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Two thematically linked, shocking multiple-murder cases 
from the UK and US feature in this month’s edition. 

Atrocities don’t come much worse – and, fortunately, 
the perpetrators have been brought to justice. Over the 
page, Families Wiped Out USA – A Monster Among Us, tells 
of the horrific, deadly work of bigamous Alabaman family 
slayer Christopher Henderson (right) and his cruel and 
twisted wife Rhonda Carlson. On page 8, Crimes That Made The Headlines 
– Massacred For Money (Families Wiped Out UK) we look at the heinous 
2003 killings of businessman Amarjit Chohan and his family. Their lives 
were snuffed out at the behest of notorious gangster and one-time Mr. Big 
Kenneth Regan, who had wanted to take over Mr. Chohan’s CIBA Freight 
business. 

Henderson, who it is said had no underlying health issues or criminal 
history, committed his atrocity in July 2015, and is now behind bars on 
Alabama’s Death Row, having been convicted of 15 counts of capital 
murder. At his sentencing hearing he told his own and his victims’ relatives, 
“This is an event that should’ve never happened.” He was right, but his 
apology meant little or nothing to those whose innocent loved ones were 
taken from them in the most appalling of circumstances.

Elsewhere, we travel to Queensland for Murder In the Boardroom, the 
latest historical case in our Hanged In Australia series. What was supposed 
to be a routine board meeting at the Charters Towers Pyrites Company 
became a memorable one for all the wrong reasons.

Enjoy the read – and let us know what you think!
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4  True Detective   A Monster Among Us

he was treating Kristen.
Until their arrival the family – Kristen’s 

parents, her sister and brother-in-law and 
their baby Eli – shared an affectionate, 
busy, rough-and-tumble life together in 
the little town of 2,000 souls.

But by the end of June 2015 Kristen 
had grown so afraid of Henderson’s 
tirades and physical abuse that she went 
to see a divorce lawyer. She told him her 
husband had even punched her in the 
stomach when she was heavily pregnant.

After he advised her to get a protection 
order, the Smallwoods kicked out 
Henderson, changed the locks, and 
installed a CCTV system at the house 
which had a big wooded garden.

A month later, after shocking news 
from her lawyer, she withdrew her 
application for a divorce. The marriage, 
he’d told her, was illegal. Henderson, a 
bigamist, was still married to his first wife 
Rhonda Carlson and they had a baby 
daughter. He’d married her in 2013, only 

P
HOTOGRAPHS AND videos 
shown at the trial of multiple-
murderer Christopher Henderson 

in Alabama were so sickening that some 
jurors had to leave the courtroom to 
recover their composure.

Adjectives like “horrific” seemed 
almost redundant in media coverage 
of the crime – especially in a state with 
the highest rate of death sentences in 

America and jails overflowing with 
prisoners and violence it can barely 
contain.

So perhaps it was no surprise that the 
question of Henderson’s sanity hardly 
figured in the trial, and no-one really 
asked why a 42-year-old man with 
no criminal history had felt driven to 
commit such atrocities. Even his defence 
attorney shrugged and said there were 
“no underlying mental health issues.”

Henderson’s crime was one of the 
most brutal massacres in Alabama’s 
history, but his journey to such a dark 
place seems to have been telescoped into 
just two or three years of his life.

In 2014 he married Kristen Smallwood 
and she soon became pregnant. Kristen 
already had an eight-year-old son, 
Clayton, from a previous relationship, 
but this would be her first child with her 
new husband.

She worked hard at first to make the 
marriage strong and happy, but after less 
than a year together she knew they had 
serious problems. 

She’d already chosen a name for their 
unborn daughter – Loryn Brooke – and 
was eagerly awaiting her arrival.

But as she reached the final trimester 
of her pregnancy, she persuaded 
Henderson to move from Michigan into 
her parents’ home in the small town of 
New Market, Alabama, so she could rest 
and have help looking after Clayton.

They were short of money and he 
agreed. But it soon became clear that the 
extended Smallwood family who shared 
the comfortable Alabama homestead 
would never tolerate the aggressive way 

Face of evil: multiple-killer Christopher Henderson’s mug-shot

The fire hadn’t been 
an accident. Kristen’s 

mother had been 
shot. Little Clayton 
had been stabbed, 
perhaps trying to 
defend his mother

Case report by

Mark Davis and 
Francesca Morrison

Death Penalty For Bigamous Family Slayer

A MONSTER 
AMONG US
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a year before marrying Kristen.
“He’s lied about everything since we 

met,” she said. “He threatens me, pushes 
me around, steals money in the house, 
and I feel very vulnerable around him as 
I’m about to have his child.”

Rumours circulated that Henderson 
and Rhonda Carlson were back together 
and house-hunting. But that wasn’t 
Kristen’s immediate priority. The 
baby’s birth was imminent, and she was 
spending most of her time at home while 
the family helped out.

It was a scorching August day typical of 
midsummer temperatures in Alabama 

when the emergency services started 
getting frantic calls from neighbours 
saying they’d seen flames engulfing the 
Smallwoods’ house.

When sheriff’s deputy Drew Lane 
arrived, Kristen’s sister Kelly was 

eventually brought the blaze under 
control, but by then the building had 
been so badly damaged that paramedics 
and police were only allowed inside later 
that night.

The fire had not been an accident, 
and the sight that confronted them was 
stomach-churning. Kristen’s mother, 
Carol, had been shot several times and 
stabbed in both eyes. Little Clayton had 
also been stabbed, perhaps while trying 

The gutted home of the victims in New Market, Alabama

to defend his mother. He was alive 
when he eventually burned to death. 
One-year-old Eli had been stabbed 
repeatedly and died finally from carbon 
monoxide poisoning.

Kristen’s charred corpse 
lay twisted among the 
ashes where 

FAMILIES W
IPED 

 OUT: U
SA

Above, slaughtered mother Carol and daughter Kristen Smallwood. Inset 
left, top to bottom, Kristen’s murdered son Clayton Chambers and her 
nephew Eli Sokolowski, who was also slain. Pregnant Kristen’s unborn 

baby Loryn was removed and stabbed to death

standing on the lawn screaming that 
there were people inside. With help from 
Lane, her husband Keith smashed open 
the front door with a sledgehammer, 
but they were blown back so violently 
by smoke and fire that they couldn’t get 
inside.

Lane grabbed a gas mask and broke a 
window, shouting to see if he could get a 
response. None came.

After several hours, firefighters 

A MONSTER 
AMONG US



Henderson had knifed her, roughly 
hacked the nine-month foetus from 
her womb, then stabbed the unborn 
baby, too. It would be agonising for 
Kristen’s family to imagine the fear and 
helplessness she must have felt for herself 
and her baby as Henderson set about her.

The house had been doused with 
petrol and accelerant – presumably to 
try and cover up the murders – and the 
crime seemed driven by profound rage. 
Almost a whole family had been wiped 
out, and if Kristen’s father, sister and 
brother-in-law had been home at the 
time they would surely have been among 
the victims.

The CCTV installed just one week 
before the murders not only told the 
whole story but implicated Rhonda 
Carlson in the terrible crime as an active 
accomplice alongside Henderson.

6

Surviving members of Kristen’s family 
were so upset by this casually brutal 
testimony that they had to leave the 
courtroom while Ms. Carlson was giving 
evidence.

Prosecutor Tim Gan said she may not 
have taken part in the actual killings, 
but she had blood on her hands for her 
role in the planning and operation of 
the crime. At no time did she consider 
informing the police about Henderson’s 
homicidal intent, so although she would 
escape lethal injection, she’d be sentenced 
to “death by prison” or life without 
parole.

Henderson’s lawyer Bruce Gardner 
argued that Rhonda Carlson was the 
instigator of the killings and that her deal 
to testify against her husband was like 
“trading with the devil.” He added it 
would be unfair to sentence Henderson 
to death when she wouldn’t have the 
same punishment.

The jury disagreed, and by a vote of 
11 to 1 they asked the judge to impose 
the death penalty on Henderson. But it 
would take another six years for this to 
be finalised as the recommendation was 
not unanimous and Judge Chris Comer 
had the option to disregard the jury’s 
wishes. He decided, however, that the 
crime deserved death and in October 
2021 he dispatched Henderson to be 
with 168 other prisoners on Death Row 
in Alabama, asking God to have mercy 
on his soul.

Before being taken down, Henderson 
turned to the gallery and stunned 
onlookers by declaring: “I’d like to give 
my deepest apologies to the family. 
This should never have happened. I’d 
also like to apologise to my mother and 
daughter.”

Heartbroken members of the 
Smallwood family stared at him 
with a bewildered mixture of hatred 
and grief, his apparent contrition 
falling on predictably stony 
ground. But could the ludicrous 
understatement it represented give 
some clue to the sick and chaotic 
mind of a man who believed he 
could just say sorry for slaughtering 
all the people they’d loved?

It was tantamount to a confession, but 
again he refused to add any more detail 
about what he’d done.

Realising that prosecutors were 
planning to hold her equally 

responsible for the killings, Rhonda 
Carlson nailed a plea-deal in which she 
agreed to testify against her husband in 
return for avoiding the death penalty.

She denied participating in any of the 
murders, and said her role had been 
simply to deliver the petrol and share 
some of the planning. She said she 
helped Henderson search internet sites 
about the chances of a nine-month foetus 
surviving after being cut from the womb.

“We discussed keeping Kristen’s 
baby, but I decided I didn’t want to be 
a mother again. He agreed and said it 
would end up whining like its mother.”

Above, Henderson in reflective mood in court. Below, Rhonda Carlson. 
Below, left, Henderson with victim Kristen

“I’m glad the cops 
caught me when they 

did. I couldn’t live with 
what I’ve done. I’ve 

ruined so many lives, 
including my own”

As well as taking videos, the cameras 
triggered phone and email alerts when 
someone was on the property. Most 
crucially, however, the images showed 
Henderson entering the Smallwoods’ 
house, then Ms. Carlson returning 
a while later with a gas can, and 
Henderson running out into the garden.

Poignantly, the cameras had earlier 
picked up Kristen arriving home after 
picking up Clayton from school. He 
climbs out of her car with his little 
backpack and she follows him indoors. It 
would be their last hour together.

Police later searched Henderson’s 
mother’s home where they found a bag 
containing a lockpick and duct tape. She 
confirmed he was carrying it when he got 
home on the day of the fire.

CCTV also recorded Ms. Carlson’s 
Jeep parked at the scene of the fire. 
Inside it police found a .22-calibre rifle, 
a pistol, ammunition and other evidence. 
The couple’s mobile phone records also 
placed them in contact with each other 
near the fire.

Henderson refused to answer any 
questions during interrogation, but later 
told a jailer: “I’m glad the cops caught 
me when they did. I couldn’t live with 
what I’ve done. I’ve ruined so many lives, 
including my own.”
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28th, 1964, in Cleveland, Ohio. Any 
chance of a story regarding the case in 
the near future?

B. Waters, Inverness

Yes, indeed. We now have a newly written 
version of the case pencilled in for a future 
issue. Watch for it!

Unheard-Of Stories 
One of the things I really like about True 
Detective, even more than your other 
magazines, is the way you keep finding 
stories I’ve never heard of before. That’s 
what makes you different from, say, the 
constant stream of seen-it-before crime 
programmes on various TV channels 
and streaming services. They keep 
recycling the most well-known cases, 
whereas TD always 
comes up with at least 
one or two stories I 
haven’t seen before – 
but which are just as 
fascinating.

TD April was a 
particularly good 
read, especially your 
Crime That Made The 
Headlines, “French 
Tourists Slain In a 
Cheshire Forest” – 
completely new to 
me and completely 
fascinating. I especially liked the way 
we gradually found out more and more 
about the motivation of the man behind 
the killings. James Newbury’s Australian 
story, “Gangland Killing At Glenferrie 
Station,” was another winner. This era of 
Australian history is something I know 
very little about, but this series makes it 
come alive with interesting period detail.

Lastly let me praise your lead story, 
“FRAMED!” by the consistently 
excellent Mark Davis. It really made 
me feel I was right there with Lamonte 
McIntyre, experiencing the injustice and 
frustration of being banged up, wrongly 
convicted and with the entire system 
seemingly against him. The corruption 
in that story beggars belief.

There’s much more that I could 
say about this issue, but I’d better let 
someone else get a word in…

Mrs. J. Vickery, Hornchurch

Hollywood’s Ripper
On February 21st, 2001, Hollywood 
resident Ashley Ellerin was intending 
to go on a date with the actor Ashton 
Kutcher. But she was stabbed to 
death by intruder Michael Gargiulo, 
later dubbed the Hollywood Ripper. 
I wonder, has TD ever written about 
Gargiulo?

