things, and he would stand staring, saying 
nothing. Asked if he’d had sunstroke in 
India, she said she thought he had but she 
wasn’t sure.

The court then heard the evidence 
of Police Sergeant James Hudson, the 
officer Slack had been jailed for attacking. 
Hudson said the incident stemmed from 

a domestic dispute. Slack wanted the 
police to intervene after his wife left him, 
and when he suspected that the officer 
wasn’t going to do much about the case, 
he stabbed him with two knives, inflicting 
nearly 20 wounds. When arrested, Slack 
said he intended to kill both his wife 
and Hudson, and he was convicted of 
attempted murder.

Dr. C.A. Greaves, the medical officer at 
Derby Prison where Slack was being held 
on remand, told the court that he found 
him “excitable, touchy and irritable,” but 
perfectly sane.

Throughout the trial Slack had 
repeatedly interrupted the proceedings, 
and he continued to do so during the 
judge’s summing-up, despite being told to 
be silent.

When Lord Coleridge mentioned what 
Mrs. Wilson had allegedly called Slack’s 
wife, Slack pointed at the jury, shouting, 
“What would one of these gentlemen, the 
man with the white hair, say if I called his 
wife a whore?”

Without leaving their box, the jurors 
found Slack guilty of murder, making no 
recommendation for mercy.

Then when Slack saw the judge’s clerk 
preparing to place the black cap on Lord 
Coleridge’s head for the passing of the 
death sentence, he shouted, “Yes, you 
may take that black cap and put...”

“There followed a singularly filthy 
expression,” the Derby Daily Telegraph 
reported. No prizes are offered for 
guessing where Slack told the judge to 
put the black cap.

“Prisoner at the bar,” Lord Coleridge 
began solemnly, “you have been 
convicted...”

“I’ve told you what to do with the cap!” 
Slack shouted. “It’s no good talking!”

“No other verdict was possible,” the 
judge continued after a pause. “The law 
regards human life as sacred, so sacred 
that the taking of it...”

“Oh, I’m not going to listen to this!” 
Slack cried, turning his back on the judge, 
only to have warders turn him round 

again.
Then as Lord Coleridge passed the 

death sentence, Slack pulled a tuft of hair 
from his head, put it in front of his mouth 
and blew it away, crying, “That’s all I care 
for you!”

Lord Coleridge’s last words, “And 
may the Lord have mercy on your soul,” 
were nearly drowned by Slack shouting, 
“There is no God, or I should not be here 
for this. He would not have allowed that 
woman to come up to me!”

The chief warder then grabbed Slack 
by the shoulders, and the other warders 
closed round him as, cursing and 
struggling, he was taken from the dock.

A claim that Slack had been confined 
as a lunatic some years previously 
appeared to be unfounded, as it was news 
to his brother, his two sisters and the 
police.

F
rom her home in Chesterfield’s 
Shepley Yard, his long-suffering wife 

wrote to the Home Secretary on July 7th: 
“My husband is in Derby Gaol awaiting 
the death sentence for having murdered a 
woman named Lucy Wilson. The execution 
is fixed for July 16th. The woman he 
murdered got him into her power and would 
not leave him on the night of the murder 
unless he would go away with her. In a fit of 
passion he pulled out a hatchet and struck 
her.

“My husband thinks that if I wrote to 
you, you would be merciful to him and 
myself and see if the sentence could not be 
reduced to one of life imprisonment instead 
of hanging. I am all alone in the world and 
have no one to turn to, and that is why I 
have not been able to get anyone to write 
this letter to you before...”

Elizabeth Slack’s plea, however, was 
unavailing. The Home Secretary was 
advised that if Slack’s life was spared, 
he would almost certainly attack and 
seriously injure a prison officer. So there 
was no reprieve, and on the appointed 
day William Slack was hanged by Henry 
Pierrepoint and John Ellis. His was the 
last execution at Derby Prison, and by all 
accounts he spent his last minutes being 
abusive to everyone, even grumbling as 
the prison chaplain prayed for him.

A few days earlier he had written to the 
Derbyshire Times, saying he first met Lucy 
Wilson in July 1905 when he painted 
the theatre where she was employed. 
She invited him to her home while her 
husband was working, and Slack claimed 
he subsequently visited her there as often 
as four times a week.

