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O
N MARCH 22nd, 
2015, Sheryl Retzlaff 
was cleaning out her 

yard when she found a red 
shoe.

Sheryl owned a 
three-and-a half-acre 
property in rural Michigan, 
and she often found 
discarded items, so she 
simply picked it up and 
tossed it into the trash, just 
like all the others.

Later that evening, while 
she was chatting with her 
husband, she happened to 
mention the shoe to him.

He instantly perked up. 
Could it belong to that 
Bruck girl who’d gone 
missing last Halloween, he 
wondered?

Suddenly aware that 
this shoe might be more 
important than she fi rst 
realised, Sheryl called the 
police, who took the shoe 
away with them.

They sent a photo of it to 
Leandra Bruck, the mother 
of the missing girl.

And she recognised it 
instantly, confi rming her 
worst fears – fears she’d 
been literally praying would 
not come true for months.

It defi nitely belonged to 
her daughter, Chelsea, who 
had vanished into thin air 
fi ve months earlier.

And her disappearance 
had become a true-life 
Halloween horror story.

In 2014, Chelsea Bruck 
was 22. On the night 

of October 25th, she was 
as excited as any of the 
other young people getting 
ready to attend Big Mike’s 
Halloween party.

Michael Williams, known 
locally as Big Mike, lived 
on his mother’s farm in the 
Frenchtown Township of 
Monroe County, Michigan. 
Every year he held a 
Halloween party that had 
become so popular, he 
needed two huge tents to 
accommodate the literally 
hundreds of people who 
would attend.

This year, Chelsea was 

going as Poison Ivy, a 
villainess from the recent 
series of Batman movies, 
complete with purple wig, 
black leggings and a purple 
leotard with green leaves 
sewn into it.

She even wrote “Poison” 
on a bottle she took with 
her to the party.

Chelsea also packed an 
overnight bag, because she 
was due to stop at a friend’s 
later. Laura Taylor lived 
close by Big Mike’s and her 
home was a perfect place to 
crash after the party.

As ever with these sorts 
of nights, things didn’t quite 
go to plan.

Within minutes of 
arriving, poor Chelsea had 
walked into a tent pole, 
smacking her nose hard and 

Halloween Horror

MEET THE MAN WHO KILLED POISON IVY

Victim Chelsea Bruck in her Poison Ivy Halloween costume

painfully enough to make it 
bleed.

She was so upset she 
wanted to go home 
immediately, but Laura 
and another friend, Becky 
Brinson, helped to patch 
Chelsea up and persuade 
her to stick around.

The rest of the night 
could only get better after 
that, surely?

Chelsea felt her resistance 
melt away and decided to 
make the best of things with 
her friends.

In fact, she had such a 
good time that when Becky 
and Laura wanted to leave, 
Chelsea was the one trying 
to get them to stay.

A while later, when the 
girls decided it really 

was past time to head home, 
they couldn’t fi nd Chelsea 
anywhere.

She’d left her purse and 
phone with Laura, so she 
couldn’t be called. Where 
could she be?

Some people they spoke 
to said they’d seen Chelsea 
talking to a young man in 
the car park behind one of 
the marquees. Others said 

CCase report by 
by Mark Davis

Chelsea Bruck was last seen about 15 miles away 
from where her body was discovered in Ash Township. 

Widespread searches were carried out on foot in the area, 
police helicopters scoured the landscape, and Chelsea’s 
disappearance was featured on the local TV news and in 

the press before her body was found in April 2015



them away – he had no clue 
who she’d come with, never 
mind left with or when.

To muddy things even 
further, it was a fancy 
dress party. People were 
in all sorts of masks and 
disguises, so amongst all 
the hundreds of revellers, it 
was almost impossible to tell 
who was who.

Few people remembered 
recognising Chelsea that 
night, and there’d been so 
much going on that looking 
for clues or evidence as to 
what might have happened 
was simply pointless.

Nevertheless, a search 
had to be made somehow, 
and the Bruck family 
was determined to do 
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they’d seen her leaving with 
him.

No one had thought 
anything of it, as the party 
was going well and it didn’t 
seem in the least suspicious.

Still, the following day, 
Becky left a message at 
Chelsea’s home saying 
that she had her purse 
and phone, and she could 
come round to collect them 
anytime.

But Chelsea didn’t come 
round.

In fact, later that day, 
October 26th, Chelsea’s 
sister got in touch via 
Facebook to say that she 
hadn’t come home the night 
before at all.

As everyone knew that she 
had planned to stay away 
for the night, they thought 
maybe she’d done that.

But by the following day, 
when there was still no 
news from her, Leandra 
Bruck, Chelsea’s mom, was 
worried. And she wasn’t the 
only one.

“This is totally out of 
character,” Kassie Bruck, 
Chelsea’s sister, told 
reporters. “She had told 
mom that she’d only be 
gone for a couple of hours 
or so. I knew this was 
really worrying as soon as I 
heard.”

It was time to let the 
police know. When they 
started interviewing 
Chelsea’s friends about 
when they’d last spoken to 
her, they found that she’d 
been going round asking if 
she could use their mobiles 
to arrange a lift home.

One of them, Penny 
Watkins, said that Chelsea 
had called her at around 
2.30 a.m. to ask for a ride, 
but Penny admitted that 
she’d had so much to drink 
by then that she was in no 
state to help.

Other partygoers who 
knew Chelsea said that 
they’d last seen her around 
3 a.m., and when police 
spoke to Big Mike, he said 
that so many people had 
come that he’d been turning 

Chelsea could be.
There were no clues, no 

sightings, nothing.
And as one of her 

friends had already had 
her phone since before she 
disappeared, they couldn’t 
even use that to try to locate 
her.

I t would be more than four 
long months before there 

was any news.
Then Sheryl Retzlaff 

found the red shoe, giving 
the search a new impetus.

A week later, Chelsea’s 
purple wig and green 
leotard were found in an 
abandoned warehouse close 
to some railway tracks at 
Flat Rock, around 10 miles 
further away.

A couple of the leaves that 
she’d sewn into her costume 
were also found nearby.

There were few other 
clues, although her DNA 
was recovered from her 
dress.

Then, a few weeks later, 
on April 24th, farmer John 
Marcon found Chelsea’s 
remains while working on 
13 acres of undeveloped 
land on his farm in Ash 
Township, about seven 
miles from Sheryl Retzlaff ’s 
place.

Detectives decided that, 
given the inevitable press 
interest in the case, it would 
be best to let Leandra Bruck 
know as soon as possible, 
even before they were sure 
it was Chelsea.

Tragically, they were 
right. Chelsea was identifi ed 
by her dental records.

Afterwards, her brother, 
Nathaniel, made an 
emotional statement on 
social media about the 
hunt for his sister, and all 
the support that the family 
had had from the local 
community.

“I want to thank everyone 
for their efforts, and while 
this is the end of the search, 
it is also a new beginning. 
The beginning of the search 
for justice for my sister.”

That search began and 
ended almost immediately, 

MEET THE MAN WHO KILLED POISON IVY

Daniel Clay proved to be an evasive, inconsistent 
suspect, changing his story several times, each time 

shifting the blame to his victim

Halloween is a time of ghostly frights and harem-scarem, and it’s all just meant to 
be a bit of fun. But at a Halloween party in Michigan in 2014, one young woman’s 

night turned out to be truly horrifi c…

something.
Over 1,000 fl yers with 

Chelsea’s picture on it were 
distributed around the area, 
and the Sheriff ’s offi ce 
published a sketch of a man 
with dark hair and stubble, 
wearing glasses and a 
hoodie, who’d been seen in 
the parking lot at around the 
time Chelsea disappeared.

Widespread searches 
were carried out on foot in 
the area, police helicopters 
scoured the landscape, and 
she was featured on the 
local TV news and in the 
press.

But even with a reward 
for important information, 
no one could fi nd anything 
that might suggest where 
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admitted he’d seen her, but 
he hadn’t actually spoken 
to her.

Again he was pressed, 
again he changed his story. 
Ok then, yes, he’d spoken 
to her, but only briefl y and 
they hadn’t left together.

Pull the other one, Dan.
So he fi nally admitted 

that yes, they’d left together 
and had sex, but it was 
consensual and then they’d 
parted and he hadn’t seen 
her again.

Still the questioning went 
on, with detectives pressing 
him harder and harder.

Finally, he admitted that 
they’d had sex in the back 
of his car, but that they’d 
parted amicably – she’d left 
him alive and happy, maybe 
a little drunk, but very 
much alive.

When it was made as 
clear as it could be that Clay 
was going nowhere until he 
told the truth, he started to 
give the story a bit more 
detail.

He said he was going 
home from the party when 
he drove by Chelsea, who 
was staggering a little and 
was clearly drunk.

He stopped and offered 
her a ride to Laura Taylor’s 
house, and on the way 
it was clear there was 
something between them.

Clay claimed that after 
driving down the road, he’d 
found a lay-by and the two 
had had sex. He said that 
she’d started biting him and 
smacking him around the 
head and face, saying she 
liked it rough and that she 
wanted him to choke her to 

bring her to orgasm.
He said it wasn’t his style, 

but that, caught up in the 
moment, he agreed and put 
his hands round her throat.

However, after about 30 
seconds, she went limp and 
when he let go, she stayed 
unresponsive.

Panicking at this horrible 
turn of events, he’d 
immediately tried CPR to 
revive her, but it hadn’t 

worked.
Clay was distraught and, 

unsure of what to do, he 
drove around looking for 
somewhere to hide her body.

Eventually, after laying 
her in some woods a few 
miles away, he returned 
home and said nothing to 
anyone about what had 
happened.

He told detectives that 
he had never meant to 
harm her, let alone kill her, 
and couldn’t believe how 
events had spiralled so far 
out of control in just a few 
minutes.

“If I’d left the party 
ten minutes earlier or ten 
minutes later, I would 
never have met her and 
this accident would never 
have happened,” he said 
in his interviews. “It’s a 
nightmare.”

Clay was charged with 
felony murder and 

concealing the death of an 
individual. His trial began in 
April 2017.

He was initially 
charged with second-
degree murder, but the 
fi ndings from the Medical 
Examiner had changed 
that – he discovered that 
Chelsea hadn’t died from 
strangulation, as Clay 
had claimed, but from 
blunt-force trauma to her 
face and head

So the charge was raised 
to felony murder, which 
would allow the judge to 
declare it was fi rst-degree 
murder if necessary.

In court, the Medical 
Examiner was asked if the 

as Chelsea’s clothes had 
made a second revelation.

Alongside her DNA, a 
second person’s had been 
found, and thanks to a 
recent change in the law, it 
meant that a match could be 
made to police records.

Previously, the police 
could only take a DNA 
sample from someone who 
had been convicted of a 
felony.

But that had changed to 
include suspects.

And so 28-year-old 
Daniel Clay’s name came 
up. He’d been a suspect 
in a series of larcenies 
the previous year, but the 
charges had been dismissed.

Now, thanks to that 
change in the law, the police 
still had his DNA on fi le. 
So he was called in for 
questioning.

Daniel Clay proved to be 
a shifty and inconsistent 

suspect, changing his story 
several times.

At fi rst, he repeatedly 
insisted that he had no 
idea who Chelsea was and 
that he’d never seen her 
before, either at the party or 
anywhere else.

So the DNA evidence was 
put before him. It proved 
he’d not only seen her, he’d 
literally had contact with 
her.

Ah.
This time, he conceded 

that he had been at the 
party after all.

Even then, Clay’s 
story consistently stayed 
inconsistent.

Pressed again, he 

Clay said that Chelsea 
(above) had consensual 
sex with him in his car 
and that her death was 
the accidental result 

of erotic asphyxia. The 
medical examiner told 
the court that multiple 

blunt-force trauma to the 
face and head was the 

cause 
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a sexual encounter with 
Chelsea after offering her 
a lift home, Clay’s defence 
counsel still insisted that her 
death was an accident.

Russell Smith said that 
yes, Clay had killed her, but 
it wasn’t deliberate.

He tried to insist that her 
death was the result of her 
asking him to choke her 
during consensual sex. The 
asphyxia during intercourse 
cuts off the oxygen supply 
to the head, causing a 
heightened sexual pleasure.

Clay, he said, had done 
this with Chelsea, and 
despite his best efforts to 
revive her, it had resulted in 
her accidental death.

Unusually for a defendant 
in a murder trial, Daniel 
Clay chose to take the stand.

He told the court that the 
fractures on Chelsea’s face 
happened as he dropped her 
body several times while he 
was in a state of blind panic, 
looking for a place to hide 
her.

During a clumsy attempt 
to conceal the body, a log 
had fallen onto her while 
she lay on the ground.

“My client does not know 
how Chelsea’s injuries 
happened,” Russell Smith 
said. “They could have 
occurred hours after her 
death. One thing is for 
sure, he had no intention 
of killing her, no plan when 
she got in the car, and he 

his intention to murder 
Chelsea. He tried CPR. And 
no one has proved that there 
was a motive to kill Chelsea. 
There was no motive.”

He asked the jury 
to convict Clay of 
manslaughter.

But after considering 
their verdict for just three 
hours, the jury found 
Daniel Clay guilty of felony 
murder and concealing the 
death of an individual.

He was sentenced to 

life without parole for 
murder plus fi ve years for 
concealment.

Just in case anyone might 
be feeling some sympathy 
for a man who had too 
much to drink and made 
a tragic mistake that went 
badly wrong, Clay had form 
for attacking women.

After his conviction in 
the case of Chelsea Bruck, 
he was also found guilty of 
a different sexual assault, 
when he was tried for 
having raped a woman in 
her apartment in Monroe, 
Michigan, in 2016, two 
years after he murdered 
Chelsea Bruck.

“I spent 10 days in 
trial with Mr. Clay and I 
listened to countless hours 
of him changing his story 
every time the detectives 
questioned him or brought 
up something new. It’s very 
clear to me, Mr. Clay, that 
you’re a liar, a rapist and 
a murderer,” said Judge 
Daniel White, who sat on 
both cases.

Judge White sentenced 
him to a further 40 to 75 
years for the sexual assault.

Chelsea’s family attended 
every day of Daniel Clay’s 
trial for her murder.

They refused to even look 
at him at any point.

“My daughter is gone,” 
said Leandra. “My 
advice is don’t leave your 
friends alone. If you go 
anywhere as a group, 
please make sure you 
leave with that same 
group.”

“It’s very clear 
to me, Mr. Clay, 

that you’re a liar, 
a rapist and a 

murderer,” said 
Judge Daniel 

White, who sat 
on both cases

was very drunk that night. 
They both were.”

Smith added his 
own theory as to why 
Clay’s accounts about 
what happened were so 
inconsistent.

“He blacked out from the 
alcohol intake and he can’t 
recall the events entirely.”

In contrast with what 
Smith claimed had 
happened, however, came 
testimony from the forensic 
anthropologist Dr. Meg 
Moore.

She was asked about the 
possibility that Chelsea’s 
facial fractures could have 
been caused by her body 
being dropped.

It was highly unlikely, 
in her opinion, that such 
injuries could have come 
from being dropped or from 
a log falling on it. She’d 
have expected Chelsea’s 
nose to be broken, too, but 
it wasn’t.

In addition, she said that 
it takes over two minutes to 
choke someone to death, not 
the 30 seconds or so that 
Clay was claiming it had 
taken Chelsea to die.

Nevertheless, Smith stuck 
by the accidental death 

theory as he summed up 
his version of events for the 
jury.

“He panicked when he 
realised she was no longer 
breathing. It was not 

injuries to Chelsea could 
have been the result of a 
fall.

He testifi ed that the area 
of the injuries was “a rather 
protected area of the jaw, so 
it would be very diffi cult in 
a fall to strike the area and 
cause both of the fractures.”

In fact, he believed that 
the fractures themselves 
would have been severe 
enough to cause death.

The court also heard 
evidence that the straps 
of Chelsea’s leotard were 
torn and twisted and pulled 
apart. Its crotch had been 
ripped open and there was 
blood on the inside of her 
costume.

Jessica Pribyl also testifi ed 
to the court. She had once 
worked with Chelsea at 
a bakery cafe and, more 
pertinently, she had a 
six-year-old son with Clay.

She said that Clay had 
said nothing to her about 
Chelsea’s disappearance, 
even after they had both 
watched a news report 
together about her on TV.

When he was arrested, he 
called her twice from the 
police station and, as she 
was at work at the time, had 
left her voicemails.

He’d said that he was 
“very sorry” and that he 
had “****ed up big-time.”

And he had ended one 
message by saying “I think 
I’m going to be gone for a 
really long time.”

“A fair examination 
of the facts of the 

physical evidence proves 
the defendant murdered 
Chelsea,” Monroe County 
Prosecutor Mike Roehrig 
told the court. “Not by 
some kind of erotic asphyxia 
during consensual sex, but by 
multiple blunt-force traumas 
to her face and neck.”

He added that the jury 
had to focus on three issues 
that would show Chelsea’s 
death was no accident.

“Firstly,” he said, “there 
was the blunt-force trauma 
to Chelsea’s face. Then 
there’s the blood on the 
inside of her costume. And 
lastly, the torn straps and 
crotch on Chelsea’s Poison 
Ivy costume.

“The defendant murdered 
Chelsea Bruck, then he 
discarded her lifeless, naked 
body. Clearly, he never 
wanted to be caught.”

Even in the face of 
this evidence, along with 
Clay admitting to having 

Clay was sentenced to life without parole for Chelsea’s 
murder plus fi ve years for concealing the death



“FATTY’S” HOLLYWOOD SCANDAL
What a terrific telling of the Roscoe “Fatty” Arbuckle 
affair by Robert Benton (“Was It Murder By Movie 
Star?” – September). I have never before read of the 
case in detail, but this article brought back several 
memories of prurient schoolboy “humour” years after 
the trials. Of course, we pre-adolescent mucky-minded 
boys, reared largely on the fare offered at “the pictures” 
on Saturday mornings (lots of silent films) were only too 
keen to express our opinions about anything – especially 
if sex might be involved. 

“Fatty Arbuckle was a dirty old man who raped and 
murdered a beautiful young woman at a party. It must 
be true ’cos my mum said she read about it when it 
happened.”

“No, that’s not right. My dad says 
Fatty just rolled on top of her by 
accident, and because he weighed over 
20 stone, she was squashed to death.”

Well, whatever – it was all good 
playground fodder; but, as for 
Robert Benton’s compelling story 
itself, I was particularly impressed 
by his perceptive analysis of “Hollywood hysteria,” and 
even more so by his description of a “sleazy tragedy” 
aggravated by the utter lack of integrity shown by the 
US press. Well, what a surprise – and to judge from the 
alleged remarks made by my mates’ parents, perhaps the 
British press weren’t too squeaky-clean either?

Stuart Davies, Barnstaple 

BRADY’S OTHER LARGE CASE
Poor “Fatty” Arbuckle was pursued with egregious zeal 
by San Francisco District Attorney Matt Brady. DA 
from 1919 to 1943, Brady’s other prominent case was 
that of the Hewitt inheritance. Peter Cooper Hewitt, 60, 
inventor of the fluorescent tube, died in 1921. He left 
two-thirds of his $4 million wealth ($27 million today) 
to his daughter Ann Cooper Hewitt with one-third to his 
wife Marion.

Ann’s inheritance would pass to Marion if Ann died 
childless. Marion was a gold-digger already on her 
fifth husband. Ann was rushed to hospital in 1935 
for “appendicitis” days before she was 21 and due to 
inherit. As she lay unconscious, her mother told the 
doctor her academically gifted daughter was “feeble-
minded.” She demanded Ann be sterilised. Did Marion 
plan to kill her daughter too?

As well as the inheritance, the case shone the spotlight 
on California’s Eugenics Law – much the same as that 
in Nazi Germany. The law allowed forced sterilisation 
of those in state institutions deemed unfit to procreate. 
It lingered until 1964 on the statute book and in 
prisons until the late 70s. It wasn’t until July 2021 that 
California agreed to compensate those who unwillingly 
or unwittingly suffered the procedure. 

Andrew Stephenson, Newhaven

BARBARA’S FATAL HITCHHIKE
I wonder if you have ever covered the case of 
schoolteacher Barbara Mayo of Hammersmith, London. 
Barbara was on her way to Catterick, Yorkshire, to pick 
up her boyfriend’s car which had broken down there. 
As her own car was giving her trouble she decided to 
hitchhike to recover his car. This took place in 1970, but 
I have never seen the case in True Crime or any sister 
magazines.

D. Grayson, Hull

You’re right, we haven’t featured the case before in TC. 
Would other readers like to know more about it?

CHILD-KILLER GOT HIS JUST DESERTS
Re: “Terrible Human Cost Of Sex Pervert’s Murder Spree” 
(July). Thank goodness, at long last Kenneth Rasmuson 
is caged for the rest of his miserable life for the murder 
and sexual molestation of his young victims.

S
en

d
 y

o
u
r 

le
tt

er
s 

to
: 

C
o
m

m
e
n
t,

 P
O

 B
o
x
 7

3
5
, 

L
o
n
d
o
n
, 

S
E

2
6
 5

N
Q

 o
r 

em
a
il
 t

ru
e
c
ri

m
e
@

tr
u
e
c
ri

m
e
li
b
ra

ry
.c

o
m

 

(p
le

a
se

 p
u
t 

yo
u
r 

a
d
d
re

ss
 o

n
 e

m
a
il
s)

. 
W

e 
p
a
y 

£
8
 f

o
r 

a
n
y 

th
a
t 

a
re

 p
u
b
li
sh

ed
C

o
m

m
en

t 25 years ago 
this month...
True Crime 

magazine,  
November 

1996

ALL OUR 
YESTERDAYS

8 truecrime

Accused: Roscoe 
“Fatty” Arbuckle

S
EVERAL YEARS ago a 
story circulating on the 
internet claimed that an 

amateur genealogist had discovered 
that her, and then-Australian Prime 
Minister Kevin Rudd’s, ancestor 
great-great Uncle Remus had been 
hanged as a horse thief and train 
robber in 1889. 

The story went that when the 
genealogist contacted the PM’s 
office asking for details on Remus, 
and the reply was as elusive as it 
was witty: “Remus Rudd was famous 
in Victoria during the mid to late 
1800s. His business empire grew to 
include acquisition of valuable equestrian assets and intimate 
dealings with the Melbourne-Geelong Railroad.

“Beginning in 1883, he devoted several years of his life 
to government service, finally taking leave to resume his 
dealings with the railroad.

“In 1887, he was a key player in a vital investigation run 
by the Victoria Police Force. In 1889, Remus passed away 
during an important civic function held in his honour when 
the platform upon which he was standing collapsed.”