Peter Easton, Gosport

Not yet, Mr. E. But he’d certainly find a 
suitable home in our America’s Most Evil 
series. Would other readers like to read 
about Gargiulo?

“Red Max” Murder Mystery
On the morning of January 24th, 1936, 
a man’s body was found in a lane near 
St. Albans, Hertfordshire. 
He had died from 
gunshot wounds. There 
was nothing on him 
to allow for immediate 
identification. Press 
speculation suggested 
that he might have been 
the victim of a gang 
killing. He was actually 
identified three days 
later as Émile Allard, a 
jewellery dealer, but this 
proved to be just one 
of many aliases of an 
international crook called Max Kassel or 
“Red Max.” Does TD have a full telling 
of this case?

Stuart Davies, Barnstaple
 

We do indeed, Mr. D! You can read a 
thrilling account of the case in the True 
Detective Summer Special 2021. Copies, 
priced £4.99, are still available to buy 
from the Back Issues section of our website 
shop at www.truecrimelibrary.com or by 
calling Forum Press on 020 8778 0514.

Cholera? No, Murder!
Matthew Spicer’s excellent account of 
Dublin’s 1856 Samuel Little murder 
broadened our view of railway murders 
beyond the carriage. But I might offer 
an earlier variant: the Duffy’s Cut 
incident of 1832.

Philip Duffy hired 57 Irish Catholic 
immigrants to lay track for the 
Pennsylvania line. “The work was 
back-breaking 
and so brutal 
that slave 
owners would 
not allow 
their slaves to 
participate,” 
wrote Viriginia 
Lindak – but 
Irish Catholics, 
it seemed, were 
fair game. Two 
months later, all 
57 were dead. 
“Cholera!” 
Duffy 
exclaimed, 
“Terrible 
thing, so it 
is!” But the 
19th-century 
cholera pandemic – a disease now easily 
cured by antibiotics – only killed 50 per 
cent of those who caught it. 

In 2009-10, a research team located 
and dug up seven bodies. They included 
the only woman, Catherine Burns, 29, of 

Notorious 
criminal:  

“Red Max” 
Kassel

Above, the skull 
of skeleton No.6, 
showing potential 
bullet hole. Below, 

the completed track 
two years later

Tyrone; John Ruddy, 18, from Donegal; 
and a giant unnamed man more than 
six feet tall. Blunt-force injuries, gunshot 
wounds and four bullets tell a story. 
“We have no idea what percentage of 
these guys were murdered, but if we 
have 57, it’s the worst mass murder 
in Pennsylvania history,” said team 
member Bill Watson. If it was murder, 
would that make this the world’s first 
railway murder?

Andrew Stephenson, Newhaven

Vile Duo Deserve Life In Jail
What a vile and evil pair were Patricia 
and Allen Prue (“Why Sex-Predator 
Couple Snatched And Killed Melissa” – 
February). This despicable duo, filled 
with depraved lust and jealousy, lured 
Melissa Jenkins, a caring, hard-working 
single mother, to her untimely, 
gruesome and torturous death. We will 
never know what thoughts went through 
her mind in her final moments, but she 

Above, Patricia and Allen Prue. 
Below, victim Melissa Jenkins

surely thought of her 
two-year-old son Ty, 
who was strapped 
into the back seat 
of the car she was 
abducted from. 

Patricia and Allen 
Prue proved later to 
be low-lifes who lived 
just to get their kicks 
in a made-up fantasy world. Some made 
out Allen was slow, with a below-average 
IQ. I beg to differ. I believe it was he 
who made the plan to abduct Melissa, 
albeit with a more-than-willing partner. 
He was besotted with Melissa and kept 
going back to her home in the pretence 
of looking for work. I’m also certain that 
Melissa dreaded this guy and the night 
she answered Patricia’s call for help was 
out of fear. 

Both of these murderers got life 
without parole, Baby Ty got life without 
a mother. 

Michael Minihan, Limerick 

Cleveland Murder Of Beverly
I was interested to see a letter from 
Keira Enright in your Spring Special 
referring to the murder of Beverly 
Jarosz, which occurred on December 

Victim 
of police 

corruption: 
Lamonte 
McIntyre



K
ENNETH REGAN had known 
the big time like few fellow-
crooks had. During the 1980s 

he became one of Britain’s premier 
gangsters. He had made nearly two 
million tax-free pounds from a passport 
racket and other fortunes from drugs 
and rackets. Admiring associates called 
him Captain Cash – he was Mr. Big, 
and he was violent with it.

He owned a vast, gated property in 
the New Forest, spent huge amounts 
of money at the gaming tables in 
Monte Carlo and drove a succession 
of Mercedes sports cars. But in 1998 
his world fell apart. He was caught 
with 55lb of heroin and then, trying to 
escape, deliberately backed his car into 
a policewoman, injuring her. He was 
arrested and sent to jail for eight years.

Three years later he was released, 
but the years inside had left his empire 
bereft of assets. His crooked companies 
were in tatters and the champagne 
lifestyle was gone. It was then that 
Regan dreamed up an astonishing 
plan to turn the clock back to his glitzy 
big time days – a plot that involved 
murdering a millionaire, wiping out his 
entire family, and moving in to take over 
his victim’s lucrative business.

It was a plot which earned him a 
police officer’s condemnation as “barely 
human, the most ruthless man I have 
ever met” – and a plot which was to 
be described when it was unmasked as 
“simply beyond belief.”

Fresh out of jail, Regan didn’t like 
the idea of creating a new business to 

Horror In Southall

CRIMES THAT 
MADE THE 
HEADLINES

It was the evil enterprise of a 
notorious gangster and one-time 

Mr. Big. The victims included 
a grandmother and two young 
children. Age was no saviour 
when three generations of a 

family were wiped out by a team 
of cold-blooded, boiler-suited 

executioners...

Case report by  
A.W. Moss

MASSACRED  
FOR MONEY
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Murdered businessman Amarjit Chohan with his wife Nancy, their son 
Devinder and grandmother Charanjit Kaur



knew about the meeting. “I’m off to do 
a deal,” he told them. But there was no 
deal. From Stonehenge he was taken 
to a bungalow in Forge Close, South 
Newton, near Salisbury, where Regan 
lived, and was sedated with a drug 
called GHB. Helpless from the effects 
of the drug, as Chohan awaited his fate 
he was forced to record a message to his 

wife: “Tell Nancy I’m OK and I’ll be 
home tomorrow.”

He was then made to call friends 
assuring them that he was all right. 
He even sent a text message saying, 
“Deal done, great deal,” to his business 
partner, who was to share in the deal.

Chohan was kept alive for several days 
and repeatedly tortured while Regan 
and his fellow-conspirators forced him 
to sign documents making it appear to 
his staff at CIBA that he had disposed of 
the business and left the country. They 
were told in a forged letter from their 

    

act as a legitimate front for his new 
drug-running plans. He wanted a 
ready-made infrastructure straight off 
the shelf. Killing to get it would be just 
a marginal note in his overall scheme of 
things.

He was prepared to muscle in at 
the bottom, staying there for just 
a few months to get the lie of the 
land. He took a lowly-paid job as a 
warehouseman in the company he had 
targeted, the one he had set his heart 
on. It was called CIBA Freight, based in 
Southall, and it belonged to millionaire 
Amarjit Chohan. 

It was here in the warehouse, and 
driving one of the firm’s lorries, that 
Regan gained first-hand knowledge of 
how the business was thriving. And it 
was here that he finalised his scheme 
to take over CIBA by murdering Mr. 
Chohan and his family.

Regan learned that although Chohan 
was doing well, it wasn’t because he was 
exercising a lot of business judgement. 
Despite having a turnover of £3 to 
£4 million, CIBA Freight was run 
chaotically. Chohan was a hard worker, 
but he had a reputation for a fast and 
loose attitude to business practice. 
He worked in a tracksuit and his 22 
employees were sometimes paid in cash, 
sometimes by cheque. The company 
lurched to success rather than climbed 
smoothly.

This was all in character with its boss. 
Mr. Chohan, the son of a Sikh railway 
worker, emigrated to the UK from the 
Punjab as a child. He married for the 
first time in 1979 and for more than a 
decade lived in a council house in west 
London, becoming the father of two 
children.

Bored with being someone else’s 
employee, he set up a fruit and veg 
business in a ramshackle shed at Hatton 
Cross, near Heathrow. His 20-year-old 
marriage failed and he  married Nancy, 
a college professor’s daughter.

Known as a bit of a “chancer,” 
Chohan’s cavalier approach to business 
caught up with him in 1996 when he 
was jailed for three years for failing 
to pay tax on overseas consignments. 
Released from jail, he began smuggling 
khat, an amphetamine-like soft drug 
chewed by Africans, to the US, where 
it is banned. Profits soared – soon he 
was a millionaire. That’s when Kenneth 
Regan, looking for a soft touch, decided 
to target his business.

When Regan heard from 
the obscurity of his warehouse 
job that Mr. Chohan was 
beginning to get out of his 
depth financially, he launched 
his coup d’etat, claiming he had 
Dutch backers who wanted 
to buy CIBA. Scenting a 
saviour, Mr. Chohan agreed 
to meet Regan and two of his 
accomplices, William Horncy, 
53, and Peter Rees, 38, at 
Stonehenge in February 2003.

Chohan’s staff, who knew 
most things about him, even 

boss that he had been caught exporting 
khat to the US. The letter, which has 
since disappeared, apparently added: 
“Greed has got the better of me. I’ve got 
myself in serious trouble, some people 
are after me and I have to escape. I fear 
for the safety of my family.”

The letter, which had a Calais 
postmark, announced that he and his 
family were going to India and he was 
handing over control of the company 
to Regan. But employees thought the 
letter suspicious because all their boss’s 
previous correspondence had been 
written by hand – he never sent out 
typewritten letters.

When all the fraudulent paperwork 
was completed, Regan and his two 
cronies killed Mr. Chohan, probably by 
strangling him.

On February 17th, 2003, Regan 
arrived at CIBA with a forged document 
giving him power of attorney over the 
company’s affairs. One employee said 
when he was shown the document “it 
was a bombshell.” The extent to which 
the murderers  had worked out their 
plan can be gauged from the discovery 
of a suitcase belonging to Horncy in 
which were 23 sheets of A4 paper, blank 
except for the signature of Mr. Chohan.

It was clear from the state of Chohan’s 
corpse when it was later recovered 
that the conspirators used a roll of 
brown packing tape to “mummify” his 
body, so that only part of his nose was 
showing.

At some point when he knew he 
couldn’t escape, Chohan stuffed a piece 
of a letter addressed to Regan’s father in 
his sock. It was this message from the 
grave that was to prove the key piece of 
evidence that later sealed Regan’s fate 
when he was caught and tried.

Despite the phone message which 
was supposed to reassure her, back at 
her home in Hounslow, Nancy Chohan 
became increasingly concerned after her 
husband disappeared on February 13th 
and repeatedly called his mobile phone, 
which had been switched off.

Hours after killing his victim, Regan 
realised there was a flaw in his scheme. 
No one would believe that Chohan had 
gone abroad if his family were left in 
London, and ownership of the business 
that he had just forced out of his victim 
would always be challenged while the 
rest of the family were still alive. So 
Nancy Chohan, her 51-year-old mother 
Charanjit Kaur and, most callously of 
all, their two young sons Devinder, 18 
months, and eight-week-old Ravinder 
were murdered. 

This happened, it is believed, only 
two days after Chohan’s disappearance, 
a Saturday, because on that day the 
usually busy phone line at the family 
home in Hounslow went quiet. On 
that day too records showed 
that the mobile phones of 
Regan and Horncy 
were used 
in the 

Hours after killing his victim, 
Regan realised there was a 
flaw in his scheme. No one 
would believe that Chohan 

had gone abroad if his 
family were left in London
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Left, Mrs. Kaur with Ravinder. 
The bodies of the two young boys 

have never been found



vicinity of the 
Chohan family 
home.

No one knows 
precisely how 
they were 
killed, but the 
police believe 
the crime was 
carried out at 
their family 
bungalow 
by a team of 
boiler-suited 

“executioners” who expertly 
removed all traces of the crime. 
Post-mortem reports revealed later that 
Mr. Chohan was drugged and possibly 
strangled and his wife’s skull smashed 
with a hammer.

Almost certainly they were taken to 
their graves via the Regan bungalow 
in South Newton. He had replaced the 
carpet and furniture in his front-room 
and re-decorated immediately 
after killing Amarjit Chohan in the 
bungalow, but on a garden wall one 
drop of blood was later proved to have 
come from Devinder Chohan. It was 4ft 
above ground level and was described 

as a “downward drop” by a forensic 
scientist, suggesting the toddler was 
being carried at the time.