According to his letter, when Mrs. 
Wilson’s child was born in June 1906 she 
told him it was his and began pressing 
him to elope with her, intimating that she 
might poison her husband to get him out 
of the way.

The gist of the letter was that 
Slack had tired of her, but was 
he telling the truth? He had 
given conflicting accounts of his 
relationship with Lucy Wilson, and 
one theory was that he stalked her 
unsuccessfully and killed her when 
she rebuffed him.

The attending physician’s 
confirmation of Slack’s 
successful execution
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T
HE COUPLE WHO ran the 
establishment were reputable 
hoteliers, well-respected by their 

clientele. They were a popular, happy 
couple, forever laughing and joking as 
they served their customers, and what 
they got up to in the privacy of their 
bedroom was their affair and nobody 
else’s...until something went tragically 
wrong, and their sexual aberration 
came to light.

George and Marjorie Buckland 
had taken over the Red Lion Hotel in 
Penygroes, Caernarvonshire, in 1956, 
and in the following March the couple 
had been joined at the hotel by Mrs. 
Buckland’s widowed mother.

her later.
Nothing more was heard until 4 a.m., 

when Buckland phoned the family’s 
doctor, asking him to come to the hotel. 
When the physician arrived, Buckland 
took him to the couple’s room, where 
Marjorie lay dead in the bed.

Buckland spoke of her toothache, 
but the doctor was more interested in 
marks on her face. They extended from 
the corners of her mouth to her ears, 
as if she had been gagged. More marks 
on her wrists, little fingers, thumbs, 
forearms, elbows and ankles, showed 
that a ligature had been forcefully 
applied.

Asked what had happened, Buckland 

MYSTERY DEATH 
AT THE RED LION

A few weeks later George Buckland, 
31, was his usual cheery self on the 
Saturday evening of April 18th, but 
Marjorie, 32, was off-colour with 
toothache. Every now and then she had 
a few sips of whisky to ease the pain, 
and at closing-time Buckland asked his 
customers to leave promptly as his wife 
was not well. At 10.30 her mother put 
her to bed, where her husband joined 
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The Red Lion Hotel 
in Penygroes, 

Caernarvonshire. The 
Bucklands had taken 
it over in 1956, three 
years after marrying
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Murder in the bedroom? Behind the closed doors of the hotel in Wales 
the bondage sex games of the landlord and his wife ended in tragedy

“I tied her hands 
together behind her 

back, using at first the 
ties of her night-dress”
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told the doctor that when he went to 
bed his wife was restless and began 
“fooling about.” He had lost a lot of 
sleep the previous night because of her 
restlessness, and he now told her that 
if she didn’t keep still he would have to 
tie her up. She dared him to do it, so he 
tied her to the bed and fell asleep. On 
waking some time later, he untied her 
and dozed off again until he was roused 
by their baby crying. Then he realised 
his wife was not breathing.

The doctor called the police, who 
arrived at 4.40 a.m. “This is awful, this 
is terrible!” Buckland cried. “Oh my 
God, I loved her!”

He was so distressed that he was not 
invited to make a statement until three 
hours later. He then said his wife began 
kicking and pushing him out of bed, so 
he told her he would have to tie her up 
in order to get some sleep.

She started to fool about, his 
statement continued, “so I first tied her 
hands with thick parcel string, then her 
ankles with her dressing-gown cord. I 
then tied her wrists, two thumbs and 
little fingers separately. I said that 
would keep her quiet for a time, and 
she replied that it wouldn’t.

“We were both laughing. She 
started talking nonsense, as if she was 
talking in her sleep. I told her I would 
have to gag her. I tried to tie a white 
handkerchief around her mouth, but it 
broke, and then I realised I had pushed 
some cotton wool into her mouth. The 
dressing-gown cord was tied round her 
mouth several times.”

His wife was now still and quiet, 
Buckland said. “I was going to smoke 
a cigarette 
and release 
her, but 
must have 
dozed off 
to sleep. I 
remember 
having the 
cigarette 
and then 
I released 
her. I don’t 
know how 
long she was 
tied up. I got 
the cotton 
wool from 
her mouth, 
threw it 
out of the window, kissed her and said 
goodnight.”