The tale supposedly showed the lengths to which 
politicians would “spin” the truth to put a positive light 
on a potentially embarrassing shady past. 

As it transpired this amusing story was found to be 
wholly untrue – it has been adapted for most north 
American leaders since George W. Bush, and versions 
even included Hillary Clinton and Canadian Premier 
Justin Trudeau for good measure. More interesting 
perhaps was that the item was accompanied by a 

photograph which purported 
to be of the execution of the 
nefarious great-great uncle. 

On closer inspection the 
figure on the gallows proved to 
be Thomas Edward Ketchum 
(known as “Black Jack”), 
American cowboy-turned-
outlaw who met a gruesome 
end in New Mexico in 1901.

Ketchum was indeed a train 
robber, thief and murderer who 
led a gang across the states of 
Texas and New Mexico during 
the 1890s. 

No relative – former 
Australian Prime 

Minister Paul Rudd 

AuStrAliAn PM Ho
ActuAlly “Bl



Shankara and Ana Anteros’ lives were torn apart by the 
deaths of their son Miguel – Shankara’s life in particular 
descended into a hell of marriage break-up, joblessness and 
homelessness.

Connie and Bob Vargo lost “Jeffy” in 1981 and poignantly, 
40 years after his death, Connie still refers to him as “my 
little one.” I hope this couple were consoled by the arrival of 
another child.

Too many predators are released prematurely from their 
incarceration, convincing the do-gooders that they are 
reformed characters. Rasmuson became “a poster boy for 
the success of new therapeutic and re-educating treatments 
for sex offences.” All he served was four years of a 17-year 
sentence for the rape and abuse of an 11-year-old boy. 
Leopards don’t change their spots.

B. Waters, Inverness
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He was finally captured on August 16th, 1899, and when 
convicted at his trial became the only person sentenced to 

death for “felonious assault upon a 
railway train” in New Mexico. After 
several delays he was publicly hanged 
on April 26th, 1901, in Clayton, New 
Mexico. 

At 1.13 p.m. he mounted the 
gallows. The hanging was a significant 
event for a small town and the 
photographs of “Black Jack” Ketchum 
on the gallows – now part of the 
“Remus Rudd” story – were printed as 
best-selling postcards.

His last words, as reported by 
the San Francisco Chronicle, were: 

“Good-bye. Please dig my grave very deep. All right; hurry 
up.”

Unfortunately no one in Clayton had experience of 
conducting a hanging, and when Ketchum, who had 
gained weight during his incarceration, fell through the 
drop, he was decapitated by an overlong rope, stretched as 
thin and taut as wire.

The black hood pinned to his shirt prevented his severed 
head from rolling away. A doctor pronounced him dead, 
then sewed his head back to his torso prior to the burial 
at the Clayton’s Boothill at 2.30 p.m. In the 1930s his 
body was moved to the new cemetery in Clayton, where it 
remains today.

Brian Neate, Gloucester

The execution of a politician’s distant relative? Left, a noose 
is tightened, and above, New Mexico court officials gather 
around the body and of Tom “Black Jack” Ketchum after 

his botched hanging on April 26th, 1901

n PM HoAx WAS 
lly “BlAck JAck”
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MAJOR BRITISH

MURDER CASES

T
wo blundering hit-men 
killed an A-level student 
with “indescribable 

savagery” when they went 
to his suburban home and 
mistook him for the man 
they had been sent to kill.

Showing “staggering 
incompetence,” they entered 
a semi-detached home 
100 yards away from their 
intended target, where they 
stabbed to death 17-year-old 
sixth-former Aamir Siddiqi.

Ben Hope, 38, and Jason 
Richards 37, both from 
Cardiff, were paid £1,000 

him.
At Swansea Crown Court 

in February 2013 the 
judge gave the two men life 
sentences with a minimum 
of 40 years each – 10 more 
years than the prosecution 
asked for. They were told 
they are likely to die behind 

bars.
If that happened, few 

would shed a tear, the judge 
added.

The chilling story of the 
horrific botched murder 
that erupted in a quiet 
suburban neighbourhood 
was recounted by Patrick 

Harrington QC. 
He told the jury: “On a 

sunny Sunday afternoon, 
this young man was stabbed 
to death in the hallway of 
his home. It was an attack 
that came out of nowhere 
– neither Aamir, his mother 
nor his father had any 
expectation that their lives 
were to be shattered that day.

“The killers had been 
recruited – contracted to 
carry out an attack on 
another man – but with 
staggering incompetence 
and, tragically for Aamir, 
went to a completely 
different address.”

For while Aamir’s family 
lived in a large five-bedroom 
property in Ninian Road, 
Cardiff, the intended victim 
lived just around the corner 
in Shirley Road.

“The killers had carried 
out a recce earlier but when 
they returned by a different 
route they became confused, 
perhaps because of drugs 
they had taken, and went 
to the wrong house,” Mr. 
Harrington said.

“By what can only be 
described as staggering 
incompetence, they went to 
wholly the wrong address 
and killed an innocent young 
man who was waiting for his 
Koran teacher.”

The murder was over in 
just moments. The attackers 
pulled balaclavas over 

Above, Aamir Siddiqi standing in the 
entrance hallway where he was killed. 

Left, police cordon off the area around the 
murder scene in Roath Park, Cardiff

The two killers were paid £1,000 each in blood money. But, high on 
drugs, they went to the wrong address – and in an act of “staggering 

incompetence” murdered a popular teenage student by mistake

CARDIFF SHOCKER

each to kill a father of four 
after a property deal went 
sour. Mistakenly they went 
to the Siddiqi house where 
Aamir was waiting for his 
Koran teacher to call. As 
he opened the door they 
pounced on him with their 
knives, howling to intimidate 

HIT-MEN 
MURDERED THE 
WRONG VICTIM
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Case report by John Sanders

their heads and howled to 
intimidate their victim as 
they stabbed him repeatedly. 
They left in a stolen car 
in which fingerprints and 
Aamir’s blood were later 
found.

Mr. Harrington said: 
“While the emergency 
services were still doing 
what they could to try 
to resuscitate the wholly 
innocent Aamir as he lay 

dying, the killers went off 
after the blood money they 
were to be paid.

“It is terribly chilling to 
think that in this city two 
men living a mile from this 
courtroom were prepared 
to commit murder for a 
pair of trainers and a laptop 
computer, because that was 
what was bought later.”

The murder weapon 
was never found, but a 

hooded top with the motif 
“Drunk Punk” on it was 
found discarded with the 
dead teenager’s DNA on it. 
Richards had been wearing 
the top when he was seen 
with Hope that day. Hope, 
said Mr. Harrington, was the 
smaller of the two, but a man 
with a “fierce bloodlust” that 
afternoon.

Richards and Hope 
were contracted, it was 

claimed, by a Dubai-based 
businessman who had fallen 
out with the intended victim, 
over a £50,000 cash deposit 
put down on a house the 
intended victim was selling. 

Naming the businessman 
in court, Mr. Harrington 
said: “We know a lot about 
him. We know where he 
lived, we know what cars he 
drove, and we know what 
car his girlfriend drives. He 

Above, bungling hired killers Ben Hope (left) and Jason Richards both had a criminal history littered with violence and drug 
abuse. Below left, the house in Ninian Road where the murder took place, and below right, the intended target in Shirley Road
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spent lavishly and almost all 
in cash. What we don’t know 
is where he is. We know he’s 
not at home.”

At the time of the killing 
the businessman was on 
police bail after an alleged 
attack on the intended victim 
over the £50,000.

The real target was a 
family man who had been 
living in fear after a simple 
plan to sell his home to 
the shady businessman 
turned into a nightmare that 
involved laundering drug 
money. At one point he is 
said to have moved into a 
secret safe house on police 
advice. But he later returned 
to the Roath area of Cardiff, 
unaware there was a price on 
his head.

The two killers were 
well-known figures in 
Cardiff ’s underworld. When 
the businessman met them 
he even took his children 

along to make the encounter 
appear less suspicious.

Hope and Richards 
blamed each other for the 
murder. Hope said in his 
defence statement that he 
had not been in the area that 
Sunday afternoon but had 
been sleeping after taking 
heroin and did not know 
what Richards had been 
doing. He had earlier told 
police who arrested him: 
“I’m not going to protect 
anyone – Jason done the 
murder.”

In his defence document, 
said to be more detailed, 
Richards wrote that the 
mysterious businessman had 
asked him to put up a man 
visiting from Sheffield, and 
that Hope had left his North 
Road home with that man 
and returned with blood on 
his clothes.

Mr. Harrington told the 
jury: “They both agree on 
one thing – that the killer 
is sitting in that dock. But 
each is pointing the finger of 
blame at the other.

“The prosecution say 
they went to that house 
together and carried out a 

with his college homework 
being stabbed with swift 
downward motions into his 
chest. He grabbed the other 
man in an attempt to save 
his son, but he himself was 
stabbed twice.

Mr. Harrington said: “The 
men ran from the house. 
Aamir’s mother could see 
her son lying in a pool of 
blood and she could see he 
wasn’t breathing. When her 
husband said he couldn’t feel 
a pulse, she ran out into the 
street shouting for someone 
to help.”

A passer-by called the 
police on his mobile. 
Records showed that other 
people were making similar 
calls at exactly the same 
time.

The prosecutor said: “The 
attackers would have wanted 
to report back, to say job 
done, we stabbed him, the 
parents got in the way so 
we stabbed them too, and 
when are we going to get 
our money? That’s what they 
would have been saying.”

In fact Hope and 
Richards, who met in 
jail and developed a 
drug-dependent friendship, 
fled the house to go on a 
shopping spree with the 
£1,000 they each received 
for the cold-blooded murder. 
Hope spent £700 on a 
laptop at PC World, telling 
the store assistant that his 
name was Smith, and £100 
for trainers at Foot Locker. 

He told the store assistant 
at PC World, who asked 
him what he wanted the 
computer for: “I need it for 
the internet, my friend.” 
He paid for the goods with 
money from an envelope 
crammed with cash.

But two days after buying 

“They both agree 
on one thing – 
that the killer 

is sitting in that 
dock. But each is 

pointing the 
finger of blame 
at the other”

lethal contract – a crime of 
indescribable savagery.”

The jury was played the 
harrowing 999 call made 
by Aamir’s mother after 
she was stabbed and her 
husband lay injured. She 
was heard pleading for 
an ambulance, telling the 
operator: “Two men came 
with knives and masks on…
stabbed my husband…my 
son is unconscious.”

As she screamed out 
Aamir’s name, her husband 
picked up the phone 
begging: “Please can you 
send an ambulance. Please, 
please send one.”

The couple were in 
the hallway, ready to go 
shopping, at the time of the 
attack. When the doorbell 
rang Aamir’s mother, a 
retired GP, glanced towards 
the front door’s opaque 
glass panel and saw a figure 
appearing to put something 
black on his head. She 
thought it was the Imam, 

who wore a black head cloth 
when he came to read with 
Aamir.

But as her son opened the 
door she saw two men with 
their arms in the air, holding 
daggers and making howling 
noises as they made their 
attack.

She said she was pulling 
at the jacket of the man 
who was bending over and 
stabbing her son, screaming, 
“No, no, no! Leave him 
alone,” when the attacker 
swung round and she felt 
blood on her right side as 
she too was attacked.

The teenager tried to run 
back into the house but 
Hope and Richards chased 
him. Aamir’s mother jumped 
on the back of one of the 
attackers as he pursued 
Aamir into the dining-room, 
while her husband tried to 
pin the other against a wall. 

Mr. Harrington said 
Aamir’s father saw the son 
he had earlier been helping 

Forensic police officers search for clues at the Siddiqi 
family home

A view showing the distance between the house where Aamir Siddiqi was killed (centre) 
in Ninian Road and the intended target house (arrowed) 100 yards away in Shirley Road
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the laptop he pawned the 
laptop for a fraction of its 
true value to pay for drugs 
to feed his addiction.

A store worker at Foot 
Locker remembered serving 
Hope “because he had a 
white envelope which was 
full of money. It looked like 
there were a lot of £20 notes 
– round £1,000 in all. It’s 
not very often I have seen 
something like that.”

After the shock killing 
that Sunday afternoon the 
attackers used a stolen Volvo 
car to distance themselves 
from the murder scene. But 
they made mistakes.

When the car was 
discovered five days later 
and meticulously examined, 
it yielded important clues. 
There was a fingerprint of 
Richards on the driver’s 
seat-belt and one of Hope on 
a document inside a mobile 
phone box. There was also 
blood in the car’s footwells 
and staining on the driver’s 
door, near the handle.

Police also found a hooded 
top and casual shoes on the 
Taff Trail, in an old canal 
feeder behind Richards’ 
home.

The prosecutor said: 
“When the accused 
discarded them they hadn’t 
anticipated how extensive 
and meticulous the police 
search was going to be. The 
hooded top had Richards’ 
DNA and Aamir’s blood on 
it, and was found in a bag on 
which Richards’ fingerprint 
was discovered. A pair of 
shoes was in the water not 
far away.

“We say they were the 
ones Richards was wearing 
earlier that day when he was 
seen on CCTV going to 
Hope’s home. He was not 
wearing them later, after the 
murder.

“At Aamir’s home there 
was a tiny footwear mark in 
the blood at the threshold 
to the porch. The left shoe 
of the pair found in the 
waterway at the rear of 
Richards’ home cannot be 
excluded from having made 
that mark.”

Forensic scientist Jessica 
Adby, who examined the 
stolen Volvo, told the court 
that there were five areas of 
blood staining in the driver’s 
footwell, “where the left foot 
of an individual would have 
been.” There was also a very 
small bloodstain in the front 
passenger footwell.

Mrs. Adby said the blood 
staining found on the 

Mourners pray in the road on the day of Aamir’s funeral

driver’s side had a DNA 
profile which matched 
that of Aamir Siddiqi. The 
possibility of obtaining this 
result by chance was one in 
a billion.

Mrs. Adby added that 
the blood staining on the 
passenger side was a partial 
result, and “this blood could 
have originated from Aamir 
Siddiqi.” She said: “In my 
opinion the presence of 
this blood suggests that 
an individual with blood 
staining on the shoes has 
been in both the driver’s side 
and the passenger’s side of 
the vehicle.”

She agreed it could be one 
or more individuals involved.

The hooded top, also 
examined forensically, 
was said by scientist Clare 
Lowrie to contain, on its 
left sleeve, a DNA profile 
matching that of Aamir. The 
probability of obtaining the 
full profile from another 
person unrelated to Aamir 
was also “one in a billion.” 
The top also produced a 
DNA profile matching that 
of Richards.

Challenging the DNA 

finding, John Charles Rees 
QC, defending Richards, 
referred to the case of a man 
kept in custody for four and 
a half months on the basis 
of DNA evidence found on 
a re-used tray before the 
Crown Prosecution Service 
decided to offer no evidence.

Mr. Rees said the error 
came to light as the man 
lived in a different area to 
where the offence was said 
to have taken place and his 
mobile phone established he 
had never been in the city 
where the attack happened.

“It is impossible to say 
that what happened in that 
case is a one-off,” said Mr. 
Rees.

Both the accused men 
had previous offences for 
violence. Drug addiction 
wreaked such havoc on 
Richards’ body that in prison 
he depended on Hope to 
inject heroin into otherwise 
unreachable parts of his 
anatomy.

He was jailed for 27 
months in 1996 for grievous 
bodily harm after assaulting 
a man in Cardiff on a night 
out. The victim, repeatedly 
punched in the face, suffered 
a fractured jaw.

He also has convictions 
for robbery, blackmail and 
grievous bodily harm for 
an attack in October, 1997, 
for which he was jailed for 
four years. In that case, he 
punched his victim’s face, 
fracturing his jaw before 
taking him to a disused 
warehouse and stealing £30.

In December, 2001, a 
drugged-up Richards was 
caught shoplifting in Cardiff, 

attempting to feed his heroin 
addiction through theft. He 
went on to gouge the eye of 
the security guard who was 
detaining him.

On New Year’s Day, 2003, 
he violently assaulted two 
police officers in Cardiff 
– one was bitten on the 
arm, the other suffered 
a fractured thumb. In 
November, 2003, despite his 
early release from prison for 
that offence, he attacked a 
shopkeeper who refused him 
a refund. There were further 
offences, including assault 
and intimidating a witness.

A woman also brought 
harassment charges against 
him. When she refused 
to drop her case, despite 
intimidation, he punched her 
in the face and dragged her 
around by the hair.

Like his pal, Hope 
was a heroin addict and 
well-known criminal. He was 
jailed for six years in 1997 
for robbery and kidnapping. 

An Asian couple walking 
along a Cardiff street were 
the innocent victims of 
his indiscriminate anger. 
After shouting racist abuse 
from his car, he attacked 
them, forced both into the 
vehicle, and drove off at 
speed, later crashing. With 
an accomplice, he then made 
off on foot.

While serving his six-year 
sentence at Cardiff Prison, 
Hope’s cellmate was 
Richards. Even in jail, Hope 
hardly kept a low profile, 
breaking the nose of a prison 
guard in a violent outburst 
four years into his sentence.

Violence flared again in 

“The hooded top 
had Richards’ DNA 
and Aamir’s blood 

on it, and was 
found in a bag on 
which Richards’ 
fingerprint was 

discovered”



December, 2007, when 
he was caught shoplifting 
in Cardiff and sprayed a 
harmful liquid in a store 
detective’s face as he tried 
to escape. He was later 
convicted of possessing an 
offensive weapon.

I
n vivid contrast to the lives 
of the two men in the dock, 

Aamir Siddiqi, a promising 
student, had set his sights on 
studying law and had a place 
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at Cardiff University.
Described as “sensitive 

and really funny,” he was 
said to be always willing to 
help people at any time. “He 
was devoted to his family 
and friends,” said a family 
member.

The headmaster of his 
former school said, “Aamir 
was cheerful and happy and 
he was particularly keen on 
cricket. He always enjoyed 
school and was popular with 

of losing Aamir, and added: 
“He was the heartbeat of 
our family, but his warmth, 
love, affection and humour 
touched many, many more 
people.”

He said the killers had 
committed a “sinister” 
act and deserved lengthy 
sentences. “We do not 
want revenge or to feel bad 
towards anybody, but when 
someone has done something 
so bad they should be 
punished.”

He added: “With Aamir’s 
departure, life has become 
very empty and somewhat 
meaningless.” 

A female relative said: “We 
didn’t even get the chance to 
wonder what had happened. 
I still feel his presence around 
me. I miss his big hugs.”

The jury in the four-month 
trial came to their verdict 
unanimously. Passing 
sentence Mr. Justice Royce 
said he had no choice but 
to “significantly increase” 
the minimum term of 30 
years demanded by the 
prosecution. He told the 
killers: “Aamir Siddiqi was a 
bright, gentle and courteous 
boy who was much loved 
by his family. His future was 
brimming with promise. Your 
attack on him was brutal, 
savage, callous and cruel.

“You hacked him to death 
in front of his parents who 
fought in vain to save him. 
It was simply good fortune 
that they were not killed. It 
was your intention that they 
should die too.

“The aggravating features 
of this case mean the starting 
point should significantly 
increase. The starting point 
is 40 years. If you die in jail, 
few will shed a tear and many 
will say it will be more than 
deserved.”

Inspector Paul Hurley, 
who led the investigation, 
said it had been “one of the 
worst and most complex 
cases” he had worked on 
during his 27-year career. 
“We had to sift through more 
than eight and a half years 
of CCTV. We also had to 
examine tens of thousands 
of pieces of phone data and 
trace a significant amount of 
witnesses.”

He praised members 
of Aamir’s family for 
their help in what were 
“incredibly distressing 
circumstances.” He 
added: “It was their 
strength and community 
support that helped them 
get through this ordeal.”

his peers.”
Outside the court one of 

Aamir’s relatives said: “A 
house which was previously 
filled with love and laughter 
was brutally destroyed by this 
callous, vicious attack. Within 
seconds our lives changed 
forever.”

The relative said the 
family was delighted and 
relieved at the convictions 
that would finally let them 
begin to deal with the reality 
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worked and he later buried 
the body before digging it 
up, cutting up the remains 
and burning and reburying 
them.

He confessed to murder 
and told the court: “I’ve 
been a total thug. No one 
should feel sorry for me.”
l more Chronicles on page 35

series Breaking Bad.
Gotthard, of 

Frederikssund, North 
Zealand, battered Maria 
From Jakobsen with a stone 
before attempting to dissolve 
her body in a barrel of 
hydrochloric acid and caustic 
soda.

The plan only partly 

August 5th
BREAKING BAD INSPIRED 

WIFE-KILLER PRIEST

THOMAS GOTTHARD, 
a 45-year-old parish 
priest from Denmark, has 
been jailed for 15 years 
for murdering his wife in 
a killing inspired by the 
methods used in the TV 
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July 14th
NEW APPEAL TO FIND 

BACKPACKER’S BODY

IT’S TWENTY years 
since British backpacker 
Peter Falconio was 
murdered in Australia. 
Now, to mark the 
anniversary of his death, 
police have renewed their 
appeal for 
information 
to help them 
find his 
body.

In a 
statement, 
Northern 
Territory 
police said 
they urged 
anyone with 

Jailed 
murderer 
Bradley 

Murdoch

information to come 
forward and assist the 
investigation and help 
Mr. Falconio’s family 
“gain some sort of 
closure.”

Detective Senior 
Sergeant Karl Day said: 
“We are thinking of 
Peter’s family and friends 
on this anniversary and 
remain hopeful that such 
a milestone may jolt some  
information and progress 
the investigation.”

Bradley Murdoch was 
convicted of 28-year-old 
Mr. Falconio’s murder 
in 2005 but has refused 
to divulge where he 
disposed of the body.

He was jailed for a 
minimum of 28 years for 
the murder and assaulting 
Mr. Falconio’s girlfriend 
Joanne Lees. The pair 
were flagged down by 
Murdoch when they 
were driving near Barrow 
Creek, approximately 
200 miles north of Alice 
Springs.

Ms. Lees managed to 
escape from Murdoch, 
who fatally shot Mr. 
Falconio.  

SEVEN JAILED FOR AYA’S DRIVE-BY MURDER

August 5th
AYA HACHEM, 19, hoped 
to be a solicitor one day. 
But the Salford University 
law student was 
tragically “in 
the wrong place 
at the wrong 
time” when 
she was killed 
in a botched 
drive-by shooting, Preston 
Crown Court heard.

Ms. Hachem died 
on May 17th, 2020, in 
Blackburn, the unintended 
victim of a feud between 
two rival tyre firms. She 
had been walking to the 

hired, shot Ms. Hachem 
instead.