What is definitely known is that all 
five bodies were then taken for burial 
on private land owned by a close friend 
of the late TV presenter Paula Yates; a 
50-acre estate near Tiverton, Devon.

Regan had previously told the land 
owner that he was a businessman and 
owned a bonded warehouse, had a lot 
of money and even bought one woman 
a car when hers could not be repaired. 
He dressed quite smartly, she said, and 
drove a Mercedes with a briefcase full 
of money in the boot. After his release 
in 2002 they met from time to time to 
discuss various business deals that came 
to nothing.

Then Regan recruited the land owner 
to help him get planning permission 
for 10 acres of land adjoining CIBA 
Freight. He told her he owned CIBA 
and offered her £4,000 a month to work 
there for two days a week as managing 
director and credit controller. 

“Then Regan started to visit my 
home unannounced,” the woman said. 
“He told me he loved me. He was totally 
obsessed with me. He wrote me letters 
declaring his love and sent me sexy 
underwear, which I returned.”

In February 2003 Regan went to 

her home and when he heard she had 
a problem with her water supply he 
volunteered someone who would make 
a special pipe and could start work the 
following week. The work was started 
on time, but unbeknown to the land 
owner it included a trench destined to 
be the Chohans’ graves.
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Eventually the woman became 
suspicious about what was happening on 
her land and contacted the police.  

As the police net closed in on him 
a worried Regan decided to dig up 
the bodies. He and Horncy dumped 
the corpses of the family in the sea on 
Easter Sunday 2003 from a boat which 
they bought especially for the grim task. 
The two men then fled the country to 
Spain. 

Only days after the bodies were 
dropped in the Channel, Mr. 
Chohan’s corpse was found floating 
off Bournemouth pier. The body of his 
25-year-old wife became entangled in 
a fisherman’s net off the Isle of Wight. 
Her mother was washed up on a beach 
on the Isle of Wight but the remains of 

CRIMES THAT 

MADE THE 

HEADLINES

As the police net closed in 
on him a worried Regan 
decided to dig up the 

bodies. He and Horncy 
dumped the corpses of the 

family in the sea

Two photos showing the spot on the field near Tiverton, Devon, where the 
five victims were buried before their corpses were disposed of at sea
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the two children have never been found.
The first man to be arrested for the 

murders was Peter Rees, of Rowlands 
Castle in Hampshire. But the police 
knew the man they wanted most was 
Kenneth Regan. He had been seen 
boarding a ferry at Dover for France in 
May 2003 with his accomplice William 
Horncy. Regan was eventually arrested 
in Bruges, Belgium, and extradited. 
Horncy surrendered to police when 
he came off a cross-Channel ferry at 
Dover.

A former accountant, Horncy, like 
Regan, was into big-time crime. He 
was jailed in 2000 for procuring false 
passports to order for criminals. He  
served two years in prison before being 
released in 2002.

The trial of the three men began in 
November 2004. It is believed to 

have been one of the longest murder 
trials in criminal history and cost £10 
million.

Richard Horwell, prosecuting, told 
the Old Bailey jury: “Some crimes are 
beyond belief and on any view these 

inside one of his socks. At the time no 
one appreciated the significance.”

The paper, which had been folded 
several times, was the letter addressed 
to Regan and his father at their home 
near Salisbury, and dated February 
12th – the day before Mr. Chohan went 
missing.

Mr. Horwell said this suggested he 

had been held at Regan’s home. He 
added: “You are entitled to ask yourself 
why would he have concealed that letter 
inside his sock? It is not just the fact that 
in folding the letter and placing it in his 
sock he had intended to leave a clue as to 
the identity of his captors and the place 
of his incarceration.

“It also meant that he had known he 
was going to die.”

In burying the bodies, Mr. Horwell 
went on, Regan used the opportunity of 
the land owner being away in London. 
“But she returned unexpectedly to find 
men and a digger in her field. Horncy 
told her that Regan had asked them 
to come and sort out her drainage 
problem. It was supposed to have 
been a surprise, but a ditch is hardly a 
conventional gift.

“It is of some interest that she had no 
knowledge of what was taking place on 
her land. The reason for the secrecy is 
obvious. Regan could not afford to take 
the chance that she might discover there 
was a mass grave on her land.”

Regan did not give evidence on his 
own behalf but insinuated that the letter 
found in Mr. Chohan’s sock was planted 

“Three generations of a 
family were executed – 

deliberately killed because 
of the greed of those 

defendants. They intended 
to make substantial gains 
from their dreadful crimes”

Clockwise from above, left: Kenneth Regan; William Horncy and Peter 
Rees, the trio of cruel killers. As they were led from court a senior 

detective said their crime was “utterly beyond the comprehension of a 
decent society” 

horrific murders fall into that category. 
Three generations of a family were 
executed – deliberately killed because 
of the greed of these defendants. They 
intended to make substantial gains 
from their dreadful crimes and their 
audacious scheme – and they very nearly 
succeeded.

“While Mr. Chohan was interested 
in selling the business, Regan did 
not have the money to buy it. So he 
recruited Horncy and Rees to help him 
in his plan to steal the company, and 
Mr. Chohan walked into his trap when 
Regan arranged a meeting for him in a 
car park at Stonehenge with his ‘Dutch 
associates.’

“Nancy Chohan, her two sons 
and her mother were sucked into his 
wickedness. That they were murdered is 
beyond doubt, how when and where is 
less clear.”

Mobile phone calls, the state of the 
bodies, and other clues demonstrated 
what happened to the Chohans from 
their abductions to their death.

“When Mr. Chohan’s body was 
recovered from the sea doctors found 
he had been gagged with sticky tape. 
They also found traces of a sedative in 
his urine.

“But there was a more startling find. 
When his clothing was examined at the 
laboratory, a piece of paper was found 

Above, a sketch of the killers during their Old Bailey trial 



with the recovery of Susan’s remains 
from the River Aire on May 25th. 
Two days later Griffiths was charged 
with her murder and those of Shelley 
Armitage and Susan Rushworth. 
All three women had worked as 
prostitutes in Bradford. When asked 
his name in court Griffiths replied, 
“The Crossbow Cannibal.”

At the conclusion of his trial at 
Leeds Crown Court Griffiths was 
sentenced to life imprisonment.

When first in police custody 
Griffiths initally claimed to have 
killed a total of five sex workers in 

Bradford. However, 
following his conviction 
for the three murders 
he refused to speak 
to police any longer, 
effectively meaning 
he could not be 
investigated for further 
murders.

Since his 
imprisonment he has 
attempted suicide four 
times and went on 
hunger strike for 120 
days at HMP Wakefield.

S
TEPHEN GRiffiTHS was 
arrested on May 24th, 2010, 
by West Yorkshire Police after 

CCTV footage of him attacking Susan 
Blamires, armed with a crossbow at 
his block of flats, was discovered by a 
caretaker at the complex.

forty-year-old Bradford University 
Criminology PhD student Griffiths 
was researching murders in 
Bradford in the 19th 
century as part of 
his thesis. Already 
self-mythologising his 
crimes, Griffiths told 
the arresting officers: 
“i’ve killed a lot more 
than Suzanne Blamires 
– i’ve killed loads.” He 
also told the officers 
he had “eaten some 
of her – that’s part of 
the magic.”

A major 
investigation began 

Got a suggestion for the World’s Worst Killers? Write to us at True Detective, 
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Stephen Griffiths
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THE WORLD’S WORST KILLERS

“THE CROSSBOW CANNIBAL”

there by the police.
The jury took 13 days to find the men 

guilty of murder. Kenneth Regan and 
William Horncy showed no emotion as 
they were both given life sentences – and 
the judge, Sir Stephen Mitchell, made 
it clear that in their case life meant life. 
He imposed a “whole life order,” which 
means that they will never be paroled. 
They will both die in jail.

He told them: “Your crimes are 
uniquely terrible. The cold-blooded 
murders of an eight-week-old baby and 
18-month-old toddler, not to mention 
the murders of their mother, father, and 
grandmother, provide a chilling insight 
into the utterly perverted standards by 
which you have lived your lives.

“Your characters are as despicable as 
your crimes. Each of you is a practised, 
resourceful and manipulative liar. For 
these crimes, you two highly dangerous 
men must pay the heaviest sentence.”

He added: “The misery, pain and 
suffering that you have visited on the 
surviving members of Mr. and Mrs. 
Chohan’s family are immeasurable – 
not least because of the contemptible 
treatment of the bodies of their relatives 
and not least because the bodies of 
those tiny children have never been 
recovered.”

Peter Rees was found guilty only of 
the murder of Mr. Chohan. For that 
crime he was sentenced to life and told 
he would serve a minimum of 23 years.

As the three men were taken to the 
cells a senior detective on the case 
said it was a crime “utterly beyond 
the comprehension of decent society. 
A young family, a new family, was 
entirely wiped out at the hands of these 
murderous men in an attempt to line 

prosecution. 
During the 1990s he smuggled drugs, 

laundered money, and obtained fake 
passports on a massive scale. In 1996 he 
was part of a plan to smuggle 15 tonnes 
of cannabis worth £40 million into the 
UK in a custom-built submarine, but 
had to abandon the scheme after one 
attempt.

He once had his own import business 
at Heathrow – smuggling cocaine in 
dry fish and asparagus, and cannabis 
wrapped in T-shirts.

He muscled in on an insurance 
business based in Regent Street, 
London, and used the premises as 
a front through which he laundered 
several million pounds’ worth of drugs 
money between 1996 and 1998. He and 
Horncy also supplied more than 1,000 
passports over a 10-year period to drug 
traffickers and other criminal associates.

Regan had also become a supergrass, 
who would not have been able to kill 
the Chohans if he had not been released 
early from prison as a “reward” for 
giving vital testimony which helped 
convict 
fellow-
gangsters.

The 
reason he 
got only 
eight years 
in 1998 
instead of 
the 20-year 
sentence 
that could 
have been 
handed 
out, and 
then 
served only three of them, was 
because he turned Queen’s evidence 
against his former associates.

Fifteen top criminals were convicted 
in five separate trials and millions of 
pounds of drug money was confiscated 
because of his information. When it 
was Regan’s turn for sentencing the 
judge told him: “As a result of your 
co-operation you will never again be 
trusted by your former colleagues, so 
you can’t go back [to a life of crime] and 
the enmity of those people will make 
your future life precarious…those who 
turn against former associates should 
receive a very great reduction in their 
sentence.”

After serving only three of the eight 
years he was then handed down, he was 
a marked man. A former fellow-prisoner 
said: “He knew there were contracts on 
his life but he didn’t seem to care. His 
attitude was, ‘Come on, let’s get it over 
with.’ There was no way he was going 
to live quiet. Believe me, when he goes, 
Regan will go out with a bang.”

Desperate to make money after 
his release, and aware that he was 
“a dead man walking,” Kenneth 
Regan almost immediately worked 
his way into CIBA, in July, 2002. 
Eight months later the Chohans 
were dead.
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“Your crimes are uniquely 
terrible. The cold-blooded 
murders of an eight-week-
old baby and 18-month-old 
toddler, not to mention the 
murders of their mother, 
father, and grandmother, 
provide a chilling insight 

into the utterly perverted 
standards by which you 

lived your lives”
their own pockets. The totality of what 
they did cannot be comprehended.”

Regan, he added, was “the most 
ruthless man I ever met. He was utterly 
without conscience and he showed no 
remorse.”

After the trial it was revealed that 
Kenneth Regan was a bit more than a 
fantasist, the term applied to him by the 
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14  True Detective   Did Killer Cop Murder Two – Or Thirty-Two?

T
HE TALL, good-looking deputy 
at the wheel of the patrol car was 
firm with the two girls, but not 

unfriendly. “It’s illegal to hitch-hike,” he 
told 18-year-old Nancy Ellen Trotter 
and her friend Paula Sue Wells, 17, who 
had been standing at the roadside trying 
to thumb a lift.

They had come on holiday to Florida 
to get a sun-tan, sharing an apartment 
with another girl in the coastal town of 
Stuart. The nearest spot to try out their 
bikinis, they decided, was Jensen Beach. 
They hitched a lift there on their first 
day, July 21st, 1972, and it was while 
they were thumbing a ride home that 
the officer pulled up and cautioned 
them.

Then Deputy Sheriff Gerard Schaefer 
called headquarters on his radio. He said 
he’d found the two girls with a long walk 
ahead of them and asked if it was in 
order for him to take them home. Given 
permission, he told them to climb in. 
Then he drove them back to their flat. 
Jensen Beach was on his beat, he said, 
so he’d give them a lift there the next 
morning.