The next thing he remembered, he 
said, was hearing the baby crying. He 
got up, went to it, and then found his 
wife was not breathing. “I pulled her 
from the bed on to the floor and tried 
to give her artificial respiration.”

Then he put Marjorie back on 
the bed and phoned the doctor, his 
statement concluded.

Four hours later, however, he made 
a second statement to the police, 

admitting, “What I told you in my first 
statement is not quite correct.

“On going up 
to my bedroom 
I undressed, put 
out the light and 
got into bed. I do 
not wear pyjamas 

but always sleep naked. My wife 
was awake, and we lay cuddling one 

another and talked about a number of 
things. Mostly we discussed the day’s 
events and made plans for the following 
day.

“She started caressing me after half 
an hour or so and said, ‘Make love to 
me, George.’ We started quite mildly, 
but the preliminary horseplay soon 
attained a violence far higher than 
normally. Perhaps it was the effect 
of the drinks we had consumed, she 
during the evening and myself after 
closing, but we handled one another 
very roughly indeed.

“When intercourse was completed, I 
lay holding her in my arms and kidded 
her that the reason for it being hectic 
was her restlessness the night before. 
She had been waving her arms and legs 
about and talking in her sleep, so I did 
not get into bed with her but sat up in 
front of the electric fire.

Case report by Matthew Spicer

“I fastened her elbows 
together, and as she 

was still making noises 
I used the sash from 
her dressing-gown to 
cover up her mouth 
completely, pushing 
some cotton wool  

in, too”

Above, the body of Marjorie Buckland in bed. Below, the bruised arms of 
the deceased. The Home Office pathologist said bruises on the arms and 
ankles appeared to have been caused by more than mere horseplay. Inset 

below, a close-up of the dead woman
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“We were laughing about it, and I 
told her she had better behave and let 
me get some sleep. She then started 
pretending to do the same again, 
trying to push me out of bed. I told 
her to stop, otherwise I would tie her 
up, but she just laughed at me and 
said, ‘Go on, I dare you.’ Whereupon, 
considering the whole thing one great 
joke, I tied her hands together behind 
her back, using at first the ties of her 
nightdress. She wasn’t struggling very 
hard at this time, but was still trying 
to push me out with her feet and kick 
me, whereupon I got out of bed and 
got some cord which was with some 
odds and ends of mine in the wardrobe, 
and I also got the sashes from our two 
dressing-gowns.

“I got back into bed and tied her 
ankles together. I removed the ties 
from her wrists and tied them with 
some of the cord I had just got. I hadn’t 
bound them very tightly and she was 
wriggling her hands about to free them, 
so I tied them tighter.

“I would not say that she was 
annoyed, as she said to me that though 
she couldn’t move she could still 
make plenty of noise, so I pushed her 
nightdress up around her shoulders and 
neck and used the nylon sash attached 
to it, with which I had previously tied 
her hands, to gag her, still not intending 
to hurt her.

“But in some way I started to enjoy 
myself, receiving a very strong sexual 
impulse and having an erection. I tied 
her thumbs and little fingers together, 
and by this time I must have been using 
far more strength than was necessary. 
I fastened her elbows together as well, 
and as she was still making noises I 
used the sash from her dressing-gown 
to cover her mouth more completely, 
pushing some cotton wool in, too.

“The light in the room was still out, 
the only light being from the electric 
fire, which whilst it enabled me to 
see sufficiently to tie her up, wasn’t 
strong enough to make every detail 
discernible. Though no thought or 
intention of harming her in any way 
was in my mind, the sexual impulse 
was sufficiently strong to cause me to 
start fondling her body, overriding the 
thought of possible harm which my 
normal common sense would not have 
let me do earlier.