Suleman and Raja were 
both jailed for life with 
a minimum of 34 years. 
Accomplices Kashif 
Manzoor, 26, Ayaz Hussain, 
36, Abubakr Satia, 32, 
Anthony Ennis, 31, and 
Uthman Satia, 29, were also 
jailed for life.

Aya’s father, who had 
brought the family to 
the UK from Lebanon 
in 2011, described his 
daughter as a “shining 
star in our lives” who was 
determined to do well in 
life.

Above, Aya Hachem. Left 
Feroz Suleman

supermarket to buy food for 
her family to eat at the end 
of the Ramadan fast.

The court heard that 
tyre firm boss Feroz 
Suleman, 40, had arranged 
the execution of a rival 
businessman but Zamir 
Raja, 33, the gunman he 

DEATH SENTENCE FOR 

“HOLLYWOOD RIPPER”

American actor Ashton 
Kutcher on the night she 
was murdered in February 
2001.

At Gargiulo’s trial, 
Kutcher told the court how 
he had knocked on the door 
of Ashley’s home. When 
she did not reply he looked 
through the window and saw 
what he thought were wine 
stains on the floor. In fact, it 
was Ashley’s blood. She had 
been stabbed 47 times and 

July 17th
CONVICTED 
MURDERER Michael 
Gargiulo is heading for 
Death Row in California 
after being told 
by a judge in Los 
Angeles that he 
must die for the 
stabbing murders 
of two women.

Gargiulo, who 
was dubbed the 
“Hollywood 
Ripper” for 
the slayings of 
Ashley Ellerin, 
22, and Maria 
Bruno, 32, was 
convicted in 2019 of two 
counts of murder and one of 
attempted murder.

The killer is also set to be 
tried in Illinois for the 1993 
killing 18-year-old Tricia 
Pacaccio.

Ashley Ellerin was about 
to go on a date with the 

was found dead the next day 
by a roommate.

Mother-of-four Maria 
Bruno, a neighbour of 
Gargiulo, was “butchered” 
while she slept in December 
2005.

Gargiulo was arrested by 
police after his blood was 
found at the scene of his 
attack on Michelle Murphy 
who managed to fight him 
off. 

Judge Larry Paul 
Fidler said: “In this case, 
everywhere that Mr. 
Gargiulo went, death and 
destruction followed.”

There have been no 
executions in California 
since 2006, and in 2019 
Governor Gavin Newsom 
placed a moratorium on 
the death penalty. So it is 
unlikely that Gargiulo’s 
sentence will be carried 
out for a very long time, 
if ever.

Above, Michael Gargiulo. Left, 
top to bottom, victims Ashley 

Ellerin and Maria Bruno

Peter Falconio with 
Joanne Lees
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M
ADAME 
BERNADETTE 
Saupin had always 

cherished a matronly 
interest in her lodgers at 
her rooming-house in a 
Left Bank suburb of Paris. 
She liked to think that she 
was a little bit more than 
landlady to them, and that 
her establishment was their 
home almost as much as it 
was hers.

So she was naturally 
concerned when her longest-
serving lodger, and her 
favourite too, disappeared 
into thin air.

Lucien Lamarre was 
in his late 60s, rheumatic, 
near-sighted and slightly 
deaf. Despite that, he worked 
long hours as an insurance 
collector. At precisely 9 a.m. 
each day he would descend 
the stairs from his squalid 
little room on the third floor 
at Madame Saupin’s place 
and set out on his rounds. 
And 13 hours later, at 
precisely 10 p.m., he would 
return.

Every night Madame 
Saupin, who was her own 
concierge, wound and set 
her clock on the time of 
old Lamarre’s return when, 
always on the dot, as regular 
as a heartbeat, he would puff 
his way back up the creaking 
stairs, pausing on the first 
landing to gather his breath 
and to call out, “Bonne nuit, 
Madame Saupin!”

Never in all the 10 years 
that Lamarre had been 
her lodger had his routine 

varied. What was even more 
remarkable was that although 
on each day of the week 
his collecting took him over 
different routes, he always 
arrived back at his lodgings at 
exactly the same time.

But on the night of 
Saturday, December 19th, 
1926, that didn’t happen.

Lamarre was still absent 
when the clock struck 11. 
Shrouded by her bedclothes, 
Madame Saupin lay awake, 
listening anxiously for his 
return. At length she fell into 
a fitful sleep, disturbed by 
strange dreams.

Lucien Lamarre did not 
return at all that night.

All during the next day, 
which was Sunday, Madame 
Saupin was gnawed with 
anxiety. On Monday morning 
she could no longer stand 
the waiting. At 9 a.m. 
she presented herself at 
the offices of the Urbain 
Insurance Company, her 
lodger’s employers.

Tears streamed down her 
cheeks as the superintendent 
conducted her into a back 
office.

“In ten years,” she sobbed, 
“Monsieur Lamarre never 
failed to return to my house 
at exactly 10 o’clock. It was 
his home. He had outlived 
all his relatives; he was alone 
in the world. I am afraid that 
something terrible must have 
happened to him.”

“You are right, madame,” 
the superintendent said. 
“Something terrible has 
indeed happened to him. 

Alone among the grinning skulls, the guardian of 

the catacombs hit on a brilliant idea. He would use 

the human bones as fertiliser to grow subterranean 

mushrooms and make himself a fortune...

Part of 

the vast 

catacombs 

beneath 

Paris over 

which the 

Carara 

farmhouse 

was built

HORROR IN A PIT 
WITH 130,000 CORPSES
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He has run off with all 
our money. You had better 
come with me to the police 
station.”

Twenty minutes later, 
frightened and bewildered, 
Madame Saupin was 
standing alongside the 
insurance superintendent 
before the desk of the district 
chief of police.

The superintendent 
said: “We are very worried 
because at this moment 
Lucien Lamarre, an 
employee with a hitherto 
unblemished record, should 
be depositing between 
sixteen and seventeen 
thousand francs with our 
cashier. This money would 
be his collections from our 

policy holders on his rounds 
last week.”

“This is not so unusual 
a story, monsieur,” the 
police chief said. “Possibly 
your collector has seen a 
pretty face and, having 
thrown off the burden of 
years of subservience to 
his taskmasters, is enjoying 
himself with your francs, eh? 
You know what they say, 
there’s no fool like an old 
one.”

The superintendent 
nodded glumly.

“Never fear,” the police 
chief said consolingly. 
“We will soon have the old 
embezzler under lock and 
key.”

He made it sound so 
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simple. Little did he know 
that he was entering upon 
one of the most horrific 
murder investigations in the 
annals of French crime.

A
t that moment the 
door behind the police 

chief’s desk opened and out 
strolled Brigadier Maurice 
Lepine, one of Europe’s 
most celebrated detectives. 
The police chief handed him 
his written notes, whispered 
a few words, and Lepine 
returned at once to his office.

Meanwhile, Madame 
Saupin was seen off with lots 
of reassuring noises.

Later that day Brigadier 
Lepine took the police chief 
aside.

“I’ve read your notes,” he 
said. “I don’t think Lamarre 
is a scoundrel. In fact, I’d 
say he’s probably been 
murdered.”

“Murdered?”
Lepine nodded. “Does it 

seem right to you that an old 
and methodical man, with 
ten years’ faithful service, 
would embezzle one week’s 
takings? He is set in his ways, 
a creature of habit. If he had 
been planning to disappear, 
there would have been 
some symptoms of change. 
So, the first thing to check 
is whether he has a bank 
account.”

That was easy to discover. 
Lamarre not only had a bank 
account – he had 50,000 
francs in it. That was a lot 
of cash, and it proved, as 
Lepine pointed out, that 
another 17,000 francs would 
not have seriously tempted 
him. It was more likely that 
the week’s collection had 
been taken from him by 
force, and that he had been 
murdered.

“Bear in mind that he only 
banked his collections once a 
week – on Mondays,” Lepine 
said. “If one of his Saturday 
clients knew that he had a 
whole week’s money on him, 
that would make him a very 
tempting target for robbery.”

A detachment of detectives 
was put on the job of 
combing the city for the 
missing man. When, 
after a week, they 
found no trace 
of him, Lepine 
decided to 

Left, Madeline 
Carara. She made 

sure that her 
husband retrieved 

the bed sheet 
in which their 

victim’s 
battered body 
was wrapped

An investigator 
in the chamber 

of horrors. 
The arrow 

indicates the 
direction in 
which the 
fumes and 

smoke from 
the funeral 
pyre were 
expelled

HORROR IN A PIT 
WITH 130,000 CORPSES
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take over the case himself.
There were no physical 

clues, nothing to go on and 
indeed the supposition of 
murder was just that – a 
supposition. But Lepine was 
intrigued. He decided to 
re-construct what he thought 
must have been Lamarre’s 
last day on earth. 

First, he asked the 
insurance company for a 
complete list of Lamarre’s 
clients. He found that the list 
was divided into six sections, 
one for every working day 
of the week. He set the first 
five aside and focused on the 
sixth, relating to the last day, 
Saturday.

Next, accompanied by the 
insurance superintendent, 
he set out for Lamarre’s 
lodgings. From Madame 
Saupin he learned that 
Lamarre had never been 
married, that he was a frugal 
man, temperate and taciturn. 
His life was blameless. 
But, she added, she knew 
absolutely nothing about his 
work.

Lepine sat down at the 
landlady’s desk with a street 
map of Paris and drew a 
circle around Lamarre’s 
Saturday route, inside which 
were the addresses of all 
the clients he had called on. 
There were 74 of them, and 
the next task was to work out 
which was the last one he had 
visited.

Lepine told the 
superintendent: “Lamarre 
was old and arthritic, so he 
wouldn’t have walked farther 
than was necessary. He had a 
long route to cover – so long, 
according to Madame Saupin, 
that he carried his lunch each 
day and ate it en route, rather 
than lose valuable time in 
cafes.

“Now that Saturday was 
particularly wet, so he would 
have devised a route whereby 
the last client would be the 
one who was nearest to his 
home. If he didn’t call on that 
client, it means that he had 
already been robbed, in which 
case we would have to work 
backwards along his route. 
But 17,000 francs seems 
to suggest that he collected 
something from every client 
that day, and he was therefore 
still alive when he called on 
the last one.”

“And the last one killed 
him!” the superintendent 
gasped.

Lepine didn’t answer. 
He was moving his pencil 
over the street map, down 
the Rue Michelet, around 

several corners, and bringing 
it to rest at the end of a 
narrow, unpaved street that 
disappeared off the map into 
farmland. 

“This would be the 
home of the last client,” he 
murmured. He consulted the 
list of clients and matched 
the address to the street map. 
“It is the home of Martin 
Carara.”

Lepine had already 
researched the client list with 
great care, so he had already 
found out something about 
Martin Carara. In his early 
30s, Carara lived with his 
wife Madeline, a beautiful 

newly-interred bodies were 
dug up and carted to the 
catacombs until more than 
130,000 graves had yielded 
up their occupants for 
deposit in the underground 
chambers.

At first the city council 
provided a gang of workmen 
to sort out the chaos and 
to place the bones in 
symmetrical racks along 
the corridors. When there 
was a semblance of order, 

appointed he thought up an 
idea he believed could make 
him rich.

He asked himself, if animal 
bones were used successfully 
in the making of fertiliser, 
wouldn’t human bones do 
just the same job?

Looking around his smelly, 
gruesome workplace, where 
the sun never penetrated, 
it occurred to him that this 
was an ideal place to raise 
mushrooms. The conditions 
were perfect for fungi to 
thrive – and the means of 
creating fertiliser, bones, was 
right there on hand.

C
arara set to work with 
gusto. He bought a 

grinding machine and trays 
of mushroom spores, and 
after pulverising some bones 
he sprinkled them around 
the nascent fungi. Within 
weeks he had his first crop 
of mushrooms and Madeline 
was out in the city selling 
them to the smart cafes and 
hotels.

The care of his deceased 
fellows’ bones became a 
secondary consideration as 
the mushroom beds spread 

woman, in an old farmhouse 
on the outskirts of Paris. He 
was the municipal guardian 
of the enormous catacombs 
over which their home was 
built – a vast underground 
tomb which spread out 
under the suburb, its roads, 
its farms, its homes and its 
infrastructure. 

Many years previously 
this subterranean maze had 
been an open- cast quarry. 
Its stone was used as the 

the same time to empty 
the existing cemeteries 
that proliferated across 
valuable land needed in 
the development of the 
burgeoning city. So, one 
by one, the graves in these 
existing ground-level 
cemeteries were dug up and 
the human remains were 
carted to the quarry, now 
converted into catacombs, 
and thrown in.

Year after year more 
graveyards contributed to 
the gruesome collection as 
their territory was taken over 
by the extending metropolis. 
Coffins, skeletons and even 

“I doubt if we are going to find Lucien 
Lamarre now,” said Brigadier Lepine. 
“I have a feeling he has been turned 

into mushroom fertiliser”

Right, an aerial view of 
Paris around the time of 
the gruesome murder. 

Below, Brigadier Maurice 
Lepine who solved the 
case that shocked the 

whole country

new custodian, and his wife 
Madeline eventually came to 
live in the early 1920s.

Young and outgoing, 
they seemed oddly 
inappropriate for the task. 
No one apparently asked the 
obvious question: were they 
the right sort of people to 
keep company with tens of 
thousands of corpses in their 
subterranean workplace? 

Understandably, perhaps, 
they never had any visitors 
– their social life was 
non-existent. But Carara 
seemed not to have any 
problems working among the 
dead. Two years after he was 

and it was thought that 
one man could manage 
without help, the workmen 
were withdrawn, leaving the 
solitary guardian alone in his 
ghostly chamber of horrors.

The guardian was given a 
rent-free farmhouse actually 
built over the catacombs and 
accessible to them via a stone 
stairway from an outhouse. 
It was to this place that 
Martin Carara, appointed the 

structural material for the 
building of Paris in the 
Middle Ages. When it became 
exhausted no attempt was 
made to fill it in. Instead, 
three years before the 
Revolution of 1789, the city 
council decided to turn it into 
an underground cemetery.

This was a doubly 
expedient idea, because it 
gave a good reason to cover 
the disused quarry and at 
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across the length and breadth 
of the catacombs, and the 
grinding machine went on 
relentlessly reducing human 
bones to dust. Each morning 
when Carara climbed the 
long ladder that led to the 
top of the narrow shaft into 
his farmyard he lifted out 
basket after basket filled with 
mushrooms, which were 
immediately taken off for sale 
by Madeline.

As they tucked their 
napkins into their starched 
shirt fronts none of the 
Parisian gourmets had 
any idea that the exquisite 
champignons served up 

even expressed their dread 
about going too near the 
isolated farmhouse. This 
irked the Cararas and, to 
nourish his ego, Carara began 
to imagine that one day his 
mushrooms would make 
him very rich, and he would 
have done with these Parisian 
peasants.

There was a problem, 
though. Although the 
mushrooms were bringing in 
plenty of cash, Carara was 
dissatisfied with the growth 
rate of his bank deposit. The 
interest simply wasn’t enough 
– he felt his money should be 
earning much more money.

before them were the product 
of human bones; nor was 
there, just as certainly, any 
chance that anyone would 
ever be in a position to tell 
them.

Not everything in the 
couple’s lives was perfect, 
though. The Cararas were 
parents of three children – 
two girls and a boy –  and 
all the family were painfully 
aware that the other kids 
and their parents in the 
suburban neighbourhood 
were ostracising them. The 
neighbours seemed to have 
some instinctive dread of 
the charnel house keeper, 
regarding him as in league 
with the dead rather than one 
of the living. 

Among themselves they 

“I reckon the place to have 
our money is the Bourse,” he 
said one evening to Madeline, 
as they pored over their 
account books. The Bourse 
– the stock market – seemed 
to be giving huge returns at 
that time.

So Carara became 
a gambler. And like all 
true gamblers, he threw 
everything he had at it. Like 
many another speculator 
he was soon way out of his 
depth. Badly advised by his 
brokers, believing that the 
way to rescue a bad situation 
was to put more money into 
it, his portfolio crashed.

Gazing in despair at his 
account books, he said to 
Madeline: “We should have 
stuck to our mushrooms.”

At that moment there was 
a knock at the front door. 
Madeline went to open it and 
Brigadier Maurice Lepine 
and Sergeant Jean-Luc 
Valentin followed her into the 
living-room.

“Police,” Lepine said curtly. 
“We need to ask you some 
questions.” 

Carara looked bewildered 
as Madeline pulled out chairs 
for the two officers.

Lepine said: “Did you ever 
know a man named Lucien 
Lamarre?”

“Of course,” Carara 
replied. “He is our friend, the 
insurance collector. He drops 
in every Saturday for our 
weekly payment.”

“And did he do that last 
Saturday?’

“Indeed he did.”
Briefly, Lepine explained 

the situation, pointing out 
ominously that the Cararas 
might have been the last 
people Lamarre saw before 
he disappeared.

There was an awkward 
silence. Lepine went on: “Did 
he ever tell you if there were 
any women in his life?”

Find out where they deposit 
their money, and how much 
they have. And whether they 
have recently added 17,000 
francs to their bank balance.”

It didn’t take the sergeant 
long to discover what Lepine 
wanted to know. An obliging 
bank manager revealed that 
all the money in the Cararas’ 
account, which was in the 
name of Madeline, had been 
withdrawn and made out to a 
brokerage firm in Paris.

The brokerage company 
manager, however, was 
slightly more evasive. Carara 
had recently taken up some 
investments with money he 
had deposited, he explained, 
which were “of the unsecured 
variety.” Unfortunately they 
had been wiped out in a 
sudden stock market blip.

When Lepine was shown 
the transactions he could 
see that Carara had been 
incredibly reckless. He 
had obviously set out to 
make some quick profits, 
speculated irresponsibly, and 
lost the lot.

All this was as it may be, 
but it didn’t prove anything 

As Madeline offered Lamarre a glass of 
wine, Carara struck him from behind 
with a quarryman’s pickaxe, its point 

easily piercing the old man’s skull

“He never mentioned 
them,” Carara said. “He 
hinted several times that he 
had an unhappy affair in his 
youth, but he never gave us 
any details.”

“Do either of you have 
any idea what might have 
happened to him?”

Madeline seemed to have 
no doubt that he must have 
absconded with the money. 
“When one is old and 
disappointed one sometimes 
does odd things,” she said.

Carara added: “I can’t 
believe my old friend Lucien 
is dead.”

“Did you share any 
confidences with him?” 
Lepine asked.

Carara looked startled. 
Madeline answered. “Well, 
we did tell him we were not 
happy in this place. We told 
him we were saving to go 
away.”

Lepine nodded. He seemed 
satisfied with the interview 
and took his leave. But 
outside he told Sergeant 
Valentin: “I want you to 
check these people out. They 
are city council employees, 
but they look prosperous. 

against Martin Carara, 
beyond the fact that he was 
good at growing mushrooms 
and bad at making 
investments.

Lepine pondered over the 
limited evidence. Could it be, 
he wondered, that someone 
else had killed Lamarre and 
taken the week’s collections? 
For instance, the insurance 
superintendent?

Deep in thought, he went 
to the offices of the Urbain 
Insurance Company. A long 
chat with the superintendent 
seemed to satisfy him that he 
was talking to an innocent 
man. Then he hit on a new 
idea.

“Ask one of your clerks to 
go to the Carara farmhouse 
and summon Carara and 
his wife to meet you here as 
soon as possible,” he told the 
superintendent. “When they 
arrive, I shall be gone. But 
keep them talking here. Tell 
them that you think Lamarre 
is the thief, and since Carara 
is an old friend of Lamarre, 
couldn’t he think of a way of 
contacting him – that sort of 
thing.”

As soon as the messenger 

The street in which Lamarre made his last-but-one stop 
that fateful Saturday 
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was duly despatched, Lepine 
and Sergeant Valentin 
collected some gendarmes 
from the police station 
and sped off to the Carara 
farmhouse. Concealed 
behind bushes, they watched 
the guardian and his wife 
leave with the insurance 
clerk, and then they forced 
the door of the outhouse that 
led via the old mine shaft 
into the catacombs.

The first thing they 
discovered was the white ash 
of a disused fire. Alongside 
it was a stack of human 

bones. The ghostliness of 
the scene was intensified by 
the distorted and flickering 
shadows cast by the officers 
moving about in the glare of 
their torches.

A strange-looking machine 
caught Lepine’s eye. Close 
examination showed that it 
was a grinder with gears, 
much like a meat grinder, 
but on a huge scale.

A few yards away the 
officers found small piles of 
a powdery substance that 
Lepine knew at once must 
be pulverised human bones. 

They were the bones of dead 
people, ground up by Carara 
to fertilise his mushrooms. 
Above them were row upon 
row of grinning skulls that 
stretched into the dark 
depths of the tunnels.

This was a ghoulish sort 
of business, and it made the 
young sergeant tremble. 

Suddenly the detective was 
on his knees, bending over 
some more white ash and 
examining a small metal disc 
that was discoloured by fire. 
Carefully feeling in the ash 
again, he pulled out another 

disc, exactly the same shape 
as the first.

“This is back plate of an 
old-fashioned silver watch,” 
he said quietly. “A man’s 
watch.”

Helped by the sergeant, he 
rummaged further into the 
ash. They collected a piece 
of spectacle frame and a 
fragment of gold chain.

Lepine stood up and 
sniffed the air. A familiar 
sound had caught his ear.

“There is a spring bubbling 
away near here,” he said.

Drawn by the sound, 
Lepine didn’t take a minute 
to find the source of it. He 
dipped his hands into the 
clear water. When he took 
them out he was clutching 
two silver rings.

Aware now that the 
Cararas would soon be 
back from the insurance 
company, he despatched 
a gendarme to Madame 
Saupin’s lodging-house with 
the watchcase, the spectacle 
frame and the rings, with 
instructions to ask her if 
she could identify them as 
Lamarre’s.

The messenger was back in 
15 minutes. “She recognises 
them all as belonging to her 
lodger,” he reported.

Lepine’s face clouded. 
“I doubt if we are going to 
find Lucien Lamarre now,” 
he said. “I have a feeling 
that he has been turned into 
mushroom fertiliser.”

Accompanied by his 
gendarmes, Lepine went 
back up the shaft and was 
seated comfortably in the 
farmhouse when Martin and 
Madeline Carara returned 
from the insurance company. 
The guardian recoiled when 
he saw the police officers.

“Sit down, Carara,” 
Lepine said, motioning him 
to a chair. “Tell us why you 
killed your friend Lucien 
Lamarre.”

Carara’s face was ashen. 
“Why – what do you mean?” 
he gasped.