He was not in uniform when he 
picked them up the following day, and 
instead of the patrol car he was driving 
a blue Datsun. When the girls asked 
what had happened to the patrol car, he 
explained that he was on plain-clothes 
duty. As they got into the car to set 
out with him for the beach, he asked 
them if they’d first like to see an old 
Spanish fort on Hutchinson Island, a 
20-mile-long peninsula.

They said yes, so he swung his car 
onto a narrow dirt road, driving so far 
along the scrub-bordered track that the 
girls became uneasy. Finally he stopped 
at what looked more like an old wooden 
hut than a military relic. This was the 
fort, he announced. The girls were not 
impressed.

“Then he started asking us questions,” 
Nancy was to recall. “He mentioned 
the Halfway House. He said there were 

Gerard Schaefer was a law officer 
who had forged his credentials and 
failed psychological tests – but he hid 
even darker secrets...

Nancy Trotter 
recreates the banyan 

tree hanging that 
Gerard Schaefer 
subjected her to
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Jesus freaks there, and that we were 
staying with one of the girls who worked 
there. She also worked at McDonald’s. 
He asked us if there were drugs there.”

The girls said they knew nothing of 
drugs at the place and told him he was 
wasting his time if he thought anyone 
at the apartment house was involved in 
narcotics.

“Where are the drugs in Stuart?” 
Schaefer asked.

They said they didn’t know. This 

op murder Two – 

the Spanish fort and peeked out the 
other side and saw his car still there. I 
ran back down towards the river. I went 
into it knee-deep and then I thought I 
heard somebody calling me. I looked 
through the bushes and it was Sue. He 
had tied her down by the river just the 
way he had me. She kept calling, but I 
thought he knew I was gone and was 
making her call. I kept going. As I was 
going through the water I heard sounds 
like someone was behind me.”

Reaching a clearing on the bank, 
she returned to dry land and crawled 
through undergrowth until it became 
too thick for her to proceed any further. 
She returned to the river and followed 
its course until she saw a road on the 
other side. Wading out as far as she 
could, she swam across, managing to 
use her hands although she was still 
manacled.

As she neared the opposite bank 
and was able to resume wading, she 

Gerard Schaefer preyed upon young hitchhikers – but how many did 
he kill?

was only their second day in the town. 
Schaefer continued to question them.

“Then he told us he could dig a hole 
and bury us,” Nancy recalled. “We 
didn’t take him seriously. We were just 
getting fed up because it was hot and we 
wanted to get to the beach.”

Schaefer next told them he was 
arresting them as runaways. He ordered 
Nancy to empty her handbag on the car 
seat, and she did so. He then told them 
to get out of the car and handcuffed 
their wrists behind their backs. Ordering 
them back into the car, he started 
talking about white slavery, asking 
“Would your parents pay ransom?”

“He said a bunch of weird stuff,” 
Nancy recalled. “He said he had 
someone he could sell us to and then he 
could really see the world. We told him 
to go get his sheik and sell us. He was 
mad because we wouldn’t talk to him 
and we weren’t scared.”

The deputy then ordered them out of 
the car again and took ropes and rags 
from the boot, gagging them both and 
binding Sue’s ankles together.

Marching Nancy away to a tree on 
the bank of a river, he threatened to kill 
them both if Sue tried to escape before 
he returned for her. He made Nancy 
stand on the exposed root of the tree 
above the water and bound her feet 
together. She began to weep.

“I was crying,” she recalled, “but the 
only thing he really did to me was pinch 
my bottom and I got a kind of disgusted 
look on my face, but he just laughed. He 
said if he wanted to he could rape me 
right there.”

Schaefer then left her and, after 
struggling with her bonds for about 10 
minutes, she freed herself of everything 
but the handcuffs.

“I ran up by that Spanish fort and hid 
my ropes,” she said, “because I knew he 
didn’t have any more in the car. I felt 
like I was in a movie. I sneaked behind 

Or ThirTy-TwO?Or ThirTy-TwO?
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Noting “marked 
depressive and 

paranoid elation,” 
a psychiatrist had 

advised that Schaefer 
was unsuitable 

for service in any 
capacity in the 
armed forces

charged with assaulting the girls and 
falsely imprisoning them. Then he was 
allowed bail pending his trial, to be held 
in November.

on the evening of September 27th, 
Lucille Place was worrying about 

her 18-year-old daughter Susan. The 
Places lived in Oakland Park, near Fort 
Lauderdale, about 80 miles south of 
Stuart. Mrs. Place was bothered because 
Susan had run away from home once, 
and now the girl’s mother sensed she 
might do so again.

Susan’s 17-year-old friend Georgia 
Jessup had just arrived with a man who 
introduced himself as Gerry Shepherd. 
“Both girls described him as a nice 
guy they had met,” Mrs. Place recalled. 
“They were in Sue’s room playing 
the guitar and talking, and I just had 

screamed at cars passing on the road. 
One of them stopped. The driver was 
Sheriff Robert Crowder. Telling Nancy 
he had been looking for her, he said that 
Sue had also managed to free herself 
and a truck driver had taken her to 
the sheriff ’s office. Who had raised the 
alarm? Deputy Schaefer!

After fixing-up Sue just like Nancy, he 
had walked away, saying, “I’m just going 
down the road to meet that man that’s 
going to buy you.” When he returned 
and found both girls had vanished 
he had rushed home and phoned the 
sheriff.

“I’ve done something foolish,” he said. 
“You’re going to be angry with me.” 
Outlining what had happened, he said 
he had simply wanted to teach the girls 
the dangers of hitchhiking.

He was ordered back to the office 
while his colleagues searched for the 
girls. By the end of the day he’d been 
dismissed, and a fortnight later he was 

a funny feeling about him. I guess I’d 
been watching too many Perry Mason 
movies, but for some reason I looked 
out the window and copied down his 
licence number – 42D1728.”

At 26 the man looked a trifle old for 
the two teenagers who told Mrs. Place 
they were going to the beach. “To play 
guitar,” Shepherd reassured the anxious 
mother as the trio left in his blue 
Datsun.

Susan didn’t return home that night. 
Neither did Georgia. Their mothers 

The search on Hutchinson Island – police sifted dirt (below) and 
volunteer groups extended the investigation beyond the double-

grave already found (above)
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for deserting his traffic-control post to 
get a snack. Although he had graduated 
from the Broward County Police 
Academy, he had been rejected by the 
county sheriff ’s department when he 
failed a psychological test.

His attempt to enlist in the army had 
been similarly unsuccessful. Noting 
“marked depressive and paranoid elation,” 
a psychiatrist had advised that Schaefer 
was unsuitable for service in any 
capacity in the armed forces.

Although former neighbours recalled 
his politeness and his kindness to his 
mother, one remembered that as a boy 
Schaefer had “enjoyed shooting things – 
things you can’t eat, like song birds and 
land crabs.” The ex-policeman was later 
to admit decapitating cows and other 
farm animals.

Investigators learned that he had 
stored things at his mother’s Fort 
Lauderdale home, using a room which 
he’d locked and had forbidden her to 
enter. Searching the room, the detectives 
soon appreciated why Schaefer had kept 
its contents hidden.

They found two gold teeth belonging 
to 22-year-old Carmen Hallock, who 
had disappeared in December 1969; 
the jewellery of Leigh Bonadies, 25, 
who vanished in September the same 
year; the birth certificate of Barbara 
Wilcox and the passport of Colette 
Goodenough, teenage hitch-hikers last 
seen in January 1973; and jewellery 
worn by Mary Briscolina and Elsie 
Farmer, 14-year-olds whose remains 

Schaefer’s 1973 arrest photo

Above, Gerard Schaefer’s 1972 
arrest photo

phoned the police, reporting them 
missing. Georgia, it transpired, had 
sneaked a suitcase out of her home, 
leaving a note for her mother saying 
she was going away. The officer filing 
Mrs. Place’s report duly noted the car 
number she gave him. But he misheard 
it and got it wrong. When police traced 
the owner of the car number on their 
file he bore no resemblance to Gerry 
Shepherd, and he had a solid alibi. It 
was assumed that Mrs. Place must have 
made a mistake when she took down the 
number.

Months passed with no news of the 
missing girls. Their parents carried 
out their own search of the coastline, 
fruitlessly. Then on March 25th, 1973, 
Mr. and Mrs. Place happened to be 
driving through Stuart. Lucille Place 
later told the police: “I noticed all the 
number forty-two tags and I said to 
my husband, ‘My God, he’s from this 
county.”

Forty-two was the prefix for Martin 
County, where Stuart is the principal 
town. The D following the 42 in the 
licence number Mrs. Place had noted 
indicated that the vehicle was a compact 
car – one the size of the Datsun. 
The Places set out to discover who 
held the licence number. They found 
it had been issued to Gerard John 
Schaefer at a Stuart address. Schaefer, 
the Places reasoned, could well have 
chosen “Gerry Shepherd” as an alias 
as Schaefer is the German word for 
shepherd.

Mrs. Place went to the apartment 
block listed in his address. The 
building’s manager told her that Mr. 
Schaefer was not at home. He was in 
jail...serving six months for assaulting 
Nancy Trotter and Sue Wells.

The Places went to see Sheriff 
Crowder. He showed them a 
photograph of Schaefer. That was the 
man, said Lucille Place, whom she had 
known as Gerry Shepherd; the man she 
had last seen when he went off with her 
now missing daughter and her friend 
Georgia Jessup who had also vanished. 
In jail Schaefer was shown a photograph 
of Susan Place. He said he’d never 
seen her before. He refused to take a 
lie-detector test.

A week later three men were 
scavenging on Hutchinson Island, 
looking for discarded aluminium cans 
to sell for scrap. Instead they stumbled 
on a shallow grave containing the partial 
remains of two dismembered female 
bodies. The skulls were missing and the 
grave had been disturbed by animals.

One body wore blue jeans, the other 
was naked. The thick root of a nearby 
tree appeared to have been used as 
a chopping-block for the corpses’ 
decapitation. Rope-marks on one of the 
tree’s branches indicated that the victims 
had been hanged.

Teeth, fragments of jawbone and 
clothing found at the scene soon 
identified the remains as those of Susan 
Place and Georgia Jessup.

checking Schaefer’s background, 
detectives discovered that he had 

obtained his post as a sheriff ’s deputy 
through forged credentials. He had 
produced a letter on the stationery of 
the Wilton Manors police department, 

a letter in which he was highly 
recommended by his chief. But Schaefer 
had written it himself.

In reality he’d been fired after seven 
months with the Wilton Manors force 

Victim Susan place



rope to pull away from 2x4 preferably 
by car. A grave must be prepared 
in advance away from the place of 
execution. The victim could be any one 
of the many women who flock to Miami 
and Fort Lauderdale during the winter 
months…”

Information was included showing 
the name, age and sex of those to be 
executed; whether hanging is considered 
the most humane form of execution, 
and how those executed accepted 
what was in store for them. The article 
continues:

“Are there any measures taken in 
regard to bodily excretions such as in 
England where women were required to 
wear waterproof underpants?”

He wrote of having sex with a corpse 
months after death. He described 
shooting women and then chopping 
them into pieces. He recorded blasting 
one victim to death with a shotgun and 
then sinking her body in a lake.

One account chronicled: “I took the 
skull and let the ants eat her brains 
out and then I pulled out all the teeth 
and scattered them over the county. 
The lower jaw I buried and the rest 
of her skull with the face smashed 
in and the teeth pulled out I put in 
another canal some 10 miles from the 
rest of her body. In all, she is probably 
scattered over some 20 miles and 
I hope she will continue to remain 
among the ranks of the missing even 
though there is no possible connection 
between us.”

The description of another murder 
concluded: “She’s still there now in 
her unmarked grave and sometimes I 
feel sorry not so much for her as for 
her family because it seems they really 
cared about her. She was a whore and 
a tease and was no good...That was the 
first one and they say the first one is 
the hardest! I think there will surely be 
others.”

State Attorney Robert E. Stone was 
assigned the job of prosecuting Gerard 
Schaefer for the murders of Susan Place 
and Georgia Jessup. Intimating that 

had been found at a Florida building site 
early in 1973.

“Don’t worry about me. I can take 
care of myself,” Mary had assured her 
parents as she left with her friend in 
October, 1972, to “see the world.” They 
were never heard from again. There 
were newspaper cuttings about the 
disappearance.