“I turned her fully 
onto her back and 

tried to apply artificial 
respiration. She was 
completely limp and 
a dead weight, and 
I could not hold her 

properly, dropping her 
to the floor”

The legs and feet of the 
deceased. Dr. Gerald 
Evans told the court 

that Marjorie Buckland 
had died from asphyxia 
due to suffocation. He 

had found evidence 
of bondage but no 

evidence of a struggle
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“She was lying on her right side, 
slightly turned on to her face and 
stomach, and I inserted my penis 
between her legs, from behind, just 
entering the normal passage, with my 
arms around her, holding her breasts. It 
must have been about fifteen minutes 
before I received a slight satisfaction, 
whereupon I lay back, relaxed, and 
reached for a cigarette, still not fully 
realising the possible harm which might 
come to her or which might already 
have occurred.

“I put out the cigarette when I 
realised the possible consequences and 
released her. The cotton wool I threw 
out of the bedroom window as it was 
very wet. She didn’t make any sound or 
move at all, but I still thought she was 
all right, but possibly annoyed with me.

“I kissed her on the back of her neck 
and whispered, ‘Goodnight and God 
bless, darling.’ I lay close behind her 
with my left arm over her. Whether or 
not I dozed I honestly don’t know, but I 
suddenly heard the baby cry, so I got up 
to see why, as 
this was most 
unusual.

“I 
straightened 
the covers, 
putting the 
bedroom 
light on as I 
went to the 
cot at the foot 
of the bed, 
and closing 
the bedroom 
window as I 
got up. It was 
only when I 
looked up on 
tucking up the baby that I realised my 
wife was unnaturally still.

“I went to her and cuddled her head 
in my arms, still not realising it was 
anything to do with my tying her up, 
but thinking she was unwell in some 
way as she had not been too good for a 
couple of days. It was now I discovered 
that there were no visible signs of 
breathing, and I promptly got into 
something of a panic.

“I turned her fully onto her back 
and tried to apply artificial respiration. 
She was completely limp and a dead 
weight, and I could not hold her 
properly, dropping her on the floor. I 
tried to straighten her out, but she was 
extremely difficult to handle. I don’t 
know why, but I thought it would be 
better to get her in front of the electric 
fire, which I eventually succeeded 
in doing after a hard struggle, 
half-carrying, half-pulling her over the 
floor.

“I applied artificial respiration, for 
how long I don’t know, before it began 
to penetrate that she was most probably 
beyond anyone’s aid. I took her back to 
the bed with another struggle – at one 
time I was holding her round her neck 

as I tried to get her on the bed.
“I laid her on her back and 

straightened the clothes over her 
roughly. Then I ran down the stairs, 
completely naked, to phone the doctor. 
I was in a state of shock, and returned 
upstairs to put some clothes on, and 
whilst there I tried to tidy up the room 
a bit, pushing the cord in a drawer of 
the wardrobe where I keep my clothes 
and other odds and ends, including my 
camera.

“I knelt by the side of the bed, 
slapping Marjorie’s face and hands 
and body in a vain attempt to bring her 
back to life. Until the doctor arrived, I 
remained there, sobbing and calling to 
her, praying that the impossible would 
happen, that she wasn’t really dead. I 
still cannot believe it fully, my brain 
will not accept the fact that the woman 
I loved and worshipped above anyone 
else in the world is no longer living.”

On completing his statement, which 
he wrote out himself, Buckland was 
arrested and charged with murder. The 
next day he was remanded in custody 
when he appeared briefly before 
Caernarvon magistrates.

At his committal hearing on May 
5th he pleaded not guilty and reserved 
his defence, his counsel Mr. Emlyn 
Hooson seeking to have the charge 
reduced to manslaughter.

But Mr. E.O. McDermott, 
prosecuting, told the bench: “The 
case for the Crown is that the prisoner 
suffocated his wife by subjecting her to 

“The case for the 
Crown is that the 

prisoner suffocated his 
wife by subjecting her 
to sadistic practices 
by his own hands”

Above, prosecutor William 
Mars-Jones. Below left, George 

Buckland’s police statement

sadistic practices by his own hands.”
An analysis of Mrs. Buckland’s blood, 

a forensic scientist testified, showed 
that she had consumed the equivalent 
of nine whiskies within a few hours of 
her death.

The Home Office pathologist Dr. 
Gerald Evans told the court that 
she had died from asphyxia due to 
suffocation. He had found evidence 
of bondage but no evidence of a 
struggle, he said, and he thought 
she had been tied up while alive.The 
cotton wool placed in her mouth would 
have obstructed the passage of air to 
it from her nose; alcohol would have 
accelerated the process of asphyxia 
once it started, and bruises on her 
arms and ankles appeared to have been 
caused by more than mere horseplay.