For an answer, the 
detective chief produced the 
items he had recovered from 
the ashes and spread them 
on a table. “These belong to 
Lamarre,” he said. “I found 
them in your catacombs.”

“I am lost,” Carara cried. 
“Monsieur, I was nearly 
bankrupt. It was the money.”

Madeline, it seemed, 
was made of sterner stuff. 
“Say nothing to them,” 
she warned. “They can do 
nothing to you.”

Carara covered his 
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face with his hands. “No, 
Madeline, it’s all finished. I 
want to tell everything.”

Lepine said, “That seems 
like a sensible decision.” 
But Madeline’s anxiety was 
mounting by the second. 
“No, no!” she screamed. “It 
means the guillotine!” Then 
she fainted.

I
n the dock at his trial in the 
Paris assize court Carara 

became intensely theatrical. 
He made no attempt to 
defend himself – he didn’t 
even attempt a moral 
defence, preferring to tell his 
story graphically, as in the 
third act of a grand opera.

He and his wife, he said, 
had planned the murder 
weeks earlier, even to taking 
up the living-room carpet 
and replacing it with a soiled 
bed sheet to soak up any 
blood, just before Lamarre 
arrived on the Saturday 
of the crime. At dusk the 
doorbell rang and the 
insurance collector was asked 
in as usual to collect the 
weekly premium.

It was raining hard, and 
Lamarre was drenched. He 
noticed the bed sheet at once.

Madeline told him: “All 
this bad weather is so hard 
on our carpets, and we don’t 
have enough money to buy 
new ones. Take off your shoes 
and I’ll put them by the fire 
to dry.”

Lamarre stepped carefully 
on to the sheet and sat down 
to unlace his shoes. His 
coat was flung back and the 
money sack tied to his waist 
was visible. Madeline noticed 
that it was bulging.

She approached him 
with a glass of wine and 
Lamarre was raising it to 
his lips when Carara struck 
him from behind with a 
quarryman’s pickaxe. He 
brought the weapon down 

with sledgehammer force and 
the sharp point went straight 
through the old man’s skull.

“The bed sheet absorbed 
all the blood,” Carara said. 
“I was careful to place the 
bloody pickaxe on the sheet 
too. I stood there for a 
moment and my wife handed 
me a glass of wine to brace 

me.”
The prosecutor asked him: 

“Where were your children at 
this time?”

 “Madeline had given them 
some syrup with a sleeping 
potion in it. They were 
sleeping soundly upstairs.”

After drinking his wine he 
untied Lamarre’s moneybag. 
Then he went round the 
house extinguishing all the 
lights. Helped by Madeline, 
he rolled up the body and 

the pickaxe in the sheet, and 
carried it across the muddy 
yard to the shaft entrance.

Getting the body into 
the catacombs presented a 
problem, for the shaft was 
made for only one body 
at a time. Carara stood on 
the ladder while Madeline 
helped him ease the burden 
into the hole. Then he 
slowly descended into the 
catacombs, dragging the 
body after him.

When he reached the 
bottom, Madeline leaned 
over the opening and called 
anxiously, “Be sure to bring 
back my sheet.”

Carara was quite at home 
in the dark pit. He put his 
burden down beside the 
bone-grinder and loosened 

the knots in the sheet. Then 
he emptied his victim’s 
pockets, tore off the rings and 
glasses, stripped him of the 
outer clothing and positioned 
the body on top of a pile of 
wood he had built previously.

The victim’s watch chain 
caught on the button of 
Carara’s sleeve and he tore it 

away, breaking the links. He 
threw the two rings into the 
spring.

“I was too excited to think 
about hiding the other things 
at once,” he said. “I thought 
the fire would dispose of 
them. I was too frightened 
and wanted to get out of that 
hole.

“The previous week I had 
made tests and calculated the 
draughts in the tunnel. The 
intake was the shaft. The air 

was then carried southwards 
and expelled from the 
catacombs many metres away 
through the crevices under 
the road. I had therefore 
picked a spot for the fire with 
no fear of tell-tale smoke 
rising from the shaft.”

Madeline next climbed 
down the ladder and held 
a torch while he started the 
fire. When it was going well, 
Carara lifted Lamarre’s body 
into a better position so that 
it could burn more quickly.

When the fire was burning 
fiercely they went back to 
the farmhouse. Several hours 
later they went back to the 
shaft and Carara descended 
while his wife waited at the 
entrance. Carara did not 
show up, and when smoke 

began to curl up through 
the shaft Madeline knew 
something had gone seriously 
wrong.

Gasping and choking, she 
climbed down the ladder 
through the swirling smoke. 
Several minutes elapsed 
before, stumbling in the 
hot, acrid fumes, she came 
across her husband. He was 
unconscious, overcome by 
the smoke.

Carara recalled: “My wife 
dragged me to the ladder and 
somehow got me out of the 
tunnel and into the air. The 
rain splashing on my face 
revived me. We waited for 
several hours and then we 
went back down the shaft.”

All Lamarre’s clothing and 
a good deal of his body were 
now burned. They poured 
water from the spring over 
the fire and lifted what was 
left of Lamarre into the 
bone-crushing machine. 
Madeline scattered the 
hot embers while Carara 
operated the gears. Soon, 
nothing was left of old 
Lamarre except a pile of 
white ash.

“We went back to the 
house and slept for twelve 
hours,” Carara said.

After that, their nerves 
completely failed them and 
neither had since been back 
into the catacombs. Had they 
done so before the arrival 
of Lepine and his men, 
they would have been able 
to remove the evidence he 
found there that linked them 
to the murder.

Faced with that sort of 
confession, the jury’s verdict 
was inevitable. Before 
the sentencing the judge 
appeared to have some 
sympathy for the doomed 
guardian. 

“I can see how the plot 
to murder your old friend 
formed in your mind,” he 
said gently. “You spent a 
great many years of your life 
in those terrible catacombs 
with only human bones 
for company. Death to you 
must have seemed merely a 
mockery.

“By your own admission 
you robbed the graves to 
enrich the soil for your 
cursed mushrooms. You must 
have a very unhealthy mind.”

But the law of the 
Republic was clear 
enough – Carara would 
have to die. In March 1927 
he went to the guillotine. 
Madeline was luckier – 
she kept her head but was 
sent to prison for 30 years.

Taking hold of what was left of their 
victim’s burned body, the two killers 

lowered it into the bone-crushing 
machine. Soon nothing was left of their 

old friend except a pile of white ash

A wall of bones at the 
Catacombs of Paris



the Pages’ London flat in 
Blenheim Crescent, Notting 
Hill. Tea was ready. But 
where was Vera? That, 
before long, was what 
Scotland Yard’s Detective 
Superintendent George 
Cornish wanted to know, 
and not just because Vera 
was late. The detective 
wanted to know where 

Vera had been because 
someone had raped and 
killed her.

When she didn’t 
come home, her 
father reported her 
missing and the police 
promptly began 
intensive inquiries. 
A schoolfriend had 
seen Vera looking in a 
chemist’s window at 

about 4.55. Oddly, as 
Vera had apparently been 

anxious to get home quickly 
for tea, she had also been 
seen at about 6.45 in nearby 
Montpelier Road, walking 
along, some papers in her 
hand, and swinging her red 
beret.

Newspapers reported 
her disappearance the next 
day, and an S.O.S. was 
broadcast without result. 
At 9.30 the following 
morning a milkman 
called as usual at a 

was hungry, and asked if she 
could have the meal early.

The table was laid at 

P
RETTY 
10-year-old 
Vera Page, 

home from school 
at 4.30 p.m. on 
December 14th, 
1931, popped out 
again for a few 
minutes to show 
the swimming 

certificates she’d 
just won to an aunt 
who lived nearby. 
She left her aunt’s 
at 4.45, and at 
any moment 
her mother 
expected 
her 

home 
for tea 
– Vera 
had 
said 
she 

Stuart Davies, of Barnstaple, writes: “On December 14th, 1931, 10-year- old Vera 
Page was reported missing from her Notting Hill, London, home. Two days later a milk 
roundsman discovered her raped and strangled body in shrubbery at a house in Addison 

Road. Does True Crime have a record of this fascinating case?”

We do indeed, Mr. D. Ninety years on from the little girl’s death, the case continues to 
intrigue. For all our readers here’s our report by A.W. Moss

large, detached house in 
Notting Hill’s Addison Road. 
Making his way through 
the tradesmen’s gate, he 
noticed what appeared to be 
a bundle of clothes under 
some shrubs. Taking a closer 
look, he saw that the bundle 
was a girl’s body. Vera Page 
had been found.

Superintendent Cornish 
was at Paddington police 
station when news of the 
discovery came through. 
He hastened to the scene, 
and later recalled: “The 
body looked as though it 
had been laid gently down, 
and there was no attempt 
at concealment. The child’s 
face was dirty as though 

Has 90-Year 
Murder Mystery 

Of Vera 
Been Solved?

“The body 
looked as 

though it had 
been laid gently 
down, and there 
was no attempt 
at concealment. 
The child’s face 

was dirty”

Vera Page. 
Her life was 

snatched from 
her in brutal 

fashion
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a length of cord. Medical 
examination 
indicated 
that this 
had been 
tied round 
the neck 
after the 
child had 
died, and it 
was believed 
to have 

been used to assist in the 
carrying or dragging of the 
body.

A woman living in Stanley 
Crescent, Ladbroke 

Grove, reported that on 
December 15th she had 
found a red beret and a 
candle end in the front area 
outside her basement flat. 
She had also found some 
pieces of torn cardboard, 

which she had put 
in her dustbin.

She contacted 
the police 
after reading 
newspaper 

reports of 
Vera’s 
murder. 
By then 

dustmen had 
taken away 

the pieces of 
cardboard now 

thought to be the 
remains of Vera’s 
swimming 
certificates, just 
as the beret 
was believed 
to be hers, 
although 
this could not be 
proved.

The woman 
said she would 
not have heard 
anyone who 
came down into 
her area at night, 
because until 
she went to bed 
she kept her 
radio on with the 
volume turned 

up specifically to prevent 
herself from hearing anyone 
outside.

“Have you had intruders?” 
she was asked.

“More than once when 
the pubs turn out,” she 
said, adding that people 
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with coal dust, and it was 
swollen and bruised. The 
divisional surgeon examined 
the body and told us that 
in his opinion the child 
had been dead for over 24 
hours and that from external 
appearances she had been 
strangled.”

Cornish also noted, 
“When the surgeon had 
moved the body a little 
during his examination, a 
finger bandage was found 
in the crook of one of the 
child’s arms, where it had 
presumably been dropped 
by whoever left the body 
there. The child’s clothes 
were examined, and on her 
coat were spots of candle 
grease.

“There was very little to 
tell us where the body had 
been kept before it had been 
put in the garden in Addison 
Road. It seemed, however, 
that the place must have 
been warm and dry, and 
that the body had only been 
in the garden for about two 
hours before it was found. 
It had rained from 3 o’clock 
in the afternoon on Tuesday, 
December 15th, and it had 
continued until 9 o’clock 
that evening. Therefore the 
body had been sheltered 
during that period, for there 
were no signs of dampness 
on the clothes.”

How had the body 
arrived? Mr. Ingleby Oddie, 
the coroner who conducted 
the inquest, suspected that 
a barrow had been used, the 
corpse being concealed in 
a sack. Someone pushing 
a costermonger’s barrow 
would not have attracted 
attention, and it was 
probably still dark when the 
delivery was made.

Further examination of 
Vera’s body by Sir Bernard 
Spilsbury established that 
she had been dead for about 
one and a half days. Her 
knickers had been ripped 
wide open at the front, 
and she had been raped. 
Coal dust on her clothes 
prompted the suspicion 
that her body had been kept 
in a coal cellar, and it was 
thought that this might also 
have been where she was 
strangled. The fingerstall left 
by the killer bore traces of 
coal dust or soot and smelled 
of ammonia. Consisting of 
a bandage wrapped around 
lint, it was stained with pus 
from a septic wound.

Around Vera’s neck was 
a deep red impression 
which had been made with 

occasionally came down the 
area steps at a late hour to 
use the outside lavatory next 
to the coal cellar. “So I keep 
the wireless turned up,” she 
said, “so anyone outside 
knows I’m in. Better to avoid 
trouble if you can.”

Stanley Crescent was 
only a short distance 
from Montpelier Street, 
where Vera had been seen 
at 6.45 on the night she 

disappeared. Had she been 
taken down the area steps to 
the coal cellar or the lavatory 
adjoining it? After the 
strangling, her body could 
have been left temporarily 
in the unlocked cellar. 
The beret and the torn-up 
certificates could have been 
discarded when the body 
was removed.

Police experimented to 
find out if a child’s cries 
from within the area of the 
lavatory or the coal cellar 
could be heard at street level 
or within the house when the 
basement radio was going 
at full blast. They couldn’t. 
Not even the shouts of a 
man could be heard in those 

Above, the street near the crime scene. Below, laundry worker Percy Orlando Rush, whose parents 
lived in a flat above the Pages



circumstances.
Meanwhile, a thorough 

examination of the coal 
cellar found nothing to 
indicate that a body had 
been left there – and 
the state of the corpse’s 
decomposition now 
suggested it had been kept in 
a warm room. But Cornish 
had a suspect: a man whose 
parents lived in a flat above 
the Pages, and who himself 
lived with his wife in a flat 
only 200 yards away.

A West London laundry 
worker, Percy Orlando 
Rush had at least a 
nodding acquaintance with 
Vera through visiting his 

have been bought in any 
chemist’s shop and had no 
distinguishing feature.

The couple’s flat was 
searched, together with their 
coal cellar, but no conclusive 
evidence was found. Rush’s 
laundry colleagues were 
questioned, but nothing of 
significance emerged.

All hope of the bandage 
proving to be a decisive 
piece of evidence – the 
stall fingering the killer – 
crumbled when the police 
consulted cotton experts 
in Manchester. Technicians 
in the trade compared the 
bandage found in the crook 
of Vera’s arm with the one 
worn by Rush when he was 
interviewed by Cornish. The 
examination determined that 
the two fingerstalls had not 
been cut from the same roll 
of bandage. Materials for the 
two fingerstalls had come 

from different suppliers.
As for the coal dust clues, 

no speck was left unturned. 
Dr. Roche Lynch analysed 
dust scrapings from the 
victim’s clothes, dust from 
the suspect cellars and dust 
taken from one of Rush’s 
trouser buttons. The results 
were inconclusive. But where 
was Rush at the supposed 
time of the murder? Once 
again the circumstances were 
suspicious. He’d left work 
as usual just before 6 p.m., 
but he didn’t arrive home 
until about 8.30. Once again, 
however, he had a reasonable 
enough explanation.

Knowing his wife was 
visiting her mother that 
afternoon, he had not 
expected her to be home 
until about 8.30. So not 
wishing to go back to an 
empty flat, he’d taken the 
opportunity to do some 
shopping on the way home. 
As it happened his wife got 
back to the flat a quarter of 
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Where was 
Rush at the 

supposed time 
of the murder? 
He’d left work 
as usual just 

before 6 p.m., 
but he didn’t 
arrive home 

until about 8.30

Above, the milkman who discovered Vera’s body. She had been 
dumped only two hours earlier

calm when questioned. The 
couple couldn’t have been 
more cooperative, producing 
fingerstalls Rush had worn 
for comparison and agreeing 

how similar they all were.
That was the trouble. Both 

the bandage and the lint that 
comprised the fingerstall 
found with Vera could 

SIR BERNARD SPILSBURY
Spilsbury examined the body at Paddington mortuary. He found 
superficial bruising and evidence that Vera had been 
raped. Vera was manually strangled after the rape, 
and after death a cord was tied around her neck. In 
the crook of her right elbow was a man’s fingerstall 
encasing a pus-stained piece of lint which smelled 
strongly of ammonia. On her face and clothes was 
soot and coal dust, and her coat was spotted with 
candle-grease. Though rain had fallen during the 
night of the 15-16th, only the back of her coat, where it touched the 
soil, was damp. Other evidence confirmed that she had not been killed 
where she was found. Decomposition was well advanced, as though 
the body had initially been concealed somewhere warm indoors – 
where it would be liable to be detected had it not been removed to its 
final place of disposal.

SUPERINTENDENT GEORGE CORNISH
Superintendent Cornish described the murder as the most terrible he 
had ever encountered, and it became a personal crusade for him and 
his men to catch the killer. A witness had seen Vera at around 4.55 
p.m. looking at a chemist’s window display  – past her house. So 
although Vera was hungry, and had asked to have her tea early, she’d 
gone on past her house to look at shop window Christmas displays. 
She should have got home from her aunt’s house at 
5 o’clock. The question is why she didn’t. Did her 
killer offer to let her select some gift, upon certain 
conditions, as a lure?

A feature which might have provided the police 
with a tangible clue was particularly distasteful to 
Cornish and his team of detectives. According to 
medical evidence, the cord placed around Vera’s neck 
had not been put there until after death. There could be no other 
reason for its being there except as a handle for carrying or dragging 
the body, as though it were a gaffed fish. There was something so 
cold-blooded, so empty of remorse, about this and what it implied 
that it prompted the detectives to forget mealtimes and the clock. 
They gave up their break times in the zeal to get somewhere with the 
case.

DR. ROCHE LYNCH
Roche Lynch analysed the exhibits, but his results were contradictory 
or inconclusive. Bandages and lint from Rush’s home were not 
identical with those of the fingerstall found with Vera’s body. 
Comparisons of candle grease spots on Vera’s coat 
were indecisive. The piece of candle and Vera’s red 
beret, found apart from her body, both reeked of 
paraffin, yet there had been no similar smell on any 
of the rest of her clothes. A comparison of coal dust 
from the victim’s clothes with dust from the turn-ups 
of the suspect’s trousers was equally inconclusive. 
Realistically there was no proven link between Percy 
Rush and Vera Page, it was concluded.

The Team Hunting For Clues

Vera when she was younger, 
with her parents

parents each week. Cornish 
suspected that Vera’s killer 
had been known to her – she 
would not have gone off 
with a stranger, but Percy 
Rush was a familiar figure. 
He also had a cut on the 
little finger of his left hand 
– he had worn a bandage 
prior to Vera’s disappearance 
– and his work involved the 
use of ammonia.

This could all be 
coincidence, but it had to be 
investigated. Interviewing 
Rush, the detective asked 
him to try the tell-tale finger 
bandage for size. It fitted, 
and Rush himself said he 
couldn’t be sure it wasn’t 
his, although, if it was, he 
couldn’t imagine how it had 
come to be found with Vera’s 
body. He wasn’t flustered. 
His reaction was not that of 
a guilty man, and his wife 
Daisy – who had bandaged 
his finger – was equally l Continued on page 29
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recognised her a second 
time.”

“But I thought you said 
you knew her and liked her 
and that she was a nice little 
girl?”

“She was, sir. But I would 
not have recognised her 
outside the house. I saw her 
inside the house. She never 
made herself familiar with 
me.”

“You also said in your 
statement, ‘I have seen her 
playing in the street outside 
her house.’”

“I did see her outside her 
own house. She was pointed 
out to me.”

“Who pointed her out to 
you?”

“My wife.”
“You say your wife knew 

her and you did not?”
“She has seen her.”
“Come, didn’t you know 

quite well that you would 
have recognised Vera Page 
wherever you saw her?”

“I would not know her.”
“I want you to do yourself 

justice on this point of not 
recognising Vera Page. Are 
you not rather exaggerating 
when you say that you did 
not know her?”

“I did not know her.”
“But after the murder 

did not your wife show you 
a picture of her in a paper 
and you recognised her. Did 
you?”

“That is right.”
“You did know her by 

sight?”
“No, I got that from 

another paper.”
“If you recognised her 

photograph, you knew her 
by sight?”

Percy Rush did not reply, 
and the coroner moved on 
to an equally dogged line 
of questioning about the 
fingerstall.

And so it went on, 
to conclude with an 
open verdict of murder 
against some person or 

to spare no effort which 
might lead to the discovery 
and apprehension of this 
unknown monster.”

Daily, during the run-up 
to the inquest, he conferred 
with detectives working on 
the case to ensure that he 
was fully briefed. 

A transcript of the 
inquest shows the relentless 
determination with which 
Oddie hammered away 
at the evidence in his 
questioning. Rush had a 
particularly rough ride, 
though not an unfair one. 
Time and again the coroner 
tried to catch him out, 
to fault him, but Rush 
remained virtually unshaken 
– perhaps because he was 
telling the truth because he 
had nothing to hide. The 
laundry worker was grilled 
at great length about his 
fingerstall, his pyjama cord, 
the time it took him to get 
home – about everything.

Percy Rush said that he 
had seen Vera Page only 
at her home, 22 Blenheim 
Crescent.

“You have never met her 
in the street?” asked Oddie.

“I would never have 
known her if I had.”

“You would never have 
known her?”

“No, sir. I would not have 
recognised her.”

“But she had been living 
at 22 Blenheim Crescent for 
a year, had she not?”

“It is about a year, sir, 
yes.”

“You visited there every 
week?”

“That is right.”
“Do you say that you 

would not know her if you 
saw her?”

“No, sir. I would not have 

“To my mind,” 
Oddie wrote later, 
“the most revolting 
of all crimes is the 
murder of little 
children by sexual 
perverts, and I 
commenced the 
inquest on Vera Page 
– a little girl only 
10 years of age who 

had been brutally outraged 
and murdered by some 
fiend in human shape – with 
the fixed determination 

an hour ahead of him, and 
as he climbed the stairs he 
was pleased to note the smell 
of cooking.

Both Cornish and the 
coroner in turn questioned 
Percy Rush closely, and his 
alibi proved indestructible. 
Although he couldn’t prove 
he’d been shopping, nobody 
could prove he hadn’t.

T
he detective’s hopes rose 
when a woman came 

forward saying that early 
on the morning Vera’s body 
was found she’d seen a man 
pushing a costermonger’s 
barrow towards Addison 
Road, coming from the 
direction of Rush’s home. A 
red cloth covered a bundle 
on the barrow – and the 
police had seen a red cloth at 
Rush’s flat.

Cornish arranged two 
identity parades in which 
Rush took part, and each 
time the woman picked out 
someone unconnected with 
the case.

Then there was the mark 
left by the cord which had 
been tied round Vera’s neck. 
When Rush was interviewed 
by the police he was found 
to have a pyjama cord in his 
pocket. Again, he had an 
explanation. He used it to tie 
up his trousers.