The room also contained numerous 
photographs of naked, mutilated 
women’s corpses, various articles of 
women’s clothing, bones believed to be 
from victims’ wrists, a large collection 
of knives and a manual of murders. 
This consisted of several hundred pages, 
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Schaefer proved to be a source of irritation during his incarceration

Gerard Schaefer in 1973 during 
his trial. He was charged with 

the murders of Susan Place and 
Georgia Jessup. Authorities soon 

stated that he was linked to 
around 30 missing women and girls

Place and Georgia Jessup.
Writing in the first person  Schaefer 

describes the blindfolding and 
handcuffing of an unidentified girl who 
was then made to stand on a ladder 
which he roped to the front bumper of 
his car.

Schaefer went on to record covering 
the victim’s head with a pillow-case 
in place of a hangman’s hood. He 
described fastening a noose round 
her neck, noting her “very lady-like” 
appearance in “a black chiffon dress 
with her hair done up and black 
pantyhose and high heels.”

According to his account he next 
went to his car to finish a bottle of wine. 
Then he started the engine and reversed 
the vehicle, pulling away the ladder and 
leaving the girl swinging, struggling at 
first and then becoming motionless. A 
quarter of an hour later he cut her down 
to spend the rest of the night having sex 
with her corpse.

Truth or fiction? Nobody could say 
and Schaefer wasn’t telling. In other 
accounts he had recorded his excitement 
on seeing his dying female victims 
excreting, a spectacle which intensified 
his pleasure in committing sodomy with 
their corpses.

Despite his high school education 
and his bachelor’s degree from Florida’s 
Atlantic University, Schaefer’s writings 
were littered with spelling mistakes 
and stilted poor grammar, as in his 
instructions on how to kill a woman:

“In order to remain unapprehended, 
the perpetrator of an execution-style 
murder such as I have planned must 
take precautions. One must think out 
well in advance a crime of this nature 
in order for it to work. He will need an 
isolated area, assessable by car and a 
short hike, away from any police patrols 
or parking lovers.

“The execution site must be carefully 
arranged for a speedy execution 
once the victim has arrived. Ideally 
would be two saw horses with a 2x4 
between them. A noose attached to the 
overhanging limb of a tree and another 

some written, some typed, giving details 
of murders, and tales of hangings and 
mutilations. Schaefer had written about 
a woman named Mary Foreman who 
was hanged in London in the 1750s, 
and recalled the story of when hangman 
Harris went to Dodge City to string-up 
the shapely Lola Erwin, leader of the 
all-women Erwin gang. But by far the 
most chilling accounts were the ones 
that compared with the actual mock 
hangings of Nancy Trotter and Paula 
Sue Wells and the murders of Susan 

“i took the skull and 
let the ants eat  

her brains out and 
then i pulled out 
all the teeth and 

scattered them over 
the county”
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Schaefer implored the authorities, 
“I’m sick and I hope to God you can help 
me.”

The doctors, however, decided that 
Gerard Schaefer had been well aware 
of what he was doing and had known it 
was wrong. He ultimately went to trial 
and, in October 1973, was convicted of 
the first-degree murders of Susan Place 
and Georgia Jessup, and was given two 
life sentences to be served consecutively.

By 1985 Schaefer’s persistent prison 
scams and an attempted escape (to 

carry out a hit-list he had compiled of 
those who had “betrayed” him) saw him 
transferred from Avon Park Correctional 
Institution, in Polk County, to Florida 
State Prison in Raiford, home to the 
state’s Death Row.

Here he met and befriended several 
other notorious killers including Ted 
Bundy (until his execution in 1989) 
and became a confidant of Ottis Toole 
(erstwhile killing partner of Henry Lee 
Lucas).

During the years of his incarceration 
Schaefer put his alleged 130 IQ to use 
in the creation of a never-ending array 
of appeals and lawsuits. The appeals 
against his sentence were all rejected, 
the lawsuits were almost uniformly 
preposterous – his attempt to sue a 
true crime writer for describing him 
as “an overweight, doughy, middle-aged 
man who preyed on victims who were 
psychologically and physiologically weaker 
than him” failed – and all the others 
were unsuccessful too, including the 
numerous writs issued against law 
enforcement officers and authors who 

At Florida State 
prison in raiford, 

he met and 
befriended several 

other notorious 
killers including Ted 
Bundy and became 
a confidant of Ottis 

Toole

Schaefer’s killer, Vincent 
Faustino rivera 

Schaefer’s autopsy photo

described him as a serial killer. Nettled 
by his failure he resorted to issuing 
threats and, when his “girlfriend” 
moved her affections to Death Row 
inhabitant Danny Rolling – the 
“Gainesville Ripper” – he attempted 
to sue her three times for stealing his 
“literary works.” 

Schaefer was obviously a man eager 
for confrontation and recognition, and 
as an ex-police officer no doubt made 
enemies easily in prison. In 1994, while 
working in the prison law library, he was 
attacked by another inmate and stabbed 
repeatedly in and about the face, body 
and hands. 

After the November 1994 attack, 
Danny Rolling wrote to his new 
girlfriend that Schaefer had encountered 
“big time problems” from inmates who 
believed Schaefer was “a rat and pain 
freak...[and] a manipulating snitch.” Over 
the next year, he was subjected to a 
constant level of harassment by fellow-
convicts, which saw his cell set on fire 
several times.

More omimously for Schaefer 
in autumn 1995, Fort Lauderdale 
homicide detective Tim Bronson 
reopened the Carmen Hallock and 
Leigh Bonadies cases and added a third 
victim, aiming to prosecute Schaefer or 
force a plea-bargain that would oblige 
him to confess and close all three cases. 
On Friday, December 1st, 1995, he 
called the Florida State Prison and made 
arrangements to interview Schaefer on 
the following Monday.

On Sunday, December 3rd, Gerard 
Schaefer was found dead in his cell. 
His throat had been slashed and 42 
other stab wounds were found on his 
head and neck. A bloody handprint on 
the wall of Schaefer’s cell was the only 
obvious clue.

Fellow-inmate Vincent Rivera was 
accused and tried for the killing. 
Despite his vehement denials, Rivera 
was convicted on June 8th, 1999, and 
saw 53 years and 10 months added to 
the life-plus-20 years sentence he was 
already serving for a double-murder. 
The alleged reason for the attack was a 
quarrel over hot water for coffee. 

With Schaefer’s death the exact 
number of victims of his murderous 
activities will remain uncertain. Some 
thought that his writings were just 
make-believe, the wishful thinking of a 
small-time killer whose murders were 
mostly in his mind. But if that were so, 
what of the vanished and murdered 
girls’ possessions found in that locked 
chamber of horrors at his mother’s 
home? There can be little doubt that the 
predatory patrolman’s accounts of his 
killings were at least in part based on 
fact, not twisted works of fiction.

The policeman was a hangman, 
not once or twice but countless 
times over. And but for Nancy 
Trotter and Sue Wells, the girls 
who got away, and the persistent 
probing by Susan Place’s mother, 
Gerard Schaefer might be slaying 
still...

these slayings represented only the tip 
of an horrific iceberg, he said: “I don’t 
think the country has ever seen anything 
of this magnitude.” 

in addition to Susan and Georgia, 22 
girls and women had vanished or had 

been found murdered in south Florida 
in a manner suggesting their deaths 
could be Schaefer’s work. He was also 
suspected of slaying two girls in West 
Virginia and two more in Iowa.

Committed to a mental hospital 
for examination pending his trial, 
Schaefer wrote telling Judge C. Pfeiffer 
Trowbridge that he didn’t know what 
his defence attorney proposed for him, 
“but I truly hope that his plans are for a 
plea of innocence. I may be mentally ill, I 
may even be insane. Only the doctors can 
know this for sure.”



W
E NO longer get fogs like 
we used to. Not like the one 
that blanketed Liverpool on 

Wednesday, December 20th, 1961. It 
wasn’t as dense as the fog that stopped 
the buses running on Merseyside two 
years earlier, reduced visibility to little 
more than a foot or two in places and 
caused several asthmatics to draw their 
last breath. But it was bad enough, and it 
shrouded a murder.

The day began much as usual for the 
Duttons at their Thingwall Lane home 
in the Liverpool suburb of Knotty Ash. 
Shortly before 8 a.m. his alarm clock 
roused Brian Dutton, a 33-year-old 
research chemist, and he made a cup of 
tea for his wife Maureen Ann, 27.

The couple’s second, as yet 
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unchristened, son had been born only 
three weeks earlier, so she remained in 
bed for a while, kissing her husband 
goodbye at 8.10 a.m. before he left to 
drive to his work with ICI at Widnes.

Reader Stuart Davies from Barnstaple wrote to ask: “I 
wonder if TD knows of this case from 1961? On December 20th, 
Brian Dutton of Knotty Ash arrived back home from work at ten 
past six to find his wife Maureen dead on the floor of the living-
room, apparently stabbed to death. There were no signs of a 
struggle, no evidence of forced entry and nothing had been stolen. 
The two Dutton children had not been harmed.”
This mystery endures – or does it? Here’s our report by 
Matthew Spicer...

   questions   
   answers

Around 11 o’clock Maureen’s mother-
in-law called as usual to check on her 
and the new baby. Maureen said she 
wanted to take her two-year-old son 
David to see the Christmas crib at 
Childwall parish church, and asked if her 
mother-in-law could look after the baby.

Mrs. Elsie Dutton said she had other 
commitments that morning, but she 

could babysit in the afternoon. She left 
the house at about noon, but at 1.30 
p.m. she phoned Maureen to say she 
couldn’t come after all because it was too 
foggy.

helpful that the child might say.
“David is prattling away at his 

grandmother’s house, but so far we 
have not been able to get anything 
concrete from him by questions,” police 

Maureen a
MyStery D
of knotty

The Duttons lived in Thingwall Lane, Knotty Ash 
(above), in the suburbs of Liverpool

The poor visibility delayed Brian 
Dutton’s journey home, but he was 
back at 6.10 p.m. and surprised to find 
his house in darkness. He thought his 
wife might be visiting his mother in 
Broadgreen Road, but when he entered 
his living-room and switched on the light 
he saw Maureen’s body on the floor. She 
had multiple stomach wounds, and had 
been stabbed to death.

The children were unhurt – the baby 
was in his cot, and David was curled 
up, crying, in a chair. Their dazed father 
alerted his neighbours, who called the 
police and a doctor.

D etectives led by Detective Chief 
Superintendent James Morris, head 

of Liverpool CID, found no evidence of 
a struggle and no sign of a forced entry. 
The family’s lunch lay half-eaten on the 
morning-room table, suggesting that the 
murder had been committed around 
lunchtime. The killer was believed to 
have entered the house by the back door, 
which was usually left unlocked.

Maureen Dutton had been stabbed 
14 times, apparently in front of her 
children, and it was hoped that a clue or 
two might be gleaned from little David. 
He and his baby brother were taken 
to the home of Brian Dutton’s mother 
where a policewoman joined the family, 
keeping an ear cocked for anything 

&
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In 1961 Mrs. 
Maureen Dutton 
was found dead in 

her own home. She 
had been stabbed 

14 times as her two 
children looked on. 
the police followed 
numerous leads and 
had several suspects 

– but the case 
remains unsolved. 

can you help?

had thonged edges.
Bus conductors on nearby routes were 

asked to come forward if they had seen 
anything suspicious, and neighbours 
were asked if anyone had called at their 
homes during the day, and if they had 
seen any strangers in the district.

Police used torches to search the 
tennis courts behind the Duttons’ house, 
and the playing fields of Thingwall 
Residential School opposite. The next 
morning the scene was visited by Mr. 
Herbert Balmer, Liverpool’s Deputy 
Chief Constable and previously the 
city’s top detective. During this visit a 
temporary Christmas postman called at 
the house, and he was asked if he had 
seen anything suspicious. He hadn’t.

A
s the inquiry continued, the police 
changed their view about the 

intruder’s probable means of entry. 
They now believed that he was someone 
Maureen Dutton knew or who gained 
entry on some pretext. He – or possibly 
she – was thought to have been admitted 

en anD the 
ry Doctor 
tty aSh

Superintendent Morris told the Liverpool 
Echo. “We hope that his prattling will 
continue, and in the course of it he may 
drop a clue which may give us a lead to 
the killer.”

Brian Dutton was swiftly eliminated 
as a suspect, his absence at work giving 
him a solid alibi. His wife had not been 
sexually assaulted and nothing had 
been taken from the house, the killer’s 
motive presenting as big a mystery as his 
identity.