A quarryman who occasionally 
helped-out in the hotel’s bar said that 
Mrs. Buckland had a few drinks on the 
night in question. He would not say 
she was intoxicated, although he heard 
her mother tell her, “Marjorie, you’re 
drunk.”

She looked pale and ill, and he saw 
tears on her cheeks, he testified, adding 
that her husband was sober.

Mrs. Buckland’s mother told the 
court that Buckland worshipped his 
wife, and another part-time worker 
at the hotel said the couple appeared 
devoted to each other. “They showed it 
openly, and it was the same that night.”

In conclusion, the prosecutor told the 
magistrates it would still be their duty 
to send Buckland for trial on the charge 
of murder if they thought he intended 
only to hurt his wife, but that he did so 
using means which any reasonable man 
would know were life-threatening.

The eight-hour hearing then ended 
with Buckland being committed for 
trial.

Long before the court’s doors opened 
at Caernarvonshire Assizes four days 
later, a queue had formed outside. 
When the proceedings opened, the 
packed courtroom heard Buckland 
plead not guilty to murder, but guilty to 
manslaughter.

The prosecutor Mr. W. L. 
Mars-Jones QC then told the judge: 
“I have given careful consideration to 
this matter, and after, I must confess, 
some hesitation, I have come to the 
conclusion that it would be a proper 
course for the prosecution in this case 
to accept the plea tendered by the 
accused.”

“I have read the depositions with 
considerable care,” said Mr. Justice 
Byrne, “and I entirely share the view 
that Mr. Mars-Jones has formed about 
it. I do not think any jury would be 
likely to convict on a charge of murder.”

Sentencing George Buckland to three 
years’ imprisonment for manslaughter, 
he told him: “You will have your wife’s 
death on your mind for the rest of your 
life.”

Buckland duly served three years 
behind bars and was released in 
1961. He died in 2008, aged 82.

l Continued from page 44 
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Becky than Newton. He added that her 
appetite for heroin was voracious and 
he felt sorry for her. “I gave her about 
$20,000 I kept buried in my backyard 
– sometimes giving her money for sex 
and sometimes out of the goodness of 
my heart.”

He knew she spent most of that on 
drugs. “The money just kept flowing. I 
didn’t mind really. I’m just a lonely guy 
with nothing to spend my money on. I’d 
sort of fallen for her to some extent but 
I was careful not to fall fully because it 
wasn’t like that.”

At Shawn Newton’s judge-only trial 
before Mr. Justice Michael Corboy 

at the Supreme Court of Western 
Australia in June 2020, prosecutor 
Justin Whalley said Newton had dug 
a grave at the coast in preparation for 
what he knew was to come.

I
T WAS July 14, 2017, and not quite 
dawn on the Mitchell Freeway 
running north out of Perth. Gavin 

Barr shivered as he slowly drove 
towards the police patrol unit. He 
cursed as he was nearly sideswiped by a 
rare passing truck.

The police vehicle had arrived to 
attend a road accident. Now Barr, 52, 
sounded his horn to alert the officer in 
charge. “There’s something you need to 
see,” he shouted. “She’s in the boot.”

“The police officer could hear the 
driver of the vehicle yelling as the car 
got closer,” the state prosecutor said 
later. “He got out of the car and was 
yelling words to the effect, ‘she’s in the 
boot’.”

Hours earlier, Shawn Adam 
Newton, 45, had zip-tied Rebecca 
Jane Gascoigne, 35, stuffed a sock in 
her mouth and assaulted her. He then 
wrapped her head in clingfilm, rolled 
her up in a rug and threw her into the 
boot of Gavin Barr’s car.

Turning to Barr, the predator gave 
him an ultimatum, aided by a knife and 
a gun. The message was: help me or 
face my wrath.

So they drove out of the city with 
Barr at the wheel and Rebecca in the 
boot. But when they stopped by the 
beach in Kallaroo so Newton could 
make a phone call, Barr took his 
chance. He drove away in the direction 
of Northridge Police Station. And then 
he saw the police patrol unit on the 
freeway...