Everything pointed to 
him, yet everything could be 
no more than coincidence. 
For both Cornish and the 
coroner the case came to 
be something of a personal 
crusade. What appalled each 
of them was the nature of 
the crime. Cornish described 
it as “one of the most 
abominable and tragic” 
murders he ever investigated. 
Oddie said the resulting 
inquest was “the most 
interesting and horrible” 
inquiry he had ever held.

Huge crowds turned out at Vera’s funeral as a mark of 
the abhorrence Londoners felt about the crime

“I would not 
have recognised 

her outside 
the house. I 

saw her inside 
the house. She 

never made 
herself familiar 

with me”

Vera in a collaged 
photograph which shows 

what she was wearing when 
she was last seen

l Continued from page 24
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persons unknown – “an 
unsatisfactory termination,” 
Oddie later lamented.

But was it? Despite public 
pressure for someone to 
be brought to justice, for 
someone to be made to 
pay for Vera Page’s killing, 
it had been demonstrated 
that more than a chain 
of possible coincidences 
was required in order to 
charge a man with murder. 
A possible miscarriage of 
justice was avoided. Had 
Rush been charged, tried 
and convicted, he could well 
have subsequently become 
another Hanratty or Bentley.

B
oth Cornish and Oddie 
privately felt they could 

put a name to the killer, but 
lack of material evidence 
made it necessary for that 
name to remain a secret. 
For years after the case was 
closed both men hoped 
that fresh evidence would 
surface, or someone who 
had remained silent would 
come forward, enabling an 

arrest to be made. 
That never happened – 

not in their lifetime, at any 
rate. But a few years ago 
researcher Jonathan Oates 
began looking into the case 
of Vera Page’s officially 
unsolved murder. From his 
far longer perspective, he 
was able to draw together 
more sources of information 
than the police had been 
able to in the 1930s. And 
what he found made him 
believe that Cornish and co 
had probably had the right 
man all along.

“Yet he was never seen 
with the girl at the time of 
the crime, so nothing could 
be proved,” Oates says, 
adding: “As to why he had 
a delight in young children 
I don’t know. Possibly his 
experience in the war, 
when he was a private in 

the infantry, might have 
damaged his mind, but 
ultimately we’ll never know.”

Oates makes it clear 
that Rush may well have 
been innocent but he had 
a history of sex offences 
against children. He had 
been convicted of indecent 
exposure in 1923 and 1927, 
receiving a month in prison 
for each offence, and was 
known to loiter on his way 
home from work – and later 
at night according to local 
rumours. He knew the girl 
and family and, of course, 
he had no alibi for the time 

of the murder. And while 
some of the clues found 
near the body pointed to 
Rush, the primitive forensics 
were inconclusive. Today’s 

superior 
detection 
methods might 
well have 
proved the case 
against him. 
And Oates even 
speculates that 
Rush’s wife, 
who was never 
named in the 

proceedings, could well have 
been involved, giving Vera 
a meal between 5 and 6.30 
p.m. and shielding the killer. 
For if Rush was guilty, he 

almost certainly 
concealed the 
corpse at home, 
something his 
wife could 
hardly fail to 
have noticed, 
Oates adds. 

Back in the 
1930s it would 
have seemed 
inconceivable 
to the police 
that a woman 
could have 
been involved 
in the murder 
of a child. 
But as Oates 
points out, 
Myra Hindley 
and Rosemary 
West have 

given later generations a 
very different perspective 
on the most heinous of 
crimes. 

Cornish and Spilsbury leaving the scene where Vera’s body was found

Got a crime question? 
Don’t hesitate to  

ASK TC at the address 
given on page 22

Rush may 
well have 

been innocent 
but he had a 
history of sex 

offences against 
children. He 

was known to 
loiter on his way 
home from work
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In Part 11 of The Defence 
Rests, Marshall Hall 

contends that his client 
murdered while in a state 

of “unconscious 
automatism” – but would 

a Cheshire jury agree?

J
UST AS few defence 
counsel were more 
highly regarded than 

Sir Edward Marshall Hall, 
so had few Birkenhead 
residents enjoyed a better 
reputation than Lock Ah 
Tam. As the superintendent 

of Chinese sailors for three 
British shipping lines and the 
European representative of 
an international organisation 
of Chinese stevedores, he had 
long been an invaluable ally 
of police both on Merseyside 
and in ports throughout 

the United 
Kingdom.

His 
influence 
enabled him 
to ensure that 
“undesirable” 
Chinese 
men left the 
country or 
returned to their ships at no expense to the 
British taxpayer, and as president of the Kock 
Man Tong, a worldwide Chinese Republican 
organisation, he dispensed justice to his fellow-
countrymen, presiding over the movement’s 
unofficial courts.

He had arrived in England as a ship’s 
steward in 1895, and over the ensuing 30 
years he had prospered, becoming well known 
in Birkenhead as a shopkeeper noted for 
his generous contributions to charities. He 
gave Christmas treats to the poor children 
of Merseyside, and for his own pleasure 
he rented a shoot where he entertained his 
English friends.

He was also the founder of the Chinese 
Progress Club in Liverpool, where one night 
in 1918 he was attacked by a drunken Russian 
sailor who knocked him unconscious with a 
heavy blow to the head.

Unwisely, Tam later 
began to fancy himself as an 
entrepreneur, and in 1924 
he launched an ambitious 
commercial undertaking and 
came seriously unstuck. He 
lost thousands of pounds, 
filed his own petition in 
bankruptcy, and was never 
the same again.

His friends said the 
calamity broke his heart. He 
still lived extravagantly, but 
was subject to depression 
and would suddenly fly 
into uncontrollable rages, 
foaming at the mouth and 
hurling crockery. He also 
began to drink heavily, and 
in October 1925 his Welsh 

Sir Edward Marshall Hall. Was he faced with an  
impossible task?

Lock Ah Tam became well known in 
Birkenhead as a shopkeeper and a 

generous donor to charities

By William Kendal

“IT WAS A WRONG 
VERDICT”
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sudden violence.
There was also clear 

evidence of strange 
behaviour since Tam’s 
confinement in prison. He 
had thrown his clothes on 
the fire, saying, “Me want 
new clothes.” Then he had 
fallen into a deep sleep.

But under the English law 
of insanity then prevailing, 
Marshall Hall had little 
hope of saving his client. 
For immediately after the 
shootings, Tam had phoned 
the police and reported his 
crime, showing that he knew 
what he had done and that it 
was wrong.

Marshall Hall nevertheless 
argued that no sane 
man, without motive 
and immediately after a 
happy family celebration, 
would have committed the 
terrible acts his client had 
perpetrated. This was also 
totally out of character for 
a man who was normally so 
kind and generous, his love 
for his family well known to 
all his acquaintances.

Noting that Tam had 
asked to be buried beside 
his wife and daughters if he 
were hanged, Marshall Hall 
pursued this at some length 
with one of the Chinese 
witnesses.

“In China,” he asked, “a 
man and his wife are buried 
side by side?”

“Yes.”
“With regard to the belief 

in the after-life, does the 
question as to where you are 
buried make any difference 

wife Catherine wrote to a 
friend that she sometimes 
thought he was going mad. 
But although his tempers 
frightened her, she still loved 
him and never thought of 
leaving him.

On December 1st, 
however, her husband was 
in high spirits. His son Lock 
Ling Tam had returned 
home after nine years in 
the East completing his 
education, and Lock Ah 
Tam gave a dinner party to 
celebrate the boy’s coming 
of age. The father and son 
had had their quarrels, 
but on this night their 
differences were forgotten. 
Lock Ah Tam and his wife 
made speeches in Ling’s 
honour, and although 
the father had perhaps 
drunk rather more than 
was good for him, he was 
sober enough to tell his 
last departing guest after 
midnight, “Ring me up 
tomorrow morning and let 
me know how your daughter 
is.”

That was typical of him: 
he often made others’ 
worries his own.

When all the guests had 
left, however, Ling heard his 
father berating Catherine. 
Lock Ah Tam was stamping 
his feet and gesticulating 
wildly, and Ling went 
down and told him to leave 
Catherine alone.

Tam withdrew, but 
later summoned the maid, 
Margaret Sing, to bring 
him his boots. As she crept 
downstairs, she was shocked 
to see his reflection in a 
mirror. He was loading his 
revolver.

Shortly afterwards he 
got out his sporting gun 
and shot his wife and their 
youngest child, 18-year-old 
Cecilia. Then he picked up 
his revolver, walked round 
the room, and spotted his 
other daughter, 20-year-old 
Doris, cowering with the 
maid behind the door.

“Isn’t it awful!” Doris 
cried. “Do save me!”

Tam pulled the door open 
and shot her twice.

Meanwhile his terrified 
son had run for help to a 
neighbour. On the way, he 
hurled a kettle through the 
window at his father, but 
missed.

In the early hours of 
December 2nd, Constable 
Drysdale received a phone 
call at Birkenhead police 
station.

“Tam,” said the caller. 

“Shot kill wife and child.”
“Who is that speaking?” 

asked the constable.
“Lock Ah Tam. Send your 

folks, please. I have killed 
my wife and child. My house 
is 122 Price Street.”

The police were stunned 
by the call. They could 
hardly believe it as they set 
out for the home of their 
friend, one of England’s 
most respected Chinese 
citizens. His shop door was 
always open, so that he 
was available to any fellow-

Catherine and her 
daughter Cecilia had died at 
once. Doris would remain 
in a coma for weeks before 
dying in hospital.

As word spread that the 
good and generous Lock 
Ah Tam was to be tried for 
murder, and all his money 
was gone, donations for 
his defence arrived from 
Chinese communities 
throughout the country. 
More than £1,000 was 
raised, and Marshall Hall 
was briefed to defend him.

As it was indisputable that 
Tam had killed the three 
women of his family, the 
only possible defence was 
insanity. And at Chester 
Assizes in 1926 Marshall 

countryman in need. But his 
visitors were sometimes odd 
customers, so he always kept 
his revolver close at hand.

The officers arrived to 
find Catherine Tam and 
Celia shot dead, and Doris 
dying. Tam, however, was 
calmly smoking a cigarette.

“Shot wife,” he said. 
Then, equally calmly, 
he told his friend and 
neighbour Kwok Tsan Chin, 
“I am in trouble. You will 
look after the business. Do 
your best. If I am hung, get 
my body out and bury me 
by my wife and daughter.”

Tam’s calmness deserted 
him, however, when he was 
taken to the police station. 
He became so agitated that 
the distressed and amazed 
superintendent refused to 
charge him until he was 
more composed.

When he was eventually 
charged and was asked if he 
had anything to say, Tam 
replied, “Nothing at present, 
nothing at present, nothing 
at present time.”

Hall contended that his 
client had been in a state of 
“unconscious automatism” 
precipitated by an epileptic 
fit. The blow to the head 
Tam had received in the 
Liverpool club seven years 
earlier was recalled, and it 
was suggested that it had 
affected his brain.

Epilepsy frequently 
prompts a desire for alcohol, 
which in turn causes and 
aggravates fits. Tam’s 
bankruptcy had severely 
depressed him, and the 
stress, Marshall Hall argued, 
had further upset his mental 
balance. Moreover, from 
1918 onwards there was 
evidence of moodiness and 

Doris Ah Tam (above) 
tried to escape

Cecilia Ah Tam (above) 
died instantly

A Chinese grocer’s 
shop in Liverpool’s Pitt 

Street, the thoroughfare 
where Lock Ah Tam 
founded the Chinese 

Progress Club
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to you? If a man and his wife 
are buried together, does it 
make any difference, in your 
religious beliefs, as to their 
chance of meeting in the 
after-life?”

“Some of us say so.”
When one of the guests at 

the dinner party was called 
by the prosecution, Marshall 
Hall asked: “Was my client 
a man who was very popular 
amongst all his friends in the 
neighbourhood?”

“Yes.”
“May I put it higher 

than that? He was loved by 
everyone that knew him?”

“That is correct, sir.”
“Have you any doubt that 

Mrs. Tam was very fond of 
her husband?”

“I think they were both 
fond of each other. The girls 
were very fond of him also, 
and kissed him every night 
before going to bed.”

Lock Ling Tam, who 
had fled the house for help, 
was asked by Marshall 
Hall to describe his father’s 
condition and appearance 

that night.
“Have you ever seen a 

man in the East ‘running 
amok’?” he asked. “Did you 
ever see your father look as 
he looked that night?”

“No.”
“Didn’t the sight of your 

father, and what you saw, 
absolutely terrify you?”

“Well, it did, sir.”
“He has been a very good 

father to you, and your 
mother has been a good 
mother to you?”

“Yes, sir.”

This established the 
contrast between Tam’s 
usual affectionate nature and 
his appalling behaviour that 
night.

Opening the case for 
the defence, Marshall 
Hall told the jury: “I do 
not suppose, if you were 
to search the tragedies 
of the Greek poets, you 
would find anything more 
poignant than this tragedy. 
It is admitted here that 
Lock Ah Tam was loved 
by everyone, a peaceable, 
quiet citizen devoted to his 
wife and children, and a 
man who earned the respect 
of everyone who came into 
contact with him.

“Some minute happening 
in his brain caused a change 
for which none of us can 
account. It turned a man – a 
mild, lovable, peaceful man 
– into a raving madman, 
and under the influence 
of this he did an act which 
was the last act in the world 
which he would have done. 
Absolutely and entirely 
motiveless, he killed those 
whom he loved best...Yes, 
there is no doubt that he did 
it, but at the time he did it 
he was insane.”

The defence then called 
witnesses whose testimony 
showed that Tam’s family 
was one of the happiest 
in Birkenhead, and Dr. 
Ernest Reeve, an expert in 
mental diseases, testified 
that he believed Lock Ah 
Tam had been in a state of 
“unconscious automatism” 
arising from epilepsy, 
caused by a blow to the head 
and induced by alcohol.

An epileptic fit and 

Nearly all the shops and businesses in Liverpool’s Pitt Street (above) were Chinese-owned

Lock Ling Tam. The 
family was celebrating 
his return to England 
when tragedy struck
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for some explanation which 
is negative of sanity? You 
are! You must be! You can’t 
believe that this sudden 
revolution in a man’s mind, 
which converted him 
from a loving father into 
a murderer, was not the 
result of his reason being 
dethroned.”

Catching sight of some 
of Tam’s friends weeping 
and apparently praying in 
the court, Marshall Hall 
continued: “I do not think 
we can get into his mind. 
I do not suppose, if we got 
into his mind, that which 
happens now really matters 
to him one iota. He is here, 
and knows that whatever the 
verdict is his days of liberty 
are at an end.

“He must know that he 
must walk from this place 
to some place of detention 
in some circumstances or 
other, but the nature of that 
place is of some moment to 
those who know him and 
were fond of him.

“To those who have 
rallied round him at the last 
to try and provide him with 
such humble efforts as we 
can make on his behalf, it 
will be some consolation to 
feel that the man who was 
their friend, the man whom 
they loved, was safe. They 
would gladly welcome the 
verdict. They would join 
in grateful thanks if you 
could say that although he 
was guilty of the act, he was 
insane at the time he did it.”

The defence counsel had 
used all the histrionics at 
his command to save his 
client, but the prosecutor 
Sir Ellis Griffiths succinctly 
exposed the fatal weakness 
of Marshall Hall’s argument. 
“The defence to this crime 
is the crime itself,” he said. 
“Never was there such a 

paradox as this.”
The jury retired for only 

12 minutes before they 
returned to find Lock Ah 
Tam guilty. This was the 
shortest consideration a 
jury ever gave to a plea by 
Marshall Hall on the capital 
charge.

Mr. Justice Mackinnon 
was clearly deeply affected 
as he pronounced the death 
sentence. “You have been 
convicted by your adopted 
countrymen of this crime,” 
he told Tam. “I can only 
ask you to use the time that 
remains for you so that, 
when that time comes, you 
will meet it with the bravery 
that a man should show.”

Marshall Hall had done 
his best with an impossible 
case, knowing that logic, if 
not the law, was on his side. 
“I came back from Chester 
on Saturday night dead 
beat and very disappointed 
at the verdict,” he wrote to 

a friend. “It was a wrong 
verdict. The scene in court 
was extraordinary – most 
dramatic. And amidst the 
sobbing of the women and 
the tear-broken voice of 
the judge, he stood, still 
steady and apparently 
unconcerned, with a face 
like a mask and a mysterious 
smile hovering round his 
lips...

“I’m afraid he will fail 
in his appeal – not that he 
minds. When asked if he 
wished to come to London 
to hear the appeal as he is 
entitled to, he merely shook 
his head as he had done 
when the clerk of assize, 
after the verdict, asked 
him if he had anything to 
say why he should not be 
sentenced to death. He 
merely moved his head 
slowly from one side to the 
other.”

As Marshall Hall 
predicted, Lock Ah Tam’s 
appeal was futile. So was the 
petition for a reprieve, and 
he duly went to the gallows 
at Walton Prison, Liverpool, 
on Tuesday, March 23rd, 
1926. 

The night before his 
execution Tam was 
composed and cheerful, 
and did speak telling 
his solicitor, “I know 
that I have done wrong, 
although I did not know 
at the time and I have 
no recollection of doing 
anything. However, if I 
have done wrong, they 
must do with me what the 
law orders them to do.”

epileptic 
automatism were 
quite different 
maladies, said 
the doctor. 
Automatism 
was often 
preceded by a 
fit, but epileptic 
automatism 
could occur 
without any fit 
at all.

Marshall 
Hall asked if a 
man could be 
unconscious 
when he phoned 
the police and 
told them he had 
shot his wife and 
child.

“Yes,” Dr. Reeve replied, 
“he said that in a condition 
of automatism. He would 
know everything. A patient 
in that condition is like a 
sleep-walker. A sleep-walker 
may walk on the parapet 
of a roof and may do all 
sorts of things apparently 
with conscious knowledge, 
but afterwards he has no 
recollection of what he was 
doing.”

The doctor went on 
to describe remarkable 
instances of epileptic 
automatism in which people 
behaved in a perfectly 
rational way during the 
attack, but remembered 
nothing about it afterwards. 
But to the jury, unfamiliar 
with the phenomena of 
an abnormal mind, these 
examples may have seemed 
more like fantasies than 
medical evidence.

For the Crown, the senior 
medical officer at Brixton 
Prison said he could hardly 
imagine how Dr. Reeve, 
or anyone else, could form 
the theory of an epileptic 
seizure.

Any hope that Lock Ah 
Tam’s friends now had 
depended on his counsel’s 
final speech. Tam himself 
could not be called to 
testify, and he had remained 
inscrutable throughout the 
proceedings.

“Let us put doctors and 
everything else on one side 
for a moment,” Marshall 
Hall told the jury. “Is not the 
real difficulty you have to 
face, this: how can any man 
who is a sane man believe 
that a sane man could do 
this thing?

“Could any sane man 
have done it? Would any 
sane man have done it? Are 
you not constrained to look 

Grieving crowds at the funeral of Catherine and her daughter Cecilia. Doris died weeks later

Lock Ah Tam. He 
couldn’t remember the 

murders

NEXT MONTH: 

Whoever heard of one 

Old Etonian shooting 

another? Sir Edward 

Marshall Hall did – he 

defended the killer...



August 16th
NEW BOYFRIEND WAS 

BEATEN AND SET ON FIRE

MARK CHILMAN, who 
killed his ex-girlfriend’s 
new partner by battering 
him unconscious 
and leaving him in 
a burning car, has 
been jailed for life for 
murder.

The 52-year-old, 
of Pencombe, 
Herefordshire, 
was found guilty 
of murdering Neil 
Parkinson, 66, 
following a trial at 
Worcester Crown 
Court.

Chilman attacked 
his victim as he 
closed the gate of 
Julie Adcock’s farm in 
Cotheridge, Worcestershire, 
on December 12th, 2020.

Chilman poured petrol over 
his victim and the car before 
setting the vehicle alight.

Chilman must serve at 
least 22 years behind bars.
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August 13th
JAKE DAVISON, a 
22-year-old from Plymouth 
and adherent to the “incel” 
culture, argued with his 
mother before 
shooting her 
dead and going 
on a deadly 
rampage with a 
“pump-action 
shotgun” in the 
Keyham district 
of the city.

In Britain’s 
worst mass 
shooting since 
2010, Davison 
first killed his 
51-year-old 
mother Maxine 
Davison before 
going outside 
and killing 
four strangers. 
Crane operator 
Davison then 
turned the gun 
on himself before armed 
officers could reach him.

Police investigating the 
12-minute rampage said 
that three-year-old Sophie 
Martyn and her father 

Lee, 43, a carpenter, were 
shot in Biddick Drive. The 
killer then shot 59-year-old 
Stephen Washington in 
a park before shooting 
66-year-old Kate Shepherd 
on Henderson Place.

Social media usage showed 
Davison was part of the 
misogynist incels community 
– involuntarily celibate men 
who blame women for their 
sexual failings.

Davison’s firearms licence 
had been returned to him 

in July. It had been removed 
following an allegation 
of assault against him in 
September last year.

The killer had received 
mental health support 
during the coronavirus 
lockdown.

“MISOGYNIST” KILLS 

FIVE IN GUN RAMPAGE

Above, killer Jake Davison. 
Left, top to bottom, Maxine 
Davison, Kate Shepherd and 
Stephen Washington. Right, 

Lee and Sophie Martyn

August 11th
JAIL FOR KILLERS OF 

NHS WORKER DAVID

FOUR GANG members 
who randomly stabbed 
and killed NHS worker 
David Gomoh in Canning 
Town, east London, face 
life behind bars after 
being found guilty of his 
murder.

Vagnei Colubali, 23, of 
Cambridge, 
Mohammad 
Jalloh of 
Pinner and 
David Ture 
of no fixed 
address, both 
aged 19, and 
a 17-year-old 
boy from 
Telford were 
were all 
connected to 
a gang based 
in north 
Newham, the 
Old Bailey 
heard.

Twenty-
four-year-old 
Mr. Gomoh, 
who worked 
at St. Bart’s 
Hospital, was 
attacked as 
he talked on 
the phone to 
his girlfriend 
on April 
26th, 2020. 
He had no 
links to any 
gang and 
had been 
walking from 
his home 
in Custom 
House, east London, to 
the supermarket.

Oliver Glasgow QC, 
prosecuting, said: “This 
was a ride out into enemy 
territory and they were 
hunting for someone, 
anyone, to attack.”

Police found sketches 
by Ture of the attack in 
his home. Some of these 
helped to identify the 
other killers.

Mr. Gomoh’s mother 
said: “Nothing will 
bring back a life that 
was so full of promise 
and hope, a life that 
was brutally taken away 
from us; but we are 
grateful we can now 
begin to mourn and 
build a fitting legacy for 
David.”