More than 100 detectives were 
assigned to the investigation, five 
tracker dogs were brought in and 
council workers searched the drains 
around Thingwall Lane for the murder 
weapon, believed to be a knife. A brown 
leather sheath which did not belong to 
the Duttons was found at the house. 
“This could be the sheath in which the 
murder weapon was contained,” said 
a police spokesman. It appeared to be 
home-made, was five and a half inches 
long, one and a half inches wide, and 

Police officers using metal detectors search the Duttons’ garden in 
Thingwall Lane for the murder weapon

Above, one of the last 

photos of Mrs. Dutton



husband came home, however, she told 
him the man had indecently assaulted 
her, and police inquiries established that 
he was not a doctor. He was described as 
between 27 and 30, dark-skinned, with 
a wide nose and curly hair. The woman 
said he had worn horn-rimmed glasses 
and a dark grey overcoat.

This development raised the possibility 
that the man was Maureen Dutton’s 
killer. The names and addresses of 
young women who had recently become 
mothers could be ascertained from the 
birth announcements in the classified 
advertisements of the local newspapers, 
and it would be simple enough for 
someone posing as a doctor to call on 
those women saying he had been sent 
to examine them. So was this the killer’s 
pretext for gaining entry to Maureen 
Dutton’s home, and was she murdered 

to the house at the front door, and then 
to have put a knife to Mrs. Dutton’s 
throat, forcing her to retreat backwards 
along the hall and into the living-room, 
where she was murdered.

She had been married for only three 
and a half years, so was her killer a 
jealous ex-boyfriend or an ex-girlfriend 
of her husband? The police explored this 
line of inquiry, but it yielded nothing.

Superintendent Morris announced 
that the police wished to trace a young 
woman who had called at the Duttons’ 
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her bus journey, and the conductor 
described her as a tall, plump, strawberry 
blonde aged between 25 and 35. She was 
wearing a pale pink coat and black shoes 
with stiletto heels, and carrying a white 
“envelope” type bag. She alighted from 
the bus in Lime Street, and the police 
appealed for her or anyone who knew 
her or had seen her to come forward, but 
she was never traced.

Meanwhile the Christmas leave of all 
Liverpool detectives had been cancelled, 
and officers used mine-detectors in 
their search for the murder weapon in 
the Duttons’ garden, the grounds of 
Thingwall Hall Mental Institution, and 
in farmland to the north, east and west 
of Knotty Ash.

A possible lead surfaced when 
a young woman living in the 

Halewood district of Liverpool reported 
a disturbing incident. The day before the 
murder she had been visited by a young 
man who claimed to be a doctor. Like 
Mrs. Dutton, she had recently given 
birth, and she assumed that the caller 

had been sent 
to see her as 
part of her 
post-natal 
care.

When her 

Shoppers look at the suspect’s picture (above right) on the side of a touring police van in Prescott Road. The photofit 
(left) was very detailed and drew numerous responses – but the killer remained elusive

house in a taxi at midday on several 
Fridays during the past two months. She 
duly came forward, and was ruled out of 
the inquiry.

Then a bus conductor on a local route 
told the police an interesting story. He 
said that at 4.30 on the 
afternoon of the murder 
an agitated young woman 
boarded his bus as it was 
making its way to the city 
centre. The conductor said 
the girl had an Irish accent 
and was talking to herself, 
saying she had to leave 
Liverpool and the country 
immediately, and was 
going to London to catch 
a plane.

She continued muttering 
excitedly throughout 

because she became suspicious and 
threatened to call the police?

A third potential suspect came into 
the picture when several Thingwall Lane 
residents recalled seeing a suspicious-
looking youth between 12.50 and 1.50 
on the afternoon of the murder. He was 
said to have dark curly hair, to have 
been wearing a leather or cloth jacket, a 
green pullover and cavalry twill trousers, 
and to have been walking towards the 
Duttons’ home from the direction of 
Thingwall Hall Drive.
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In response to this report, a youth 
in a black leather jacket came forward 
to say he had been in Thingwall Lane 
that afternoon, but he soon satisfied the 
police that he had no connection with 
the murder. There was also a report that 
a man had been seen running from the 
area at around the time in question.

The police continued their search in pursuit of the murderer – but to no avail

Furthermore, he was believed to have 
posed as a doctor, and his right arm 
was tattooed with a reversed swastika, a 
Tiki-cult symbol. It transpired, however, 
that the drugs he had stolen were 
merely vitamin tablets, sleeping pills and 
sedatives, and that he had pretended to 
be a doctor simply in order to acquire 
them. He had no criminal record, 
his solicitor said, but his tattoo had 
prompted the police to think he might 
be linked with Mrs. Dutton’s murder, 
although he had an alibi.

No more was heard of him in 
connection with the investigation, but 
there was a spate of fresh tips after the 
Echo became the first newspaper in the 
country to publish a full-colour identikit 
picture of a man wanted for questioning 
in a murder investigation. The picture, 
portraying the youth in a leather jacket, 
appeared on the newspaper’s front 
page on January 18th, and more than 
60 readers phoned the police to say 
they thought they had seen the suspect 
depicted.

E very lead was followed up, and the 
most promising one came from a 

woman who lived near the Duttons. She 
said that at 3.30 on the afternoon of the 
murder she saw a young man with dark, 
curly hair and wearing a shiny black 
jacket. She remembered him because 
he was being violently sick outside a 
Methodist church half a mile from the 
crime scene.

the detectives learned that worshippers 
of the Polynesian god Tiki made 
sacrifices during the winter solstice. It 
was speculated that Mrs. Dutton could 
have become involved with the cult, 

been brainwashed, and consented to her 
ritual murder, which would explain the 
absence of evidence of a struggle.

Local members of the cult were 
interviewed, but nothing came of this 

fanciful line of inquiry. 
It was given a final 
twist early the following 
month, however, when a 
24-year-old male nurse 
living near the city centre 
was charged with stealing 
drugs from three Liverpool 
hospitals.

Members of a 
Polynesian cult 

were believed to 
have called at the 
Duttons’ home 

recently, and the 
detectives learned 
that worshippers of 
the Polynesian god 
Tiki made sacrifices 
during the winter 

solstice
The investigators seemed to be 

clutching at any straw when it was 
learned that they were exploring a 
theory that Maureen Dutton was the 
victim of a ritual murder. Members of 
a Polynesian cult were believed to have 
called at the Duttons’ home recently, and 

• United States

W  
HEN JoHN Gentry 
survived a car bombing 
attack in Pensacola 

in 1983, Florida’s police took an 
interest in both his fiancée Judy 
and the “vitamins” she had been 
giving him which had made him sick. 
Analysis discovered they contained 
arsenic and formaldehyde. Further 
investigations astonished the police.

Judy’s first husband, James 
Goodyear, a US Air Force sergeant, 
had died in 1971 from natural causes. 
In 1973, Judy moved in with Bobby 
Joe Morris, who died in January 1978. 
At this time she legally changed her 
name to “Buenoano” (bad Spanish for 
“good year”).

In 1979 Judy’s 19-year-old son 
Michael Goodyear had been stricken 
by an illness that left him paraplegic. 
In 1980 his mother took him for a 
canoe ride. When it capsized, Michael, 
with metal braces on his atrophied 
limbs but no life jacket, drowned. Judy 
swam to safety. 

After the 
car bomb 
police 
exhumed 
James and 
Michael 
Goodyear 
and Bobby 
Joe Morris. 
Arsenic 
poisoning 
was found in 
each case. 

on June 
6th, 1984, Judy was sentenced to 
life imprisonment for her son’s 
murder. on November 6th, 1984, 
she was sentenced to 12 years in 
prison for the car bombing. Finally 
on November 26th, 1985 – as she 
protested “I didn’t ever kill anybody!” 
– Judy was sentenced to death for 
the murder of her first husband. The 
insurance policies she had taken out 
over the previous decade would have 
netted her almost half a million dollars.

After 13 years on Death Row, 
on Monday, March 30th, 1998, Judy 
Buenoano became the first woman to 
be executed in Florida for 150 years.

Got a suggestion for the World’s Worst Killers? Write to us at True Detective, 
P.O. Box 735, London SE26 5NQ, UK or email truedetective@truecrimelibrary.com

• United States

Judy Buenoano

THE WORLD’S WORST KILLERS
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She told the police he bumped into 
her and kept his hands in his pockets, 
and she then saw him run to the 
church’s railings.

A life-size enlargement of the 
identikit picture was displayed on a 
police van which toured the Knotty 
Ash and Old Swan ar eas, a detective 
with a megaphone asking anyone who 
recognised the man to come forward.

The picture was also screened in 
TV news bulletins, and this prompted 
another woman to contact the police. 
She lived near Thingwall Lane, and she 
said the picture resembled a youth who 
had called at her home at 1.50 p.m. on 
the day of the murder.

He had just stood on her doorstep, 
saying nothing, but with a half-smile as 
he tapped his left hand with his right. 
She noticed that he had long, slender, 

have been there, and telling what you 
saw would have cost you your job or 
your marriage?

Witnesses often fail to come 
forward for their own personal 
reasons. If you know something 

about Maureen Dutton’s murder 
which you kept to yourself at the 
time, but you feel you can divulge 
now, the police would like to hear 
from you. It is never too late to help 
solve a murder.

suntanned fingers that appeared to be 
well kept, before she slammed her door 
in his face.

With that account, however, the leads 
petered out.

The presence of a mental institution 
near the Duttons’ home did not go 
unremarked. Was the killer insane? That 
could explain the apparently motiveless 
nature of the murder. Or was the slaying 
a burglary gone wrong, the intruder 
fleeing empty-handed after killing 
Maureen Dutton and panicking?

More than 60 years later the crime is 
still unsolved and will probably remain 
so, unless an account such as this 
triggers a long-forgotten memory of 
something that seemed unimportant at 
the time, but with hindsight now appears 
significant.

Were you around Knotty Ash in 
that December fog? Or did you know 
someone who was in the district and 
unaccountably changed their routine 
or otherwise began behaving strangely? 
Were you told something in confidence, 
something you knew the police would 
want to know but which you felt unable 
to divulge for some reason: family 
loyalty or whatever? Did you suspect 
someone, but were too frightened to 
talk? Or did you see something you 
couldn’t reveal because you shouldn’t 

I
t was almost a year after the inexplicable murder of Maureen Dutton 
that a similar murder occurred only a mile away.  

On Sunday, December 9th, 1962, Lesley Hobbs was at home at 191 Childwall 
Valley Road baby-sitting her three younger siblings while her parents were out for 
a quiet drink. When they returned at 11.30 p.m. they found 12-year-old Lesley’s 
bloodstained and battered body in the lounge. Upstairs the three younger children 
were asleep, unharmed and undisturbed.

Again a large-scale police hunt was immediately 
set up with hundreds of detectives drafted in from 
other local forces. This time however there was an 
unlikely suspect identified within days.

Peter Rix, who lived in nearby Craighurst Road, 
was a 15-year-old office clerk. Intelligent and 
articulate, the boy had been expelled from grammar 
school at 12, and to the growing concern of his 
parents he had exhibited strange behaviour and an 
obsession with knives and blades. 

When an investigating 
officer asked to see the 
coat Rix was wearing 
on the night of the 
murder, he was evasive 
and uncooperative, and 
when produced  the 
garment was stained 
with a red liquid. Rix 
claimed it was paint, 

not blood, but then tried to run and was arrested. At 
the local police station, encouraged by his mother, he 
confessed to the murder.

“I don’t know what made me do it but I went and 
rang the front doorbell. She opened the door and I 
pushed in. I stabbed her and she screamed. I told her 
to be quiet and put her hands behind her back. I tied 
her hands with a tie I picked up from the couch.

“I then picked up the poker and hit her head a lot 
of times. She ran up against the door. I picked up a 
stand from the grate and hit her with it. She fell on the 
floor. I hit her a lot of times with the stand.

“When I tied her hands I put gags round her mouth to stop her shouting 
because I was going to batter her but I don’t know why. I don’t know what came 
over me. I wanted to do it for a long time.”

The murder weapon was hidden behind Rix’s wardrobe. When asked if he 
owned another knife, he claimed that he had owned another long bladed sheath 
knife but his father had confiscated it.

Peter Rix was charged with murder and his trial in February 1963 was brief 
despite his family engaging esteemed Liverpool barrister (later Dame) Rose 
Heilbron. She led her defence with a plea of manslaughter on the grounds of 
diminished responsibility. The evidence of the psychiatrists focused on the lack of 
empathy Rix showed for his victim, his unemotional and detached state and the 
possibility that he suffered from a psychopathic disorder.

Rix was found guilty and confined to a mental institution. One question 
remained: Did he also murder Maureen Dutton? Could a 14-year-old boy who 
killed another youth have already committed such an atrocity while infants looked 
on?

Despite the similarities between these shocking murders the police 
remained unconvinced of Rix’s involvement in the earlier case. 