Shawn Newton went on the run. Six 
days later, he was picked up a few miles 
to the west at a bar in Hillary’s Beach 
Park, wearing dark glasses and a wig.

Newton and Rebecca – Becky to 
everyone who knew her – had met six 
weeks earlier. It wasn’t what you’d call a 
great romance. Becky had soon become 
fearful of the bull-like Newton. She told 
her daughter she wanted him out of 
the Scarborough apartment she shared 
with Gavin Barr. That’s when Newton 
turned nasty.

Barr later said he was closer to 

Newton’s defence counsel Simon 
Watters said his client “played no part” 
in Becky’s death – the killer, he said, 
was Gavin Barr.

He argued that Barr had brought 
Becky back to his apartment a few 
months earlier and used her drug 
dependence to command her as a 
sex slave. Later, when Barr caught hs 
friend Shawn Newton literally with his 
trousers down with Becky, he called her 
“a gutter whore.”

Later that night, Watters said, Barr 
raped and killed Becky. He pursued 
a plan to see the crime pinned on 
Newton. Barr was angry with his friend 
because Newton encouraged Becky to 
travel east to visit her two children.

Watters said Barr’s story had evolved 
with time. Exhibits in the case, he said, 
“miraculously appeared” as if the police 
had access to an “exhibits genie.” 

“The wrong man is in the dock,” he 
concluded.

“The real killer, the person who killed 
Rebecca Gascoigne, is Gavin Barr,” 
Mr. Watters sontinued. “He kept her as 
nothing short of a sex slave. He spent 
thousands of dollars purchasing heroin 
for Ms. Gascoigne and in his eyes she 
owed him. He didn’t want her having 
sex with other people. He wanted her 
for himself.”

Mr. Watters said Barr’s internet 
search history included “How to dig 
the deepest hole” and “How to dissolve 
diamonds.” He claimed that this showed 
Barr was looking at how to dispose of 
a body. Barr rejected this, adding, “I’m 
not a criminal mastermind.”

Barr described to the court what 
was in his mind when he drove off at 
speed from Kallaroo. “My number one 
priority was safety for Rebecca. I’m 
just driving like there’s no tomorrow. I 
stopped at one point to try and undo 
the cling wrap around Rebecca’s head 
and then kept driving to find help.”

On the Mitchell Freeway, he 
continued, he saw police cars and 
ambulances attending an unrelated 
road accident. He stopped to tell them 

WHO PUT 
BECKY’S BODY 
IN THE BOOT?

Zip-tied victim: Rebecca 
“Becky” Gascoigne
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When police found the body of 35-year-old Becky Gascoigne, 
driver Gavin Barr had some questions to answer. But her 

killer was on the loose – and continuing his criminal rampage



A good turn leads to murder...
Norma and John Bell had three 

children and 12 grandchildren of their 
own but fostered more than 50 at their 
home on Westbourne Road, Hartlepool. 
By 2016, John Bell had died but, 
determined to keep active, Norma, 79, 
went line-dancing each week and pedalled 
her way to fitness on an exercise bike. 

She also kept in touch with several they 
had fostered. One had a friend called 
Gareth Dack, 35 and married with four 
children. He worked as a maintenance 
engineer but he also had a drug problem. 

Mrs. Bell had a kind heart and helped 
Dack when she could. In March 2016, 
he asked her for £10 for petrol. She gave 
him the money. Norma’s son Graham 
was not happy with his 
mother’s generosity. In 
April, he told her not to 
let anyone in and to keep 
the doors locked. Mrs. Bell 
ignored the advice and 
when another ex-foster 
child, John Ahmed, turned 
up with chips on April 3rd, 
2016, she let him in. 

The next morning, thick 
black smoke rose from 
Westbourne Road. The fire 
brigade broke in and found the old lady 
dead in the living-room. An autopsy 
revealed she had several broken ribs, 
fractures and bruising to her neck caused 
by a tightly wrapped wire cable. She 
had been murdered before the fire was 
started. 