Above, 
David 

Gomoh. 
Below, top 
to bottom, 

Vagnei 
Colubali, 

Mohammad 
Jalloh and 
David Ture 

STEPDAD STRANGLED GIRL

August 24th
SEARCH FOR CLAUDIA 

AT GRAVEL PITS

A POPULAR fishing 
spot north-east of York 
has been searched by 
police investigating 
the disappearance and 
suspected murder of 
university chef Claudia 
Lawrence.

Ms. Lawrence, 35, 
vanished in March 2009 
and her disappearance has 
remained a mystery ever 
since.

Investigators from 
North Yorkshire Police 
said the search at Sand 
Hutton Gravel Pits was 
expected to last several 
days.

September 10th
SCOTT WALKER 
of Peterborough, 
Cambridgeshire, has been 
jailed for life 
for the murder 
of his teenage 
stepdaughter 
Bernadette 
who had 
accused him of 
sexually abusing 
her.

The body of 17-year-old 
Bernadette, who went 
missing in July 2020, has 

never been found. 
Jurors at Cambridge 

Crown Court were told that 
51-year-old Walker probably 
strangled Bernadette, then 
conspired with her mother to 
dispose of the remains and 
cover up her death. The court 
heard how the pair hacked 
into the student’s email 
accounts and used her phone 
to send messages to make it 
appear she was still alive.

Walker must serve at 
least 32 years in jail.
l more Chronicles on page 50

Above, 
Mark 

Chilman. 
Below, 
victim 
Neil 

Parkinson

Bernadette 
with Scott 

Walker

Following the shooting, 
Home Secretary Priti Patel 
said the government would 
ensure it addressed any 
issues about incels’ online 
activity. 

Shaun Sawyer, the Chief 
Constable of Devon and 
Cornwall Police, told 
reporters that Davison’s 
motives were unknown. 
Police believed it was a 
“domestic incident [that] 
spilled into the streets.”

An evening vigil was 
held in Keyham the day 
after the shootings.
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this report By charles Bordoni

J
UST A kiss in the 
moonlight la da de da da 
da…”

 Her pert face turned to 
handsome Jack Kennedy, 
Audrey Rall, red-haired 
queen of a beauty contest in 
Toledo, Ohio, sang snatches 
of song as she did an 
improvised tap-dance on the 
park’s gravel path.

Kennedy laughed. “Feeling 
pretty good, aren’t you?”

Her reply was the 
opening line of 
another refrain: 
“Oh, Do It 
Again...”

He reached 
out for her. 
“Come here, 
baby,” he 
said, his 
lips stifling 

the song in her throat.
It was the warm moonlit 

night of July 7th, 1933, and 
the sweethearts were strolling 
along the shore front at Point 
Place, a seaside resort 10 
miles from Toledo. It was a 
rare occasion since Kennedy 
had, for once, stepped out 
without his bodyguard. 
Kenneth “Punkin” Francis. 
Who wants a bodyguard on 
a lovers’ stroll?

But the dashing 
28-year-old 

Kennedy 
did need 
one, 
as he 

well knew. He was a 
racketeer with fingers in 
the city’s liquor, night club 
and protection rackets. But 
more than that, he was an 
interloper, having originally 
hailed from Detroit; and at 
least three Ohio mobs had 
been gunning for him since 
his announcement, a year 
before, that he was “taking 
over.”

Not that they hadn’t come 
close to getting him on 
several occasions. They had. 
The score of sudden, violent 
deaths in Toledo since his 
arrival totalled six victims, 
and Kennedy himself had 
narrowly escaped being the 
seventh when his date for the 
evening was shot dead in his 
car and he escaped.

After that, Kennedy lay 
low in a beach cottage at 
Point Place. But Kennedy’s 
thoughts were turned far 
away from the idea of death 
on this evening as he and 
Audrey stood near the exit of 
Edgewater Drive. The moon 
had vanished behind a cloud 
when suddenly the redhead 
felt a tug at her shoulder and 
a hand close over her mouth. 
Then she heard a rough 

voice growl: “Get the dame 
outta the way.”

As she was rudely snatched 
backwards, Audrey saw dark 
shadowy forms emerge from 
the surrounding shrubbery. 

“

HOW LOUISE BECAME A CASU
OF THE PROHIBITIO

Jack Kennedy. The 
bar-owning beer baron 

brought a taste of Detroit 
to Toledo, Ohio, before 

being blasted to death at 
Edgewater Drive, Point 

Place (right)...

Dating Kennedy was a 
dangerous – eventually 
deadly – game. Beauty 

queen Audrey Rall 
(above) was lucky to 
escape alive when he 

was murdered...
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For a moment she thought 
it was a joke, the kind the 
boys sometimes played at the 
cottage.

But then there were spurts 
of flame and ear-splitting 
blasts that seemed to go 
on endlessly. The moon 
came out as suddenly as 
it had disappeared, and in 
its eerie glow, Audrey Rall 
saw two men bending over 

Prohibition proved to be a struggle for the soul of america – 
attempting to remove the suffering alcohol caused unwittingly 
revealed the deepest depravity lurking in society. the ban 
handed the supply of illicit alcohol to the criminal underworld, 
and in the “gold rush” that followed, with fortunes to be made, 
human life was cheap. Many gangsters and bootleggers died in 
the brutal pursuit of profit – but the toll on enforcement officers, 
investigators and the innocent was appalling... 

UISE BECAME A CASUALTY

TION WARS

the prostrate form of Jack 
Kennedy, pumping bullets 
into his head.

Before fainting, she caught 
the sound of a car tearing 
away into the night. The next 
thing she knew, someone 
was holding her upright and 
another man was saying, 
“Must be at least twenty 
slugs in him.” She fainted 
again.

H
er next return to 
consciousness was on 

some grass, to which she had 
been carried, and there was 
a group of men towering 
over her, some in uniform. 
One big man in plain clothes 
asked: “Who did it?” Sobs 
choked back her reply, 
and the big man turned 
despairingly to two others 
at his side. One, Assistant 
District Attorney Arnold 
Bunge, said stiffly, “This has 
got to be the end.”

The big man, who was 
Captain George Timiney, 
newly chosen commander of 
Toledo’s “Hoodlum Squad,” 
replied, “This could be the 
end. He’s the one they’ve 
been after.”

“Who’s been after?” the 
third man of the group, 
Assistant District Attorney 
Joel Rhinefort, asked.

Timiney shrugged. “Your 
guess is as good as mine. 
Maybe the girl can give us 

a lead.”
Audrey Rall proved to be 

of no help at all in the matter 
of identification. And as 
the trio questioned her, she 
insisted that neither she nor 
Kennedy had seen anyone 
during their walk.

“Except for two fellows 
who were sitting on the 
running-board of a car,” she 
added. “Jack looked them 
over and didn’t seem to know 
them.”

“Could have been hired 
killers from out of town,” 
Timiney said. “Show us 
where the car was standing.”

Audrey led the 
investigators down Edgewater 
Drive, but the car was no 
longer there. She was unable 
to describe the men on the 
running-board.

Timiney now gave his 
attention to Kenneth 
“Punkin” Francis, who had 
served as bodyguard to 
Kennedy for the past six 

...Louise Bell was less fortunate on her night with Kennedy. She was shot in the head by hit-men pursuing her 
beau. He escaped unharmed – for the time being. She did not...



ambushed in a Toledo street.
As their car had stopped 

at a traffic light, another 
car pulled alongside. A 
fusillade of bullets 
crashed into the 
bodies of the three 
men. When the 
smoke cleared, 
Lubitsky 
lay dead, 
and the 

months. Detectives hurried 
to the Kennedy cottage, 
but found it deserted and 
there was no trace of the 
bodyguard. Police speculated 
that Francis had sold out to 
Kennedy’s killers and put his 
employer on the spot, or he 
had fled when he heard his 
boss had been shot.

Since his arrival in the 
Lake Erie city from Detroit 
a year before, Kennedy’s 
rise in the rackets had 
been meteoric. Defying 
the entrenched overlords 
of vice and crime, he had 
speedily built up a drinks 
empire second to none, its 
foundation being built on 
15-cent canned beer.

Three other mobs had 
been dispensing keg brew 
to Toledo’s speakeasies and 
resorts. These were the 
Licavolis, the Besase gang 
and the mob headed by Sam 
Sapienza. All three gangs 
could have wanted Kennedy 
out of the way. And now, on 
the evening of July 7th, 1933, 
the self-proclaimed lord of 
the Toledo underworld lay 
dead.

Kennedy’s death was the 
first real test of the newly 

distributing 15-cent beer, 
whereas Yonnie’s customers 
had been forced to pay 20 
and 25 cents.

“Just give me some time. 
I’ll run them out of business,” 
was Kennedy’s boast.

The Besase and Sapienza 
mobs were included in this 
squeeze, too.

To back up his bold 
challenge, Kennedy 
proceeded to open a 
restaurant, the Black Hawk, 
rivalling the Golden Rose 
and Showboat.

Kennedy’s cheap beer 
began to get popular and the 
independent bars mustered 
enough nerve to handle it 
and to defy Yonnie’s orders 
that they were to buy his beer 
or nothing.

The swaggering, fearless 
Kennedy had about him an 
aura of romantic danger. And 
one who enjoyed basking 
in his dangerous company 
was a pretty little manicurist 
named Louise Bell.

For six weeks, her life 
had been spiced with 
the glamorous, exciting 
company of racketeer Jack 
Kennedy. Then, exactly four 
weeks after the opening of 
Kennedy’s Black Hawk, 
Louise got her last big thrill.

On the evening of 
December 30th, the 
handsome bootlegger and 
the vivacious Louise left a 
cinema and drove slowly 
towards his speakeasy only a 
few blocks away. At a corner 
as the traffic light turned 
from red to amber, a car 
shot ahead of Kennedy’s. 
Out of the rear window, a 
machine-gun was poked. 
Then followed a sawed-off 
shotgun. Both let go blasts 
of lead.

Louise Bell threw herself 
into the arms of Kennedy. 
Instantly, slugs meant for him 
tore into her pretty blonde 

Captain George 
Timiney, commander 
of Toledo’s “Hoodlum 

Squad” 

28-year-old Yonnie Licavoli, 
operator of the Golden Rose 
and Showboat supper clubs, 
which were actually glorified 
speakeasies.

Licavoli had surrounded 
himself with a vicious, 
ruthless gang of hoodlums. 
They were operators of 
distilleries, breweries and 
speakeasies. In addition, they 
took their cut from a vast 
chain of brothels. Although 
he could get no evidence 
in the Platt and Lubitsky 
murders, Timiney began 
working against the gang’s 
liquor interests, amassing 
evidence which he gave to 
federal agents.

On March 10th, 1932, a 
huge distillery on Holmes 
Street was raided. This was 
followed by the smashing 
of Yonnie’s Hill Avenue 
Gardens, one of his largest 
retail booze outlets. Yonnie 
and 12 members of his 
mob were arrested and 
indicted for violation of the 
Prohibition law.

But this was only the 
beginning of Licavoli’s 
headaches. By October of 
1932, Kennedy had begun 
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formed Hoodlum Squad, 
but there were seven other 
unsolved gang murders. 
Would Captain Timiney fare 
any better in cracking this 
case?

His men had already 
begun shaking down 
the city’s dives, pressing 
stoolies for information on 
the killers’ identities. They 
ran into the usual wall of 
silence. More than that, the 
detectives were once more 
confronted with the riddle of 
the vanishing gunmen. This 
was a situation which had 
plagued Timiney since the 
first gang killings on October 
6th, 1931, when Norman 
“Big Agate” Platt, Al “The 
Punk” Lubitsky and Hylan 
“Nick” Sambra had been 

other two seriously wounded.
Platt lived just long enough 

to tell a witness, “It was the 
swarthy boys.”

This clue was of 
questionable value and could 
have referred to the Licavoli, 
Besase or Sapienza gangs. 
Sambra recovered, but he 
refused to talk, claiming he 
didn’t recognise the gunmen. 
Timiney understood the 
reason for his silence and 
that of dozens of other 
people who had been near 
the shooting scene. All three 
victims had been small-time 
gamblers who were doing 
business with Jack Kennedy.

Sambra, it was known, 
had just grassed on Pete 
Licavoli, brother of Yonnie 
Licavoli, the gang leader, in 
connection with the murder 
of Gerald Buckley, a Detroit 
radio announcer. This 
seemed to point the finger 
of suspicion at the Licavolis. 
But Timiney knew Anthony 
“Whitey” Besase and Sam 
Sapienza also had ample 
reason for wanting the three 
gamblers rubbed out.

T
hat was when Timiney 
received orders to 

organise the Hoodlum 
Squad. His principal 
target became the 
sleek, suave 

Eye-witness Audrey Rall couldn’t 
indentify Kennedy’s killers

December 1932: Kennedy’s car, blasted by machine-gun and shotgun. The rear 
window (arrowed and inset) was broken by the shots that killed Louise Bell



The Day the Earth Caught 
Fire (1961) is a British science 
fiction disaster film. It was 
directed by Val Guest and won 
a BAFTA for the script written by 
Guest and Wolf Mankowitz.

Divorced and bitter, one-time 
hotshot newspaper reporter Peter 
Stenning (Edward Judd) meets 
typist Jeannie (Janet Munro) at 
the British Met Office where he is 

investigating 
recent unusual weather events. He explains 
to old Fleet Street hack Bill Maguire (Leo 
McKern) – his only friend in the office – 
that his investigation suggests that the 
simultaneous testing of nuclear weapons by 
the Soviet Union and the United States has 
altered the Earth’s orbit, sending it hurtling 
towards the Sun... 

As the planet begins to heat up, water 
runs out, civilisation begins to unravel and 
martial law is declared as an apocalyptic end 
looms. Stenning and Jeannie seek solace in 

each other. As scientists count down to detonate more nuclear 
bombs to correct Earth’s orbit, Stenning’s newspaper (using the 
real offices of the Daily 
Express in Fleet Street, 
London), prepares 
two headlines: “World 
Saved” and “World 
Doomed...”

Your question: Val 
Guest’s directing career 
began with Arthur 
Askey and the Crazy 
Gang, but he went on 
to create some of the 
finest and most notorious British cult movies, 

including The Quatermass 
Xperiment (1955), Expresso 
Bongo (1959), Casino Royale 
(1967) and which 1974 
“classic,” pictured right?

For the additional £25: 
Which giant of British cinema 
kicked off his big-screen 
career with a uncredited 
cameo as a checkpoint police 

officer (far left) giving directions in this film?
Send your answer(s) to True Crime, PO Box 735, London 

SE26 5NQ or email truecrime@truecrimelibrary.com 
First correct entry out of the hat after the closing date of November 
11th, 2021, wins. Answers and winner will be screened in True 
Crime January 2022.

Last month we featured Night of the Demon (1957), directed 
by Jacques Tourneur. We asked you to tell us in which 1973-77 
BBC comedy Brian Wilde (left) played Mr. Barrowclough. The 

answer was Porridge.
For the additional £25: Who was the female lead 
in Cat People (right), cursed 
with a savage feline form 
when aroused? The answer 
was Simone Simon (right). The 
winner is Amanda Wright of 
Tring. Well done – your prizes will 
be with you soon!

Win the price of a pair of cinema tickets to see 
the current film of your choice. All you have 
to do is answer a simple crime movie-related 
question. Answer the bonus question too and 
you could win an extra £25!

Janet Munro as 

Jeannie Craig

PLUS 

£25

Leo McKern, Edward Judd, Janet Munro and Gene Anderson 
drink to the fate of the Earth

The fim begins with Peter Stenning (Edward Judd) 
in the parched, desolate streets of London

Stylish boss Thomas “Yonnie” Licavoli (left) and his 
lieutenant Jack “Firetop” Sulkin

around the block, the young 
racketeer came up behind 
Stan Gardini, a Licavoli 
henchman, and beat him 
almost to death. As Kennedy 
drove off, windows on the 
second floor opened, and 
a hail of lead peppered his 
car. Once more, he escaped 
unhurt.

N
ext, Kennedy announced 
an alliance with Joe 

DeCarlo, the only other 
important figure in the 
15-cent beer racket. DeCarlo 
had found the Licavolis too 
powerful to confront alone. 
But soon he and Kennedy 
put the squeeze on Yonnie, 
who was forced to meet 
the 15-cent price to stay in 
business.

Times, though, were 
changing for the mobs. With 
the repeal of Prohibition 
in 1933, the Licavoli night 
clubs folded, and so did 
Kennedy’s. There was a 
scramble for new rackets, 
with the most powerful 
underworld organisation 
in Toledo – the Kennedy-
DeCarlo combination – 
having the jump on the other 
mobs.

Yonnie began to seek 
power again in new fields; 
but, everywhere he turned, 
Kennedy was there, 
opposing him. And now 
Kennedy was dead. Was it 
any wonder Timiney and his 
detectives suspected Yonnie?

Once more, they found 
themselves thwarted. “It’s the 
old problem of the vanishing 
gunmen,” Timiney told his 
men. “That’s what we’ve got 
to crack first. Where do those 
babies go after they pull a 
job?”

Eventually Francis was 
picked up. He had merely 
been frightened into hiding, 
according to his statements. 

head, and she died in a welter 
of blood that cascaded over 
the frightened bootlegger. 
Kennedy, however, escaped 
without a scratch. At 
a coroner’s inquest, he 
disclaimed knowledge of who 
had shot at him and killed 
Louise.

Nevertheless, he sent 
to St. Louis for several 
members of “Egan’s Rats,” 
including “Punkin” Francis, 
outfitted two cars full of 
armed mobsters and went 
seeking his rivals. For a while 
the Licavolis, Besases and 
Sapienzas stayed undercover.

Then in March, Jimmy 
Lahey, a hijacker, was slain. 
A few weeks later John 
Incorvavia, a bootlegger, met 
his death. Following that, 
Pete Dagastino and Dominic 
Mighiore went down in a 
fusillade of blazing guns.

Shortly afterwards 
Kennedy, minus his 
bodyguard Francis, was 
driving down Michigan 
Street, near Monroe, when 
he heard a raucous Bronx 
cheer from the curb. Driving 
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Professing to know nothing, 
the bodyguard nevertheless 
became Timiney’s first 
prisoner while the heat was 
put on.

After three days, the 
racket-buster assembled his 
squad. “Let’s take first things 
first. It’s back to Point Place 
for us boys. That’s where the 
clues are. I’m sure of it.”

His hunch was a good one. 
With the initial scare over, 
witnesses began to come out 
of hiding. Among them were 
the two youths who had been 
standing around talking on 

The gardener, an elderly 
man, was terrified at the sight 
of the police and named 
three of Yonnie’s henchmen 
as the makers of licence 
plates in the boss’s garage.

Timiney knew he had 
to find the place to which 
the gunmen vanished after 
each killing. He pressed the 
gardener and the old man 
finally dropped the vital clue.

“You fellas have been 
investigating the underworld,” 
the man told Timiney, “but 
you don’t know the true 
meaning of the word.”

This was as far as he would 
go. But, as Timiney turned 
this enigmatic statement over 
in his mind, a hint of the real 
answer popped up.

The detective had now 
amassed over 100 pages of 
closely typewritten evidence 
and testimony against the 
Licavolis, and District 
Attorney Reams thought it 
was time to act.

On March 8th, 1934, a 
special grand jury rocked 
the city by handing to Judge 
Scott Stahl a number of 
indictments charging Yonnie 
Licavoli and 12 members of 
his mob with the murders of 
Platt, Lubitsky, Louise Bell 
and Jack Kennedy.

A
t police headquarters, 
Captain Timiney was 

waiting with a picked squad 
of detectives and Sheriff 
David Krieger. When word of 
the indictments was flashed, 
they left for Yonnie Licavoli’s 
Pemberton Drive home.

Timiney led the squad 

mistake had been made. 
“I didn’t do the actual 
shooting,” he said, “but 
I heard some of the boys 
bragging about it the next 
day at headquarters.”

“Where’s headquarters?”
“The Argonne Hotel,” 

English replied.
The racket-buster thought 

he had gained the gangster’s 
confidence. “Tell me,” he 
asked, “where do you boys 
disappear after your killings?”

English looked blank. “We 
never killed anyone,” he said.

Timiney sent Detectives 
McCarthy and Fielding 
to investigate the Argonne 
Hotel headquarters. The 
officers soon learned that the 
mobsters met there daily to 
receive orders from Yonnie 
himself.

The detectives learned 
that the Argonne was the 
rendezvous of the vanishing 
gunmen after each killing.

not more than half a mile 
from where Kennedy had 
been murdered.

Timiney rushed the 
weapons to ballistics, where 
tests showed the bullets taken 
from Kennedy’s body had 
been fired from these guns. 
Serial numbers were plainly 
visible on both.

“And that’s the best break 
we’ve got to date,” Timiney 
exulted.

Detectives went to work 
immediately on the numbers, 
tracing the .38 to a West 
Side pawnshop. There they 
arrested Alvin Roberts, a 
clerk who admitted selling 
the gun, but insisted he didn’t 
know the purchaser.

“Tell us who bought that 
gun, or I’ll put you on trial 
for first-degree murder,” 
Prosecutor Reams told him. 
Roberts thought Reams was 
bluffing, but immediately 
changed his mind when the 

Prosecutor Frazier 
Reams 

Edgewater Drive.
The police captain 

promised them ample 
protection. Both boys then 
said they had seen two cars 
unloading gunmen just 
prior to the killing. One of 
these they described as a 
tan Oldsmobile. The other 
was a black Buick, bearing 
the licence plate 23-42-260, 
which they had jotted down. 
Also, the boys said, they 
had got a good look at two 
of the suspected gunmen 
and believed they might be 
able to identify them from 
photographs.

“Okay, you’ll get the 
chance,” Timiney said. The 
boys picked out two men 
from rogues’ gallery shots 
who were identified as Jack 
“Firetop” Sulkin and Joseph 
English, two of Yonnie 
Licavoli’s chief lieutenants.

Next, he tried tracing the 
Oldsmobile and Buick to 
the Licavoli mob, but they 
didn’t seem to have these two 
makes of cars.

Learning that the 
gangsters, fleeing the 
Kennedy crime, had driven 
over the River Road, he 
searched this area without 
result.

Then, three days later, 
a boy, fishing from the 
banks of the Ottawa River, 
saw two rusted objects on 
a sandbank. They turned 
out to be .32-calibre and 
.45-calibre revolvers, lying 

DA procured an indictment.
“Jack Sulkin bought that 

pistol from me,” he said.
At last, on learning Sulkin 

and English had been 
fingered in the murder, 
stoolpigeons began to sing, 
revealing that Joe English was 
holed up in Akron. Timiney 
went there and took the 
suspect into custody. English 
vehemently denied his guilt.