LocaL teenaGe kILLer: 
a Possible Suspect 
– Or Just A Bizarre 

Coincidence?

Victim Lesley Hobbs

Rose Heilbron QC

Were you around 
knotty ash in that 

December fog? 
or did you know 

someone who was 
in the district and 

unaccountably 
changed their 

routine or 
otherwise began 

behaving strangely?       
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T
HEY WERE the sort of people 
early Hollywood films were being 
made about – “perfect specimens 

of American youth,” according to one 
report. Both were the star athletes and 
the star scholars of their high schools. 
Both appeared to have been created by 
the gods from faultless moulds.

She was 17-year-old Annavieve 
France, popular leader of her high 
school class, brilliant student and 
beloved star of the drama society. He 
was Ward Davis, athletics champion 
of Petersburg High School in Indiana 
before winning a sports scholarship to 
Alabama University.

They were the “beautiful and the 
handsome,” they were successful 
and they were in love. They went 
everywhere together and were seen 
everywhere together. 

It was a match that began when 
she was 14 and he 16 – a match that 
everyone in Petersburg talked about. 
Where would they go after they were 
married? Surely the way was open to 
the stars?

But it wasn’t to happen like that. 
On March 29th, 1936, a cloud of 
indescribable grief settled over the little 
Indiana community. For Annavieve was 
dead and Ward Davis was inconsolable.

Her crumpled body lay in the car that 
Davis had borrowed from a friend that 
afternoon and left outside his parents’ 
home. There was a bullet through her 
heart, fired from a .38 revolver.

As news of her death spread through 
the town, the local community, most of 
them farmers, stood in groups along the 
main street and talked quietly and sadly 
about the town’s favourite girl. 

Jane Dillon, the class president, was to 
have held a party that night. “The last 
thing Annavieve said as she left school 
was that she would see us all at the 
party tonight,” Jane said.

The France family was familiar with 
tragedy. Annavieve’s father was killed 
in a mine accident and her mother was 
left with five little girls to bring up. Mrs. 
France had to get a job, and the girls 
were boarded out to their two sets of 
grandparents. There they grew up until 
Annavieve, at 17, had only one more 
year at high school in front of her when 
the tragic accident happened.

She had been shot, said the 

The Beautiful &
THE DAMNED

Case recalled by Martha Lee Forgy

The love affair was the stuff of 
romantic novels and everyone 
marvelled at it. But underneath, a 
volcano of hatred, jealousy and fear 
was waiting to erupt

The love affair was the stuff of 
romantic novels and everyone 
marvelled at it. But underneath, a 
volcano of hatred, jealousy and fear 
was waiting to erupt

Seventeen-year-old 
high school student 
Annavieve France



sheriff, concerned for his state of mind, 
decided not to question him until after 
Annavieve’s funeral service. For the 
rest of the townsfolk it all seemed like 
a bad dream that such a cruel thing 
could have happened to the two most 
popular students, accidental though it 
was.

The church was filled to its 320 
capacity for the funeral service, and 

The 

borrowed 

car in which 

Annavieve 

France was 

shot dead

pathologist, as she sat in the car. The 
bullet entered her chest, passed through 
her heart and out of her back, lodging 
in the seat cushion. There were no 
visible powder burns.

At the undertaker’s they discovered 
one clue. This was in her handbag 
– a tear-dampened handkerchief 
wadded into a tight little ball. It was 
mute testimony to the grief she was 
feeling moments before she died. But 
what could possibly have happened, 
Sheriff Bill Weathers, in charge of the 
investigation, wondered, to cause all 
that grief when she was out alone on a 
carefree jaunt with her boyfriend?

Inside the death car there were no 
signs of a struggle. There was a used 
bullet casing from the .38-calibre 
revolver at Annavieve’s feet. Surveying 
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another 1,000 gathered outside. When it 
was over, Sheriff Weathers went to see 
Ward Davis in his cell.

“Tell me exactly what happened,” he 
said.

Davis began hesitantly. He did not 
own a car, so he borrowed one from a 
friend on the afternoon of the accident. 
He told this friend: “Annavieve sent 
word by one of her buddies for me to 
meet her after school. I think she wants 
me to take her out to her grandfather’s 
place.” He promised not to keep the car 
too long and drove off in the direction 
of the high school.

Nor did he own a gun. The day 
before the accident he hitched a lift to 
a village about three miles away to ask 
if he could borrow a gun from another 
friend, Lyle Basinger. The Basinger 
family kept a general store in the village, 
and Ward knew that Lyle owned a gun.

“I wonder if I could borrow it?” he 
asked. “I want to kill two mangy dogs.”

Lyle was quite happy with that. He 
brought the gun into Petersburg next 
day, where Ward met him to collect it. 
Ward later bought eight cartridges for 
20 cents at the local hardware store.

“I called for Annavieve at the high 
school and we drove out on the 
Petersburg road for about two miles,” 
Ward said. “I parked up near the old 
Gum Tree schoolhouse.”

He then turned to Annavieve with 
what the sheriff thought was an unusual 
and somewhat mysterious request. He 
wanted her to sign a marriage contract.

“I had drawn up a proposed marriage 
agreement and asked Annavieve to sign 

it,” he said matter-of-factly. “When she 
refused I drew the gun to threaten and 
frighten her. She grabbed it and it went 
off when she tried to wrest it from me. 
The whole thing was purely accidental.”

His head fell on to his chest and 
he refused to say any more. Sheriff 
Weathers decided to end the interview 
for the time being.

At the inquest the coroner recorded 

“He stared 
straight into my 
eyes while he 
asked hostile 

questions, and 
kept tossing two 
pistol bullets up 
in one hand”

a verdict of “probable murder.” Sheriff 
Weathers still wasn’t convinced, so he 
began interviewing the young couple’s 
friends, and what he found out shocked 
him. Ward Davis and Annavieve had 
not only been quarrelling of late, but 
Davis was revealing a streak of insane 
jealousy and Annavieve was becoming 
frightened of his anger.

Discussing the case with colleagues, 
Weathers said: “His jealousy makes the 
explanation of the marriage contract 
seem more plausible, but we can’t 
overlook the fact that when her body 
was found, neither her hair nor her 
clothing were disarranged. There was 
no evidence of a struggle and there 
were no powder burns to indicate that 
she had been shot at close range.”

There were also two exploded bullets 
to consider – the cartridge case of one 
was found in the car and Ward had 
handed over the other one when he 
gave himself up. That meant that the 
gun was fired twice, which doesn’t 
happen in an accidental shooting.

Detectives searched for a marriage 
contract, but no such paper was found 
on Davis, in the car or near the spot 
where the shooting took place.

F
riends of the couple now came 
forward voluntarily to contend 

that Ward had repeatedly threatened 
Annavieve. She had even considered 
making an official complaint to get him 
bound over to keep the peace.

Margaret Jackson, classmate and 
close friend of Annavieve, said she saw 
finger-shaped bruises on her friend’s 

the scene, Weathers decided that 
someone standing outside the car must 
have shot her.

H
e was still trying to puzzle out 
exactly why, when at 9 o’clock that 

evening Ward Davis and one of his 
friends, Donald Weber, called in to see 
him.

Weber got straight to the point. 
“Sheriff, Ward has asked me to come 
here with him. He shot Annavieve 
this afternoon, but it was all a terrible 
accident.”

Silently, Davis laid an old .38-calibre 
revolver on the sheriff ’s desk, and a 
spent cartridge case. The gun was 
loaded with five bullets.

“It was an accident, sheriff,” 
mumbled the distraught youth as he 
was led away to a cell.

The sheriff turned to Weber. “How 
did you get involved?” he asked.

“He called me and we walked around 
for a little while,” Weber said. “I could 
see something was worrying him. 
Finally he blurted it out, about the 
accident. He asked me what I thought 
he should do. I told him to get himself 
in jail just as fast as he could, and he 
agreed.”

Petersburg was a small, close-knit 
community, where everyone knew 
each other. Sheriff Weathers was on 
first-name terms with Lucian Davis, 
Ward’s father, who wept as he greeted 
his son in the prison cell.

After his father left, Ward Davis 
paced his cell, and despite his passion 
for fitness, chain-smoked all night. The 



that the story told by the prosecution 
witnesses was much more believable 
than Davis’s account, and that the 
couple’s great love match was, in fact, 
alight with his jealous rage long before 
the “accident.” Consequently, they 
found Ward Davis guilty of first-degree 
murder.

At the sentencing phase of the 
trial he was spared the death 
penalty and sentenced instead to 
life imprisonment. He protested 
to the judge: “You’re sending away 
an innocent man.” By then, there 
weren’t many people in Petersburg 
prepared to believe that.

Athletics champion Ward Davis. He 
borrowed this gun (right) from a 
friend “to kill two mangy dogs”
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unhappiness moments before her death.
Ward Davis was accordingly charged 

with first-degree murder. He said 
nothing, went back to his cell, and 
continued spending his time there 
reading detective magazines.

T
he trial began on September 12th, 
1936, with Prosecutor Louis Savage 

calling for the death penalty for “a 
cold-blooded, premeditated murder 
after Annavieve refused to marry 
Davis.” After a succession of mostly 
high school witnesses testified how 
badly he treated Annavieve, Davis went 
into the witness-box.

“I never once quarrelled with 
Annavieve,” he said. “We had little spats 
now and again over inconsequential 
things, but that was all. I never in my life 
struck her or laid hands on her in anger.

“On the day she died it was an 
accident. She had said earlier that we 
had time to go for a ride in the car 
and it was she who suggested we drive 
out to Gum Tree School and park. We 
talked for an hour about school affairs 
and the dance we planned to go to the 
following evening, making love to each 
other all the while.

“We were there for possibly three 
hours. There was no quarrel whatsoever 
while we were there. I kissed her, 
embraced her and hugged her, and 
while this was happening she felt the 
gun inside my coat pocket.

“She pulled it out and looked down 
the barrel. I told her to put it down, that 
she might get hurt. I explained that I 
had borrowed it to shoot some mean 
dogs in our neighbourhood. She laid 
the pistol on the seat between us. It was 
then time to go, and I started to back 
the car up to turn around. She seized 
the gun as I started to change gear.”

At this point he broke down sobbing, 
and it was several minutes before he 
could resume. Then he said: “I grabbed 
her arm and told her to put the pistol 
down. Suddenly the gun went off.”

He saw her slump in her seat and 
guessed she was hurt, but it wasn’t 
until he reached the paved road that he 
realised she was dead.

“I was too grief-stricken and 
bewildered to know what I was doing 
after that. I loved Annavieve and I 
thought she loved me.”

The jury clearly had no doubts 

throat when Annavieve returned home 
one night after a date with Davis. She 
knew positively that Annavieve “greatly 
feared” Davis.

“He was extremely jealous of her. 
One night he kept her out so late in 
the cold that her feet were frozen. The 
following day he came to my house, 
where she was staying, but at first she 
didn’t want to see him.

“She finally went to the door and 
Davis grabbed her by the arm and 
rough-handled her outside. When she 
resisted he hit her. When she came 
back she was crying. She told me that 
that afternoon would be her last date 
with him. She said, ‘I’m going to tell 
him it’s all over.’”

Roxy Veeck, another student, 
said Davis came to a house where 
Annavieve was at a party and searched 
through the coats until he found hers, 

apparently to assure himself that she 
was there. When Annavieve found 
out that he was there she hid in the 
bathroom for an hour and 15 minutes 
to avoid him.

Yet another student, Pearl Owings, 
said Annavieve had stayed overnight at 
her house and Davis had accompanied 
her there. After Pearl and her sister 
heard a scuffle on the front porch, 
Annavieve came in crying with bruises 
on her neck, nose and cheek.

Ward Davis, according to Robert 
Rogers, a student teacher, was 
“threatening” when he quizzed him 
about whether he had ever dated 
Annavieve. “He stared straight into my 
eyes while he asked hostile questions, 
and kept tossing two pistol bullets up in 
one hand.”

The image of the all-American 
loving couple was dissolving with every 
new caller to the sheriff ’s office. The 
difference between what people had 
thought about the two lovers and the 
grim reality was hard to believe.

Another witness, Mrs. Jessie 
Kingscherff, told of a quarrel 
between the couple the evening 
before Annavieve died. She said that 
Annavieve kept backing away from 
Davis. He seemed angry and she 
seemed worried. Minutes later he 
hitched a ride to Lyle Basinger’s store 
to borrow his gun.

Donald Weber and another student 
both testified that Davis told them he 
intended to commit suicide. Sheriff 
Weathers had few doubts now that 
what had happened was a cold-blooded 
killing. The pitiful, tightly-wadded 
tear-soaked handkerchief found in 
Annavieve’s handbag told plainly of her 
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A 
DISMAL night in November, 
1913, saw a young Cardiff shop 
assistant, Maud Mulholland, shot 

to death. Her killer pumped six bullets 
into her body.