The police did not consider John 
Ahmed a suspect and concentrated on 
Gareth Dack. It was revealed that he had 
also visited Mrs. Bell on the night of her 
death, at 9 p.m., to borrow her mobile 
after an argument with his girlfriend. 

In February 2017, Dack went on trial 
at Teesside Crown Court for murder and 
arson. The court heard that on the fateful 
day Dack went to Mrs. Bell’s where he 
killed her before settling down to watch 
adult TV station Babestation and made 
calls to the girls on Mrs. Bell’s mobile. He 
also rang sex lines from the landline while 
taking cocaine and smoking weed. Once 
he was satisfied, he went home taking a 
boxed 49in TV and £700. Dack sold the 
TV to a friend for £60. 

The next morning he returned and 
set a fire, hoping to destroy all traces of 
his being in the house. His DNA was 
discovered in several places, which he 
tried to explain by mentioning his visits to 
Westbourne Road. 

The trial lasted three weeks. The 
jury of six men and six women 
did not believe him and he was 
convicted. The judge, Mrs. Justice 
Whipple, sentenced Dack to life 
imprisonment with a minimum of 33 
years for murder and nine years for 
arson.

MURDER MONTH
April

Murder 

and arson: 

Gareth Dack
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Becky was in the boot. The emergency 
crew cut the plastic away from her head 
and provided CPR, but it was too late. 
Becky was declared dead at the scene.

Asked about why he kept his money 
buried in the backyard, Barr said he’d 
suffered much adversity in life. “I’m not 
big on trust,” he said. His stash included 
silver bars worth $25,000 and a stack 
of $50 notes. He said he guessed a lot 
of people thought he was crazy but he 
knew different.

The court was told that after Becky’s 
death, Shawn Newton continued 

a criminal rampage that included two 
armed robberies in the six days before 
his capture – one at a McDonald’s 
restaurant and the other at a family 
home from which he stole a computer 
and a tent. Earlier, he’d also raided 
a Liqourland store, taking $8,000. A 

career offender, since 2007 Newton 
had seen the inside of prison on several 
occasions.

He now said he’d had sex with Becky 
twice, but never saw her as more than 
a friend. “After the sex we were warm 
and fuzzy but after that it levelled out. 
She was a female friend I had a little 
thing with – friends with benefits, 
whatever you want to call it.”

Above, the boot space where Becky’s body was found by police. Below, 
the scene at the Mitchell Freeway north of Perth

“My number one 
priority was safety for 

Rebecca. I stopped  
at one point to try and 
undo the cling wrap 
around Rebecca’s 

head”



which Becky died with a friend. By 
chance, the friend was another inmate 
at Hakea prison. He said the inmate had 
offered to speak up for him. “I said, ‘It’s 
up to you, I don’t want to force you to 
do it.’”

The court paid due attention to 
the value of the alibi. Meanwhile, 
the prosecutor stated that Newton’s 
fingerprints were found on a roll of 
clingfilm stashed beneath the seat of 
Gavin Barr’s car.

Judge Corboy found Shawn Newton 
guilty of Becky’s murder and sentenced 
him in December 2020 to life with a 
minimum of 25 years. “Your attack 
on the victim was sustained and 
prolonged,” he told Newton. “She 
died in circumstances that can only be 
described as agonising, prolonged and 
terrifying.”

Newton interrupted the judge’s 
comments. “It’s clear you’re 
prejudiced,” he yelled. The judge 
warned him to keep quiet.

Outside, the court, Becky’s 
father, Steve Gascoigne, said, “I 
think he should be executed, that’s 
my opinion. He’s a cretin. The guy’s 
a moron and a murderer.”

When he heard she was dead, he 
continued, he didn’t approach the 
police because he didn’t want to be 
involved. “It’s sad, it’s unfortunate, I 
don’t like it but I don’t like police,” he 
said. “I’ll be honest, I don’t trust police. 
I just carried on with living life – you’ve 
got to eat, got to drink. I didn’t want to 
get involved at that stage.”

Why was he wearing a wig when he 
went on the run?

“I put it on because I was getting old 
and bored,” he said. “Becky bought it 
for me. At first it was a bit of a joke – I 
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didn’t really put too much thought into 
it.”

Newton produced an alibi of sorts. 
He said he’d spent the evening on 
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