I
t took Timiney’s squad 
the rest of the year to get 

evidence against the thug, but 
on January 17th, 1934, Joe 
English was found guilty and 
sentenced to die in the Ohio 
State Penitentiary electric 
chair.

After sentence was passed, 
English told Timiney a 

“We’ve still a long way to 
go,” Timiney commented. 
“The permanent hiding place 
has to be found if we’re going 
to pin the crimes on the right 
killers.”

Then the laboratory came 
up with the answer to one 
puzzling angle. The licence 
plate on the black Buick 
had been formed by cutting 
and piecing together three 
separate plates.

“We’ve got to find out 
where this was done,” 
Timiney said.

Detectives checked all the 
angles and the trail finally led 
to Yonnie Licavoli’s private 
garage at his palatial home on 
Pemberton Drive. Yonnie’s 
gardener seemed to be the 
sole occupant of the house.

The hidden entrance to the cunning bolt-hole in 
the home of Yonnie Licavoli. It was here that police 

discovered him and Sulkin hiding out
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into the mansion, which was 
apparently deserted. Singling 
out a number of men, he 
ordered them into various 
parts of the cellar.

they were stumped. Then 
Timiney, studying the block 
pattern of the lino, sensed 
the answer. With a penknife 
blade he began searching 

Licavoli was sentenced 
to life imprisonment

Above and left, Yonnie Licavoli heads into police 
headquarters

An unusual twist came with the eventual release of 
Licavoli in 1971 – he was a philatelist of some note, 

even receiving awards (right)

through the opening.
One was a slender, 

sharp-faced man with 
spectacles. The other was 
squat and had fiery-red hair.

The pair were recognised 
immediately as Yonnie 
Licavoli, the gang chieftain, 
and “Firetop” Sulkin, his first 
lieutenant.

As the detectives faced the 
pair without speaking, Yonnie 
rose slowly to his feet, a sneer 
on his face.

“What’s the idea?” he 
demanded.

Timiney gave him the 
answer. “Prosecutor Reams 
wants to see you in his 
office,” he said.

Licavoli spat an oath. 
“Reams!” he snarled. “What 
does that guy Reams think 
he’s doing? No one has 
been in less trouble than I 
have during the past eight 
months.”

“Is that why you’re hiding 
out?” Timiney snapped. 
Licavoli glared but said 
nothing more.

The chamber, an 
inspection revealed, was 
well-stocked with food, 
copper-lined washing 
machines used as stills, a 
couple of guns, ammunition, 
playing cards, and some 
clothing. A gang could hide 
out in the secret room for 
months.

Timiney sensed that, while 
a hurried entrance into the 
place could be made through 
the kitchen trap-door, there 
must be an easier and more 
leisurely way out.

While inspecting the 
woodwork, Detective Merle 
Unkle discovered a button 
which, when pressed, opened 
the back wall of a small 
kitchen cupboard.

This provided entrance to 
a brick-lined airshaft which 
had a steel ladder built into 
one side.

“So this is where the 
vanishing gunmen went!” he 
said.

Most of the gang was 
missing, and Licavoli would 
not talk about this. However, 
Sulkin admitted the mobsters 
had deserted the sinking ship 
like a bunch of rats.

Reams quickly brought 
Licavoli and Sulkin to 
trial for the murder of 
Jack Kennedy. Both were 
convicted – Sulkin on 
August 12th, 1934, and 
Licavoli on November 12th. 
Sulkin was sentenced to 
death, but Yonnie escaped 
with life imprisonment, 
though it was proved he had 
given orders that rubbed out 
his rival.

However, while the police 
pressed their search for the 
remaining gangsters, the 
sentences of English and 
Sulkin were commuted to life.

From early in 1935 to 
March 6th, 1949, the hunt 
went on, as various members 
of the mob were nabbed in 
different parts of the country. 
All were convicted and given 
long terms.

With the smashing of the 
Licavolis and their vicious 
cohorts, Captain Timiney 
ended mob rule in Toledo.

In 1969, Ohio Governor 
James A. Rhodes commuted 
Licavoli’s sentence from first 
to second-degree murder, 
making him eligible for 
parole. Rhodes’s decision 
was heavily criticised in the 
media.

In 1971, Licavoli was 
granted parole due to 
poor health. He retired 
to private life, and 
became a noted stamp 
collector, living with 
his wife and daughter 
in the Columbus, Ohio, 
suburb of Gahanna until 
his death on September 
17th, 1973.

“We’re going to tap on 
the floors,” he told them. “If 
you hear the knocks, rap on 
the ceiling below. In that way 
we’ll be able to tell whether 
the cellar is all it’s supposed 
to be.”

Sheriff Krieger was 
puzzled. “What do you hope 
to find?” he asked.

Timiney shook his head. 
“I don’t know exactly. But 
if that gardener’s statement 
means anything, I think 
the underworld has gone 
underground. And right here 
would be the place for it.”

“You mean, secret 
chambers?”

“Something like that. We’ll 
find out.”

The tapping and answering 
knocks went on for some 
time. Then it became obvious 
the raps from upstairs were 
not being heard below. 
The detectives in the cellar, 
who were trying to place 
themselves under the knocks 
from above, found they were 
running into very solid walls.

This walled-off section 
of the house seemed to be 
directly under the kitchen.

“We’ve uncovered 
something,” Timiney said. 
“Let’s cover every section of 
this kitchen for hidden panels 
or buttons. There must be 
a way of getting into the 
downstairs chamber – and 
we’ve got to find it.”

For almost half an hour, 

for removable squares in the 
floor covering.

Soon he found one. Once 
lifted, a button was revealed 
which, when pressed, lifted 
a whole section of the floor 
upwards.

Below was a concrete 
vault, dazzling to the eye in a 
brand new coat of whitewash. 
Drawing his gun, Timiney 
leapt into the opening, closely 
followed by the other officers. 
There, their eyes met an 
unusual sight.

At a card table in one 
corner of the secret chamber 
sat two men who stared 
stonily at the officers who 
plummeted towards them 



A 
LL WAS quiet at 
Claremont, a large 
semi-detached house 

in Cheetham Hill Road in 
the Cheetham district of 
Manchester, on that hot 
July afternoon in 1933. In 
her tiny, first-floor bedroom 
the 17-year-old maid, 
Freda Phillips, sat sewing 
at her open window. In the 
front-room downstairs her 
employer, 61-year-old Mrs. 
Fanny Levine, was taking her 
usual afternoon nap on the 
settee.

The rest of the family 
– Mrs. Levine’s bachelor 
brothers, Lewis and Michael 
Davies, and her two 
daughters, Clara and Esther, 
who all lived with her – were 
out.

Freda was catching up 
on her sewing, as there was 
nothing more to be done 
in the house until tea-time. 
There wasn’t much of a view 
from her window, which 
looked directly down onto 
the passageway between 
Mrs. Levine’s house and 
that of her neighbour, Dr. 
Lees. But Freda could see 
the doctor’s garage, in front 
of which Sam Woodcock, his 
chauffeur, was working on 
the car.

The two often chatted 
together when they had a 
moment, and Freda now 
leaned out of her window, 
calling down to him, and 
they exchanged a few words. 
But at 4 p.m. Woodcock, 
needing something for the 
car, cycled off to a nearby 
garage. 

Shortly afterwards Freda 
glanced out of the window 
again and was surprised to 
see a middle-aged, stockily 
built man wearing a trilby 
and a brown coat walking 
along by the side of the 

Case report by  
Sara Lee
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house towards the trellis-gate 
which opened on to the 
drive. He appeared to have 

come from the back of the 
house, and she wondered 
who he could be. Then she 
remembered that a few days 
earlier a man had called 
enquiring about some hens 
which Mrs. Levine kept. 
Perhaps it was he, but Freda 
could not be certain as it was 
impossible to see his face. 

A few minutes later 
Woodcock returned to 
the car and Freda went 
downstairs to prepare tea. On 
going into the kitchen, she 
was startled to see the heavy 
bar used for lifting the cover 
of the grate lying across the 
hearthrug. Puzzled, she went 

towards it, and saw that its 
square end was dripping 
with blood. And that wasn’t 
all. A white cricket shirt 
she had earlier put on the 
clothes-rack above the fire 
to air had been pulled down 
and was now lying crumpled 
on the kitchen table. This 
also had blood on it.

Running to the side of 
the house, Freda shouted to 
Woodcock: “There’s a poker 
on the rug in the kitchen and 
I have seen a man. Will you 
come in right away?”

The chauffeur rushed in. 
“There it is,” said Freda 
pointing a trembling finger at 
the bar.

“God, what’s happened?” 
cried Woodcock. “Are you 
alone in the house?”

“No,” said the maid. “Mrs. 
Levine is in the front-room.”

When he received no 
reply to his tentative knock 
Woodcock gently opened 
the door of the front-room 
and peeped inside. Blood 

MISCARRIAGE OF 

JUSTICE?

Above, the front-room where the vicious attack took place. Below left, William Burtoft 
who was arrested and confessed to the murder

MANCHESTER’S 
SETTEE MURDER

You Decide – Guilty Or Not Guilty?



be done for her, and she died 
four hours later.

Detective Inspector Page 
and Detective Sergeant 
Blenkharn interviewed 
Woodcock and Freda 
Phillips, and then Mrs. 
Levine’s family. Her two 
daughters, Clara and 
Esther, had returned from 
the hospital in a distressed 
state, while her brother 

was splattered everywhere – 
across the walls, the carpet 
and the settee where Mrs. 
Levine lay sprawled, blood 
pouring from her face and 
shoulders. Woodcock hurried 
across to her.

“What’s the matter?” he 
asked, taking hold of her 
hand. She opened her eyes 
and moved her head to look 
at him. Woodcock shuddered. 
She was completely 
unrecognisable. He could see 
that she was struggling to 
tell him something, and for a 
moment he thought that she 
would say who had attacked 
her, but the effort proved 

Michael was so shocked 
by the news that he had 
collapsed on entering the 
house. Nevertheless, he soon 
recovered and was able, 
along with the others, to help 
the detectives piece together 
the events preceding the 
attack.

The officers learned that 
Mrs. Levine had had lunch 
as usual that day with her 
brother Michael and her 
daughters. Then, for some 
unknown reason, she had 
counted the money in her 
purse, which Clara, who 
had watched her, estimated 
had amounted to about 
nine shillings. Mrs. Levine 
had then replaced the purse 
in her handbag which she 
always kept at her side.

At 12.45 p.m. her 
daughters left the house and 
from then until 2.15 p.m. 
Mrs. Levine sat chatting 
with Michael. When he 
left she sent for the maid, 
who brought in books and 
magazines from another 
room for her to read. Freda 
then left Mrs. Levine sitting 
with her feet up on the settee 
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reading a book and returned 
to the kitchen, where she 
stayed until 3.30 p.m., when 
she went upstairs to her 
room to continue her sewing.

Because of the extreme 
heat she left the back door 
wide open. It was, after all, 
the middle of the afternoon 
in a respectable, residential 
district, so where could be 
the harm?

Woodcock hadn’t seen 
anyone near the house that 
afternoon, so the police had 
only the description of the 
man Freda had seen: “About 
45-50 years, of large build, 
5ft 8ins tall, dressed in a 
brown jacket, brown trilby 
hat, dark trousers and of 
working-class appearance.”

Detectives believed that 
the murderer would not 
have had time to get out of 
Manchester and must still be 
in the city, so a close watch 

was put on railway stations 
and trams. They also thought 
that there would be blood on 
the man’s clothing and on 
the money he had stolen.

But if the murderer had 
blood on him, how had he 
managed to get away from 
the house without being 
seen? Cheetham Hill Road 
was a busy thoroughfare 
and rarely empty, especially 
in the afternoon. As the 
maid had not seen the man 
leave by the front, the police 
wondered if he had retraced 
his steps and gone round to 
the back of the house again. 
But this did not solve the 
riddle, because the garden at 
the rear was surrounded by a 
high wall, and the only exit, a 
small door, led directly on to 
Cheetham Cricket Ground.

Had the man climbed the 
wall which was in full view 
of many houses, or had 
he gone through the door 
on to the cricket ground? 
There had been a match that 
afternoon which had lasted 
from 2.30 to 5 p.m., and the 
assistant groundsman – who 
had been there all the time – 

Mrs. Levine was 
rushed to the Jewish 
Hospital. Her skull 
was found to be so 
badly fractured that 

nothing could be 
done for her, and she 
died four hours later

The kitchen where the murder weapon was found. 
Left, Chauffeur Sam Woodcock. Below, the side of the 

victim’s house and the alleyway between the properties

too much for her. She closed 
her eyes and although she 
opened them once or twice 
afterwards and appeared to 
be conscious, she did not 
speak.

Woodcock ran from the 
house, dragging Freda 
after him. Going down the 
road, he telephoned from a 
kiosk for the police and an 
ambulance. In his panic he 
appeared to have forgotten 
his employer, Dr. Lees, who 
lived just next door and 
was at home that afternoon, 
because he did not alert him.

Within minutes Police 
Constable James Turner 
arrived. Mrs. Levine opened 
her eyes when he spoke to 
her, but was unable to reply 
to any of his questions. 
Part of her skull had been 
shattered, leaving her brain 
exposed, and her wrists had 
been cut, probably when she 
raised her hands in defence.

The constable wondered 
if the attack had happened 
during a robbery, but 
nothing seemed to have been 
disturbed in the room, which 
was filled with expensive 
antiques. An empty purse lay 
open, however, at the victim’s 
side.

An ambulance arrived and 
Mrs. Levine was rushed to 
the Jewish Hospital. Her skull 
was found to be so badly 
fractured that nothing could 



train to Holyhead, and the 
taxi-cab drove off.

However, the man did not 
return to the station. The 
police traced the cab driver 

to the Victoria Station taxi 
rank, but on questioning 
him they found that it was 
unlikely that his fare had 
been Mrs. Levine’s killer.

Her husband – from whom 
she had been separated for 
37 years – was a wealthy 
landowner, living at Golden 
Bridge House, Inchicore, 
Dublin. Ill-health prevented 
him from attending her 
funeral on July 21st at the 
Jewish Cemetery, Crumpsall.

When the cortège left the 
house a policeman directed 
it to the off-side of the road 
so that the Jewish funeral 
custom of passing as close 
as possible to synagogues on 

was certain he had seen no 
stranger.

Both Page and Blenkharn 
were struck by the fact that 
although Mrs. Levine, whose 
family dealt in antiques, had 
choice pieces of furniture 
and china in every room, 
nothing had been taken 
except the meagre contents 
of her purse. This indicated 
an opportunist thief, 
probably a vagrant, who 
simply walked through the 
open back door into the 
house.

With this in mind the 
detectives organised a 
general round-up of hawkers, 
tramps and “sleepers-out,” 
while common lodging-
houses and cheap hostels 
throughout Manchester and 
Salford were raided and men 
answering the description of 
the wanted man detained. 
But the suspects all had alibis 
and were released one by 
one.

The police also had to 
consider the possibility 
that they were dealing with 
a homicidal maniac who 
had attacked Mrs. Levine 
simply for pleasure and 
had taken the money as an 
afterthought, or to make the 
murder look like a robbery 
gone wrong. If this were 
the case, the man would kill 
again...

James Shepherd, a porter 
at Manchester’s Exchange 

Station, told detectives of a 
strange encounter he had 
had on the evening of the 
murder.

He was on duty at about 
9.25 p.m. when a taxi-cab 
arrived. “I went to open the 
door to collect luggage,” he 
said, “when I saw a man 
huddled in the far corner of 
the cab trembling and with 
his head in his hands. His 
hands were dirty and he was 
dressed in a dark suit and 
wearing a trilby.”

Shepherd had immediately 
got the impression that 
something was wrong. “He 
asked me if the 9.30 p.m. 
train to Warrington had gone. 
I told him there was no 9.30 
p.m. train to Warrington. 
He didn’t seem convinced. 
I asked him to get out and 
enquire at the barrier. He did 
not, however, get out.”

The man had then asked 
the porter if there was 
a Grand Hotel nearby. 
Shepherd told him there was, 
and the man said he would 
go there and come back for 
the 10.20 p.m. Irish mail 
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the route could be observed. 
Four times the slowly moving 
procession halted. First it 
stopped for a few seconds 
outside the Great Synagogue 
(where Mrs. Levine and her 
family had worshipped), next 
the United Synagogue, then 
the Spanish and Portuguese 
Synagogue and finally the 
Home for Jewish Incurables.

Meanwhile, the police were 
carrying out a reconstruction 
of the murder. Due to the 
extreme heat of that July 
afternoon the front window 
of the house – which looked 
directly out onto Cheetham 
Hill Road – had been left 
open about six inches. Mrs. 
Levine had been lying on the 
settee beneath the window, 
with her handbag close by. 
Opposite the window was a 
sideboard with a large mirror 
over it.

Detectives speculated that 
the killer had been passing 
the house, and on seeing the 
open window he had nipped 
up the drive, put his hand 
through the window, drawn 
back the net curtain and 
peered into the room.

Spying the dozing figure 
of Mrs. Levine and, more 
importantly, her handbag, in 
the mirror opposite, he had 
gone round to the back door, 
and finding it wide open had 
simply walked in.

Once in the kitchen he 

The police had 
to consider the 

possibility that they 
were dealing with 

a homicidal maniac 
who had attacked 
Mrs. Levine simply 

for pleasure

Apart from the bloody pillow where the victim was found laying on the settee, the rest 
of the room (below) full of valuables was untouched
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had picked up the iron bar 
kept by the fire and had 
gone quietly through to the 
front-room, opening the 
door. On doing so he would 
have immediately seen Mrs. 
Levine lying on the settee. 
Since she was a semi-invalid, 
even if she had opened her 
eyes and seen the intruder 
she could have offered little 
resistance.

After bludgeoning his 
victim, detectives theorised, 
the killer quietly left the 
room, carefully closing 
the door behind him and 
returning to the kitchen.

In order not to leave any 
fingerprints he had wiped 
the handle of the iron bar 
on a cricket shirt pulled 
down from the rack above 
the fireplace. He had then 
strolled from the house along 
the asphalt path. Scotland 
Yard fingerprint experts had 
failed to find any prints on 
the iron bar, but they had 
found a well-defined imprint 
on the handbag.

On July 27th – a week after 
the murder – a 47-year-old 
unemployed seaman, William 
Burtoft, was arrested in 
Hyde, eight miles from 
Manchester, on a charge 
of drunkenness. With only 
one eye, the heavily built, 
florid-faced seaman had 
found it hard to find work 
and was drifting from one 
lodging-house to the next, 
consoling himself with what 
drink he could afford. At the 
time of his arrest this was 
methylated spirits.

The Hyde Police at 
once suspected him of the 
Cheetham murder. Not 
only did he fit the general 
description of the man seen 
leaving the house, but he had 
just left Manchester. They 
contacted the Manchester 
Police, and Inspectors Page 
and Willis went to Hyde 
police station to interview 
Burtoft.

When he admitted that he 
had been in Cheetham Hill 
Road at about the time of 
the murder they took him 
back to Manchester, where 
he was interrogated further. 
What happened next would 
become the subject of much 
dispute.

Three policemen were 
present during the interview 
– Page, Willis and Blenkharn. 
Inspector Page always 
maintained that he was the 
only one to question Burtoft 
– the others apparently just 
listened and took notes.

First, Page asked Burtoft 

“I was cool, calm and 
collected. Of course, when 
I got to the front-room the 
old lady got up and asked 
who was this and I went 
back and took the poker off 
the fire range and struck 
her repeatedly. When I left 
the house she was not dead, 
but owing to the state of my 
nerves I thought everyone 
was looking at me.

“I went down to Angel 
Meadow (a slum district 
near Manchester city centre) 
into Cain’s lodging-house, 
washed my hands and 
threw the handkerchief (on 
which he had wiped his 
bloodstained hands) down 
the lavatory and pulled the 
chain. I walked calmly into 
Swan Street and had a bit of 
tea and jumped on to a tram 
for Oldham. I was only three 
minutes or so in the house. I 
had no intention of doing it, 
but well, I did it. I was sorry 
when I thought about it after. 
After I did it I took the poker 
back into the kitchen and 

The view of the passageway that Freda Phillips had 
from her room

to give an account of his 
movements. The suspect did 
so, detailing them on July 
18th, 20th, 21st and 22nd. 
When Page pointed out that 
he had omitted the 19th, the 
day of the murder, Burtoft, 

the police claimed, then 
said: “Go on; I will tell you 
everything. Write it down. 
I admit being the murderer 
of Mrs. Levine owing to 
drinking methylated spirits 
and also to the maid being 
where she was.

wiped it on a shirt to remove 
any fingerprints.”

The police next sought 
out and questioned those 
who had seen Burtoft on the 
afternoon of the murder, in 
order to confirm as many 
of the facts contained in the 
confession as possible – just 
in case he should decide to 
retract it.

Prior to the murder, 
Burtoft had been at a 
lodging-house in Elizabeth 
Street, which was about 15 
minutes’ walk from Mrs. 
Levine’s home. A woman 
who had been in Elizabeth 
Street that afternoon said 
Burtoft had asked her for 
a cigarette, telling her he 
had no money, but hinting 
that he might have some 
that night. She supposed 
he meant to obtain this by 
begging from door to door.

A short while later, at 
about 3.15 p.m., she saw him 
going off in the direction 
of Cheetham Hill Road. 
She was certain he was 
wearing a light brown trilby 
hat, a brown coat and dark 
trousers.

At 5.20 p.m. a man named 
James Hughes – who had 
known the suspect since the 
First World War – was in 
Cain’s lodging-house when 
Burtoft entered hurriedly. 
Hughes called out to him, 
but to his surprise Burtoft 
didn’t reply. He just rushed 
straight past his friend and 
into the kitchen where he 
washed his hands – which 
struck Hughes as most 
unusual.

The following Saturday 
Hughes met Burtoft in the 
street and asked why his old 
friend had walked past him 
at the lodging-house.

“Oh, I don’t know you,” 
Burtoft said, staring hard at 
him. “Who are you?”

“I’m Sailor Hughes,” 
replied the man, hurt and 
annoyed that Burtoft should 
have forgotten him. At that 
Burtoft seemed to remember, 
and the two went for a drink 
together. At the pub, said 
Hughes, Burtoft asked him if 
the police had visited Cain’s 
lodging-house in connection 
with Mrs. Levine’s murder. 
Hughes told him that 
officers had been coming 
to the house “in droves,” so 
frequently that he and his 
fellow-lodgers had had no 
peace. When he heard this 
Burtoft rose and swigged 
back his beer. “I’ll beat it,” 
he said, and hurried from the 
pub.

“When I got to the 
front-room the old 

lady got up and asked 
who was this and I 
went back and took 

the poker off the fire 
range and struck her 

repeatedly”

Freda Phillips is taken to Manchester Town Hall police 
station to be interviewed



to convict a man on evidence 
of this sort with no direct 
evidence against him?”

He then pointed out a 
major flaw in Burtoft’s 
confession. Burtoft had said 
that on his entering the front 
room Mrs. Levine had risen 
from the settee. But the last 
person to see her alive, Freda 
Phillips, had testified that her 
employer was lying back on 
the settee with her feet up – 
the position in which she was 
later found after the attack. 
She had never risen from the 
settee.

As to the penniless Burtoft 
having money later that 
afternoon, Mr. Wingate-Saul 
said that his client had been 
begging from door to door, 
and that was how he had 
acquired 5d for a meal. 
Besides, a man supposedly 
with nine shillings in his 
pocket would surely have 
dined out on something 
more substantial than a meat 
pie and a cup of tea.

Summing-up, the judge 
drew the jury’s attention 
to the fact that Burtoft had 
not given evidence in court 
– surely an innocent man 
would want to speak up for 
himself?

The jury took two hours 
and 10 minutes to find 
William Burtoft guilty, and 
Mr. Justice Atkinson then 
passed his first death sentence 
since becoming a judge.

On December 4th Burtoft’s 
appeal was dismissed, and 
on the morning of December 
19th, 1933, he was hanged at 
Strangeways Prison, not far 
from Mrs. Levine’s home.

But was William Burtoft 
guilty? There was no 
evidence against him, and 
the questions raised by his 
disputed confession leave 
one uneasy. As we now know 
intense police questioning, 
accompanied by threats 
and inducements, can often 
lead innocent people who 
happen to be vulnerable, and 
therefore highly suggestible, to 
become so undermined that 
they will admit to anything – 
even murder – just for peace. 
But in 1933 such things 
were unthinkable. Policemen 
didn’t lie, and only guilty men 
confessed.

To the jury at Burtoft’s 
trial it must have seemed 
inconceivable that a man 
would sign his life away 
for a glass of whisky. As 
incredible, perhaps, as 
someone killing an old lady 
for a mere nine bob – but it 
happened.
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Burtoft’s recollection of 
having a meal in the late 
afternoon of the murder was 
confirmed by the wife of a 
Swan Street café proprietor. 
She had served him with a 
meat pie and a cup of tea, 
costing fivepence.

With such witnesses 
and Burtoft’s confession, 
the police felt that their 
case against the seaman 
was unassailable. But their 
confidence began to fade 
when at an identity parade 
Freda Phillips failed to pick 
out Burtoft.

It had not been a normal 
identity parade. Instead of 
viewing a number of men 
walking past her, she was 
asked to observe them from 
about the same height (26ft) 
as her bedroom window at 
Mrs. Levine’s house.

A second parade was held, 
but Miss Phillips – perhaps 
feeling under pressure to 
pick someone – selected 
another man, not Burtoft. 
There had, however, been 
one other person who had 
seen a man in a trilby hat 
near Mrs. Levine’s house on 
the afternoon of the murder. 
He had been visiting Dr. 
Lees at 4 p.m. and had seen 
a man wearing a light brown 
trilby, which was rather dirty, 
standing in the passageway 
at the side of Mrs. Levine’s 
house. But he too failed to 
identify Burtoft.

And the fingerprint found 
on Mrs. Levine’s handbag 
did not point to the suspect 
as the killer. It proved to be 
inconclusive.

Another blow for the 
police came when Mr. Harry 
Heap, the Manchester city 
analyst, reported that he had 
failed to find blood on any of 
Burtoft’s clothes. There was 
little doubt that due to the 
frenzied nature of the attack 
the murderer would have 
had blood on his clothing. 
The police also knew that 
as a vagrant William Burtoft 
would have had no other 
clothes to change into, 
and little opportunity of 
acquiring fresh ones.

But they still felt they had 
enough evidence to charge 
him with Mrs. Levine’s 
murder. “I have nothing to 
say,” was the seaman’s only 
comment when they did.

H
aving withdrawn his 
confession he pleaded 

“Not guilty” when his trial 
began on November 13th, 
1933, at Manchester Assizes 
before Mr. Justice Atkinson.

For the defence Mr. B. S. 
Wingate-Saul questioned 
Freda Phillips about a 
change she had made to 
her initial description of the 
man she had seen. First she 
had said he was wearing a 
dark brown trilby, but on 
the following day she had 
said it was light brown. Mr. 
Wingate-Saul suggested 
that this was because she 
had read in the newspapers 
that the other person who 
had seen the man in the 
passage had said he had been 
wearing a light brown trilby.

“You never saw the 
man’s face?” said Mr. 
Wingate-Saul.

“No,” she replied .
“Then how could you tell 

how old he was?”
“I saw his chin,” said 

Freda.
Under further questioning 

she admitted not only that 
she had failed to pick Burtoft 
out in two identity parades, 
but also that even now, face 
to face with him in court, she 
still did not recognise him as 
the man she had seen leaving 
the house just before her 
employer was found beaten 
unconscious.

There then arose the 
question of whether Burtoft’s 
confession was admissible as 
evidence. The police claimed 
it had been made voluntarily, 
but Burtoft said it had been 
forced from him, and as he 
wasn’t sober at the time he 
had been unaware of what he 
was saying.

Having considered both 
sides the judge ruled that the 
confession was admissible 
and would be read out in 
court before the jury.

Mr. Wingate-Saul then 
challenged Inspector Page’s 
claim that he was the only 
one to question Burtoft, 
suggesting that in reality 
questions from all three 

officers had been fired at 
Burtoft until, wearied and 
browbeaten, he had finally 
said something to the effect 
of, “Go on, I will admit it. 
Anything for peace.”

Page denied this, but 
he agreed that the facts 
contained in the alleged 
confession could easily 
have been obtained from 
reading the newspapers. 
But the inspector rejected 
the allegation that whisky 
was offered to the alcoholic 
Burtoft as an inducement to 
make a statement.

Sir Walter Greaves-Lord 
KC, MP, summing-up for 
the prosecution, told the 
jury that apart from his 
confession there was other 
strong evidence pointing to 

Burtoft’s guilt. The seaman 
did not deny being in the 
area of Cheetham Hill Road 
at the time of the murder. 
And just before the crime he 
had no money, but a short 
time afterwards he was in a 
café ordering a meal.

Concluding for the 
defence, Mr. Wingate-Saul 
pointed out that apart from 
the alleged confession the 
evidence against his client 
was highly circumstantial. 
There had been blood 
everywhere in the murder 
room – on the window, 
pictures, walls, cushions and 
settee – and yet not one spot 
was on Burtoft’s clothing. 
This could only be because 
he wasn’t there.

Having been drinking 
heavily on the day of his 
arrest, Burtoft had been 
taken to Manchester barely 
sober, and then put into a 
room with three large and 
senior police officers. Here, 
Mr. Wingate-Saul claimed, 
the defendant was bullied 
and cajoled with tempting 
offers of drink until in the 
end he confessed.

“I am not calling the 
policemen liars,” Mr. 
Wingate-Saul told the jury, 
“but do you think it is right 

“I am not calling 
the policemen liars, 
but do you think it 
is right to convict 
a man on evidence 
of this sort with 

no direct evidence 
against him?”
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N
O ONE in the 
neighbourhood of tiny 
ranch-style houses 

on the outskirts of Salt 
Lake City, Utah, suspected 
20-year-old Craig Gregerson 
of being anything more 
than a loner pining over a 
broken marriage. He worked 
in a local radio/TV shop 
and seemed polite enough, 
although he missed seeing 
his own daughter on a 
regular basis.

Certainly he never caused 
any problems for the 
commune of couples and 
friends from the nearby 
Church of the Latter Day 
Saints who shared the 
rambling house next door 
to him. He might have 
envied their warmth and 
togetherness, but he never 
showed it.

Only one of them was 
of any real interest to 
him: five-year-old Destiny 
Norton. With her strawberry 
blonde hair, tooth braces and 
radiant smile, Destiny was a 
cutie no one could resist.

On the evening of July 
16th, 2006, she hopped out 
of her bath and scampered 
into her parents’ bedroom. 
Pulling one of her mom’s 
T-shirts out of a drawer, 
she put it on and bolted 
downstairs in bare feet 
to the kitchen where her 
30-year-old father Ricky was 
cooking burgers for supper.

“Please, daddy, please, 
please, please can I just have 
five minutes in the back yard 
before bedtime?”

“Okay. But five minutes is 

your limit. Understand?”
“Couldn’t I stay up till 

mom gets home?”
“No.”
Thinking he’d won the 

bedtime battle, Ricky 
watched Destiny wander 
over to the swing. Then he 
went back to the kitchen 
and finished the burgers. 
Five minutes later, he stuck 
his head out of the back 
door to check on her. She 
was nowhere to be seen. 
The swing was still swaying 
slightly. But the chain-link 
fenced back yard was empty.

He called her. There 
was no reply. He searched 
her bedroom and the rest 
of the house. Maybe she 
was hiding. He couldn’t 
understand it. Slowly, panic 
rose in his throat. Where 
could she have gone?

He called his wife on her 
mobile. The family had been 
at a Sunday concert in the 
local park that afternoon 
and Rachel had stopped off 
at the shops. She was eight 
months pregnant with their 
second child.

After calling the police, 

Ricky and Rachel frantically 
rounded up relatives, friends, 
neighbours and church 
members to scour the area 
for Destiny. One of the 
first to volunteer was Craig 
Gregerson.

For the next four days, 
thousands of people braved 
sweltering temperatures of 
over 100 degrees to search 
parks, canyons, ponds and 
empty buildings for the 
missing child. Among them 
was the family of Elizabeth 
Smart, the 14-year-old girl 
kidnapped from her Salt 
Lake City bedroom in 2002 
who was found nine months 
later with a religious fanatic 
and his wife.

With this case still fresh 
in their minds, police closely 
questioned the church 
congregation to which the 
Nortons belonged, and 
repeatedly interviewed 
the Nortons and their 
housemates. The house itself 
was searched 15 times.

Posters of Destiny 
went up all over the city, 
and newspapers and TV 
launched major appeals, 
including a $30,000 
reward for information 
leading to her recovery. In 
the first three days of the 
investigation, police combed 
a five-mile radius around 
the house, searching some 
homes again and again.

The day after Destiny’s 
disappearance police 
arrested a 51-year-old man 
who had been acquitted of 
child sex abuse in 2002. He 
was released without charge, 
and another 100 registered 
sex offenders who lived in 
the area were hauled in for 
questioning. Nothing came 
of it.

Police interviewed over 

IAN HUNTLEY’S 
DEADLY DOUBLE

Craig Gregerson. His crime and subsequent actions bear 
striking similarities to those of the infamous British 

child-killer Ian Huntley

He’d been watching Destiny Norton, the little girl from next door, for 
months – planning how to snatch her and what to do to her. At night Craig 

Gregerson superimposed the five-year-old’s face on the pornographic 
images on his computer. It was only a matter of time and opportunity...

Case report by  
Francesca 
Morrison
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moment, then smiled up at 
him and stepped through the 
gate to her death.

Once inside the house, 
she quickly became so 
frightened by Gregerson that 
she panicked and began to 
scream: “I wanna go home. 
I wanna go home. Please let 
me go home. I want daddy.”

Fury welled up in 
Gregerson and he clamped 

250 people – including Craig 
Gregerson – in the five days 
after Destiny went missing. 
They also searched his 
house three times, but each 
time they asked to look in 
his basement he insisted they 
needed a warrant, but at first 
they failed to get one and 
the sniffer dogs they brought 
with them failed to pick up 
anything that made them 
suspicious.

Meanwhile, Gregerson 
pinned up a “missing” 
poster on his front door 
and attended a candlelit 
prayer vigil at the family’s 
church for Destiny’s safe 
return. When he met the 
Nortons in the street, he was 
sympathetic and concerned.

Salt Lake City detectives 
have never fully disclosed 
why they returned a fourth 
time to question Craig 
Gregerson and demand 
that he come to the station 
to take a lie-detector test. It 
seems they were probably 
responding to a tip-off.

Troy Cox, Gregerson’s 
former neighbour, said: 
“Before he took the test he 
looked me in the eye and 
said: ‘Troy, I’m twenty years 
old, I’m trying to get my 
wife back, and I’m trying 
to get into school so I can 
get some qualifications. I’ve 
never done a lie-detector test 
before and I’m nervous. I 
have no idea where Destiny 
is.’ While she was missing, 
we talked about it a lot 
– everyone did – and he 
seemed worried about her.”

Two hours after 
Gregerson had taken his 
polygraph test, police 
at last entered his home 
with a search warrant and 
made straight for the cellar. 
They knew now what had 
happened to Destiny, and 
that they’d find her 50 yards 
from her own back garden.

The evening she 
disappeared, Gregerson 

had heard his dog barking 
and gone outside to find out 
what was happening. He’d 
had a blazing row on the 
phone with his wife Cadie 
only a couple of hours 
earlier, and was still seething 
from it.

When he saw Destiny 
alone in the garden, he 
decided to act fast. Opening 
the gate, he said: “I’ve got 
some really yummy cookies 
and milk in my house. Why 
don’t you come in and have 
some?”

The little girl hesitated a 

his hand over her mouth 
to stop the sound of her 
screaming. He was shaking 
her like a rag doll when 
the phone rang. It was his 
mother asking him to collect 
his own daughter from his 
wife’s apartment.

At some point before 
or after the call, Destiny 
stopped screaming and 
her body went limp. He’d 
suffocated her. Then he took 
her lifeless body down to the 
cellar and raped her. When 
he’d finished, he threw her in 
a plastic storage box.

Over the next few days he 
used cleaning agents to mask 
the smell in the basement. 
Neither police nor dogs 
noticed anything amiss, 
though one officer reported 
seeing a white hazardous 

Above, Gregerson’s victim Destiny Norton. Below, Ian 
Huntley who murdered Cambridgeshire schoolgirls 

Holly Wells and Jessica Chapman in 2002. Bottom, a 
“missing” poster for Destiny Norton

materials suit hanging up. 
This was never followed up.

Public reaction to 
Gregerson’s arrest turned 
from shock and sadness to 
anger and accusation that 
the police had visited him 
several times, but failed to 
search his cellar.

“They didn’t do their job,” 
said Jeanne Hill, a friend of 
the Nortons. “The man’s 
house is less than a hundred 
and fifty feet away and they 
didn’t bother to search? It’s 
madness.”

Addressing an angry 
crowd outside the Nortons’ 
home, police chief Al 
Burbank said: “There’s such 
a thing as the American 
Constitution that prohibits 
the unlawful search and 
seizure of private property. 
At the time, we did not 
have enough evidence to 
justify a warrant to search 

Gregerson’s cellar.” 
When he’d finished, people 

filed through the Nortons’ 
garden to lay messages, 
pictures, flowers and stuffed 
animals on a makeshift 
memorial to Destiny.

Charged with first-degree 
murder, kidnapping 
and sexual abuse, Craig 
Gregerson faced the death 
penalty. While he awaited 
trial, he gave a jailhouse 
interview to a local TV 
channel. He refused to 
discuss his confession, 
but said: “I have become 
a strong advocate against 
pornography. I was addicted 
to the stuff. It was ruining 
my life and affecting my 
relationship with my wife. I’d 
come on to her in a different 
way. I tried to get rid of it 
all in January because I lost 
interest in it.”

This, of course, was six 
months before he killed 
Destiny and during the time 
he admitted planning to 
abduct her.

On the programme he also 
refused to say whether he 
watched child pornography, 
but expressed a desire to 
make a public apology 

“I’ve got some 
really yummy 

cookies and milk 
in my house. Why 
don’t you come in 
and have some?”
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I can say is I’m sorry. The 
words are small but they are 
so sincere. Sincerely, Craig 
Gregerson.”

Prosecutor Bob Stott 
said the plea-deal in which 
Gregerson avoided the death 
penalty by admitting his guilt 
would cut short years of trial 
and appeals, and save the 
Nortons considerable pain.

“They want some peace,” 
he said. “They want to be 
left alone. But they want to 
make sure Gregerson will 
never hurt anyone else. Well, 
we’ve done that. He gets 
life without parole as well 
as fifteen years to life for 
kidnapping.

“Gregerson will live in 
isolation in a high-security 
cell, protected from other 
inmates who could seek 
retribution because he killed 
a defenceless child. Every 
morning, every afternoon, 
every night, he’ll have one 
view – the view of a small 
prison cell.”

Rachel Norton, who gave 

“to the Norton family and 
everyone who looked for 
Destiny.”

Public anger re-ignited 
when court documents 
revealed that Gregerson had 
a violent past and had been 
arrested for domestic assault 

in 2004 when he kicked his 
wife, causing her to miscarry. 
He was never charged.

He had also once thrown 

his baby daughter across the 
room when she accidentally 
kicked some food off his 
lap, and in 2004 his mother-
in-law reported him to the 
police for punching her in 
the face. The charge was 
dismissed after he completed 
courses in domestic 
counselling and anger 
management.

Many people asked why 
the police had taken so 
long to link Gregerson to 
Destiny’s disappearance 
when he was clearly a 
disturbed personality.

Prior to his trial in 
December 2006, he changed 
his plea to guilty, and read 
a letter of apology to the 
Nortons in front of a packed 
courtroom that included his 

estranged wife:
“You have every right 

to hate me, every right to 
want me dead and every 
right to never forgive me. I 
take full responsibility for 
your daughter’s death. But 
her death was not the worst 

part. What I did after she 
was dead was unexcusable, 
sick and disgusting. I hate 
myself for what I did. I am 
in terrible pain every day 
because your daughter is 
dead by my actions. She 
should still be with you. All 

“You have every 
right to hate me, 

every right to want 
me dead and every 

right to never 
forgive me. I take 
full responsibility 

for your daughter’s 
death”

A TV crew pass the Nortons’ ranch-style house on 
the outskirts of Salt Lake City. Craig Gregerson’s 

house is next door

I
an Huntley’s double-murder of Soham 
10-year-olds Jessica Chapman and Holly Wells 

in August 2002 bears striking similarities to Craig 
Gregerson’s crimes against little Destiny Norton.

Seizing the opportunity to invite the girls into his 
home after seeing them going out to buy sweets, 
he sexually abused them, 
drowned Holly in the bath, and 
suffocated Jessica to stop her 
screaming.

Once the girls were reported 
missing, he joined in the 
search to find them and was 
interviewed by the police and 
media on many occasions, 
each time appearing genuinely 
concerned about their safety.

He even appeared on Sky 
News and the BBC’s Look East 
regional news programme 
expressing the local 
community’s shock and worry.

Right from the start, 
suspicion deflected from 
Huntley. The day after the 
girls disappeared, police found 
the body of a man who’d 
committed suicide on a railway line, and for a while 
it was believed he could have been connected with 
the missing schoolgirls.

The police handling of the case also parallels the 
Salt Lake City killing. After Huntley was convicted, 
it was revealed that he had been investigated in the 
past for rape, indecent assault, four acts of underage 
sex and burglary, but had still been allowed to work 
in a school as none of the offences had resulted in a 
conviction.

Despite being the last person to see the two 
children, his story was not effectively checked out 
early in the investigation. It took nearly two weeks 
for police to become aware of any previous sexual 
allegations against him.

THE MONSTER OF SOHAM

Ian Huntley in his 
car outside his 

house, a poster for 
the missing girls in 

the window

birth to Destiny’s sister Faith 
five weeks after the murder, 
said: “We wanted him to die 
for what he did, but we can 
accept this punishment. He’s 
not going to hurt anyone 
else, and in the end he’ll get 
what he deserves.”

Troy Cox disagrees: 
“He looked me in the 
eyes after Destiny had 
been dead for days, and 
he knew exactly where 
she was. How could he do 
that? He should fry. He 
took an innocent child 
out of her own backyard – 
her own backyard! That’s 
where we send our kids 
to play! He lured her 
into his house and did an 
unspeakable act on this 
child. No human deserves 
to walk on this planet 
after doing that.” 

Gregerson outside his 
house. Circled is one 
of the “Missing Child” 
posters tucked into 

the top of his mailboxCraig Gregerson being 
led into court wearing a 

bullet-proof vest



September 20th
SIX PEOPLE were killed 
and dozens of others injured 
when an 18-year-old student 
went on a shooting rampage 
at the Perm State University 
in Russia.

Suspected gunman Timur 
Bekmansurov, who was 
armed with a pump-action 
shotgun and a knife, was 
detained after being by 

wounded by 
police.

He reportedly 
began firing shots 
on the campus 
at about 11 a.m. 
local time. There 
were some 3,000 
students on the 
campus at the 
time. Five of the 
victims were women.

According to authorities 
in Russia, the gunman had 
posted a picture of himself 
on social media posing with 
a shotgun prior to the attack. 
It was captioned: “I’ve 
thought about this for a long 
time, it’s been years and I 
realised the time has come to 
do what I dreamt of.”

Bekmansurov, who wrote 
on social media that he 
was acting alone and had 
no political or religious 
motives, is alleged to have 
killed a security guard before 
shooting students. 

As panic spread, students 
and teachers barricaded 
themselves into classrooms. 
Some students jumped from 
first-floor windows to escape 
the gunman.

The university is located 
about 800 miles east of 
Moscow.

Police said that the 
gunman had used a 
modified weapon designed 
to fire non-lethal rubber 
projectiles.
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Above, students escaping 
the gunman. Below, suspect 

Timur Bekmansurov

GUNMAN 

KILLS SIX AT 

UNIVERSITY

REAL ESTATE HEIR MURDERED WRITER
September 18th
SUSPECTED 
SERIAL killer 
Robert Durst, 
the subject 
of the crime 
documentary 
The Jinx, has 
been convicted 
of murder.

The 
78-year-old 

US real estate heir was found 
guilty by a court in Los 
Angeles of the murder of his 
friend Susan Berman, 55, in 
2000.

He was due to be sentenced 
on October 18th.

Crime writer Ms. Berman 
was shot in the head at 
her Beverly Hills home. 
Prosecutors said Durst killed 
her to stop her talking about Robert Durst

the 1982 disappearance 
of Durst’s wife Kathleen 
McCormack. 

Prosecutors believe that 
Durst also murdered his wife 
and his one-time neighbour in 
Texas Morris Black.

During the filming of The 
Jinx, Durst was heard to 
mutter to himself, “What 
the hell did I do? Killed 
them all, of course.”
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