It was a murder that shocked 
an entire city. It destroyed the 
life of an innocent young 
woman. It devastated her 
family, and that of her 
killer. And it put paid 
forever to a young man’s 
dreams of becoming a 
soccer star and playing for 
Cardiff City FC.

After shooting the girl to 
death, he gave himself up to 
the first policeman he saw. “I’ve 
just shot and killed my girlfriend, 
constable. You’d better arrest me,” he 
told the startled officer.

Maud’s killer was a young insurance 
agent named Edgar Lewis Bindon. He 

Edgar Bindon was a keen 
footballer. But his most 

notable shots were those he 
fired with a revolver...

There seems little doubt that, 
during the following few days, the 
state of Edgar Bindon’s mind rapidly 
deteriorated. Indeed, evidence of this 
was found in a number of letters he 
wrote during that period, especially to 
his widowed mother, some of which 
were read at the inquest on Maud 
Mulholland.

One read:
“Dear Mother,
This is a letter from Maud. I will see 

her at 10.30. That will 
be the last goodbye she 
will ever wish anyone, 

was just 19. It would hardly have been 
possible to find anyone who looked less 
like a murderer. Away from the tedium 
of his job he was a keen footballer who 
never missed a chance to turn out for 
either of his two local amateur teams. He 
even dared dream of parlaying his skills 
into a place with the mighty Cardiff 
City.

Yet in order to hold onto his girl he 
was prepared to kill her and then kill 
himself.

He fell in love with Maud Mulholland, 
virtually the girl next door, and courted 
her for some time. Maud, who did not 
spurn his advances, was very attractive, 
the daughter of a ship’s captain. And 
there was abundant evidence that 
Maud was very fond of the young 
man who dreamed of being a soccer 
star.

Until a rival appeared on the scene.
The strong competition from this 

rival for Maud’s affections made 
Bindon intensely jealous, an emotion 
which grew into something akin to a 
temporary madness. But Bindon was 
sane enough. And the murder, by his 
own admission, proved to have been 
premeditated.

Bindon gradually began to form the 
idea, never substantiated, that Maud’s 
parents were dead set against him for 
some reason. And this, added to his 
insane jealousy, turned him into a killer.

One night when he called to see Maud 
he was informed by the father that it 
would be better if he didn’t call again, 
and that Maud herself wished their 
friendship to end.

Bindon refused to believe it, even 

when Maud came to the door and 
confirmed what her father had said. 
Bindon, of course, preferred to believe 
that the girl he loved was truly fond of 
him and had only verified the shattering 

statement in order to please her 
father – or because she was 

afraid of Mr. Mulholland.
The angry, painful scene 

continued for a while on 
the Mulholland doorstep 
until finally, rejected and 
in utter despair, Bindon 
was moved to promise 
as he left: “You’ll be 

sorry about what you’re 
doing.”
Bindon clearly 

hadn’t realised that Maud 
herself was deciding to end their 
relationship – that her parents were 
simply backing her up. Not, as he 
believed, the other way around.

WHY T
HANGED IN 

WALES: Part 8Case report by 

Cyril Donson
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Above, a white X shows where Maud Mulholland (left) 
was standing when she was shot by Edgar Bindon and the 
black X shows where she staggered to, collapsed and died

Cardiff City in action at Ninian Park. 
Young Edgar Bindon (below) had 
dreamed of playing for the club
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She had in fact arranged to go out 
with the rival boyfriend. After she spent 
the evening with her new admirer, it was 
not until after she left him that Bindon 
accosted Maud on her way home.

When Edgar Bindon produced the 
revolver and pumped six shots into 
poor Maud Mulholland’s body, it was 
as if all his dreams lay dying there on 
the pavement with her as the lifeblood 
poured out of her veins.

He sank to his knees beside her to 
embrace and kiss the girl whose life he 
had so tragically cut short. By his own 
admission, he remained with her thus for 
fully five minutes before seeking out a 
constable to confess his crime...

Eminent Welsh solicitor Mr. C. M. 
Lloyd, who was called in by a relative 
of Bindon’s to defend the accused man, 
could not have done more to try to save 
Bindon from the hangman’s noose. Mr. 
Lloyd firmly believed that, though his 
client had confessed to the murder, he 
did not deserve to die on the scaffold.

When asked why he killed Maud, 
the prisoner told Lloyd: “I couldn’t live 
without her. Without Maud, life has no 
interest for me whatsoever.”

When asked: “Why didn’t you shoot 
yourself (as he had written to his mother 
that he would) and so save all this 
trouble and anxiety to your people?” 
Bindon answered quietly:

“I fully intended to do so, but 
somehow...the moment I shot her an 
overpowering desire came over me 
to see my mother again and I simply 
couldn’t do it. So I ran away and gave 
myself up.”

Then he added: “When I shot her 
and she was lying on the ground, I knelt 
down beside her and kissed her goodbye. 
And I said to her, ‘Forgive me Maud. I’ll 
be with you soon.’”

A
t the murder trial in March, 1914, 
Lloyd produced evidence that 

Bindon’s father had died following 
a brain disorder, and that two other 
relatives had been confined in mental 
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after she has wished me goodbye. I have got 
a seven-chamber revolver fully loaded in 
my pocket. So tonight I will end everything. 
God, if anyone had done to her what I have 
done to her, they would realise my position. 
Oh, Mother, at last I am raving mad. 
This is the end of it all. God bless you and 
Harry. Don’t think too badly of me.

Edgar.”
Another letter stated:
“The thought of another fellow being 

anything to her is driving me mad. You 
little think what I am writing as you sit 
there darning. Try your best to have us 
buried together. I can see her now ...oh, 
what a time we had last Monday night! I 
have no more to say. My head is bursting. I 
am going worse and I must stop...

“I am coming to see you before I go, just 
to wish you goodbye. No doubt you will 
think I am mad, but I told you before I 
can’t live without my dear Maud. I am 
going out with her tonight for the last time. 

After that we shall never worry again. I 
hope God will forgive us and I wish to say 
that it is Maud’s wish that we should be 
buried together.”

In yet another letter he wrote:
“I have been talking to Maud and the 

first time we are together we are going to die 
together. I know Maud is broken-hearted 
and she says she would rather die than be 
parted from me. So would I. We could never 
have been more to each other even if we had 
been married...”

In one final letter he implored his 
mother, “For God’s sake let no one see 
this,” and he again implied that he and 
Maud had been intimate. But medical 
evidence proved that there had been no 
sexual intercourse.

And that was by no means Bindon’s 
only delusion. For there was also no 
truth in his suggestion of a suicide pact. 
Maud had certainly not arranged to 
meet him on the night she was shot.
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hospitals. Also, he submitted, the 
accused had himself received treatment 
for debility and depression.

The jury found Edgar Bindon guilty, 
but made a strong recommendation for 
mercy. Bindon heard the death sentence, 
apparently unmoved. Later he told his 
solicitor that he was “quite satisfied.”

There was an immediate public 
demand for a reprieve, and Lloyd 
pleaded with the condemned man to 
appeal against the death sentence on 
the grounds of insanity, if only for the 
sake of his mother and others of his 
family near and dear to him. But Bindon 
refused to make such a plea.

He told Lloyd: “No. I have talked to 
the prison chaplain and I am convinced 
that there is a life after death. There, in a 
new existence beyond the grave, I shall 
be reunited with Maud. I could not live 
in this world knowing that she was in the 
other. Anyway, I shall be with her before 
– (he named his rival).”

Within a few days, 32,000 people were 
signing a petition for a reprieve. When 
Mr. Lloyd told him about it Bindon 
merely smiled, saying: “I cannot stop it, 
but I hope it will not be granted.”

The solicitor called upon the Home 
Secretary only hours after the petition 
was handed in. He argued that had 
Bindon shot himself after shooting 

Maud, a coroner’s verdict would most 
certainly have been “murder and suicide 
whilst of unsound mind.”

Yet, because he had not killed himself, 
Edgar Bindon was considered sane in 
law and so doomed to die.

Mr. Lloyd saw Edgar on the day 
before the execution. “I did what I 
could, you know,” he told the young 

man facing a date with death.
“I know you did,” replied Bindon. 

“And thank you a million times, but I 
am not afraid to die, or sorry.”

Edgar Lewis Bindon walked 
firmly to the scaffold, facing 
without fear the death he desired, 
confident that it would reunite him 
with the girl he loved.

Above, The Illustrated Police News, November 13th, 1913, depicts Maud Mulholland’s brutal murder and (inset) 
Edgar Bindon being questioned by police. Below left, a cutting reports on the killer’s execution and (right) the 

document signed by officials after Bindon had been hanged



"LET'S KILL EACH OTHER!"

A
NDREW WARREN was 
depressed. Suicidal, even. As he 
walked along Hythe Bridge Street 

in Oxford he was looking for someone 
who would kill him.

By one of those “You couldn’t make 
it up” happenings he found someone 
to do it. This was Wyndham Lathem, 
an American professor of microbiology 
living in Chicago. 

Professor Lathem also wanted 
someone to kill him. So the two men 
made a deal – they would kill each 
other.

“The plan was that Lathem would 
cut me open and fatally wound me,” 
Andrew Warren said. “Then I would 
shoot him.” That wasn’t the end of the 
story, however, because that plan didn’t 
work.

The meeting of these two bizarre 
kindred souls began, as such things 
often do, on the internet in 2017. 
Warren was a senior treasury officer 
in the Finance Division of Oxford 
University, responsible for the payroll 
at Somerville, Margaret Thatcher’s old 
college.

Single, well paid, but with his 
personal affairs in a hopeless mess, 
he recalled, “My financial situation 
was horrible” – leaving observers 
wondering how a man who couldn’t 
manage his own affairs rose to a senior 
position in a university finance division.

Then came the flicker of light at 
the end of his dark tunnel. Warren, 

43, liked to advertise on a gay dating 
app as Anything Goes, No Limits and 
Gone Forever. That’s when Professor 
Lathem came in. As their friendship 
grew and the wings of fancy took flight 
they arranged to travel to Australia to 
meet a man who promised to kill them. 
He reneged on the agreement at the 
last moment and instead went a holiday 
cruise.

Lathem came up with Plan B. “Come 
over to Chicago,” he suggested to 
Warren. “I’ll pay for your plane ticket.”

Warren left the home he shared with 
his sister in Faringdon, Oxford, and 
flew to O’Hare International Airport, 
Chicago, where Lathem was waiting 
for him. Warren couldn’t stay with his 
new-found friend because Lathem 
had a room-mate, so he booked in at a 
hotel opposite Lathem’s Grand Plaza 
apartment.

O
n July 25th, 2017, they took crystal 
meth in Warren’s hotel room and 

discussed killing each other. Next day 
Lathem bought a pair of silver rings 
to seal the pact and they drove to St. 
Louis to buy a gun.

That didn’t work either. They 
couldn’t buy a weapon because there 
was no proof of residency, so on 
the drive back to Chicago Lathem 
suggested they kill someone else 
instead.

They went into Lathem’s bathroom 
to talk about it so as not to disturb the 
room-mate, Trent Cornell-Duranleau, 
26, who was asleep. 

Lathem injected himself with crystal 
meth and, eyes shining, produced 
a six-inch serrated knife. “Let’s kill 
Trent,” he suggested. Warren drew 
back. He was nervous.

“I don’t want to do this,” he said. “I 
don’t want to be part of it.” He didn’t 
think it would go down too well with 
his employers at Oxford University, he 
added.

Lathem was persuasive, however. 
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Andrew Warren. The 43-year-old treasury officer at Oxford University 
became enmeshed in appalling events which would stretch credulity if they 

were presented in a novel

That was the 
extraordinary 

pact made by an 
Oxford University 
accountant and 
a US university 
professor. The 

plan failed, 
so they killed 
someone else 

instead...
Report by  

Donald Carne

Lovers Made Transatlantic Suicide P
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He gave Warren his mobile. “You can 
film it,” he said. That didn’t seem so 
bad, so Warren played along. “We both 
got undressed in case there was blood 
everywhere,” he recalled.

Warren followed Lathem to Trent’s 
room, where he was still asleep. Lathem 
slashed at Trent with the knife over and 
over again – almost 70 times, slicing 
the jugular. At one point Trent stirred. 

Professor Wyndham Lathem (above). At his Grand Plaza apartment in 
Chicago (right) his room-mate Trent Cornell-Duranleau, 26 (below), was 

murdered. The facts beyond that were vigorously contested

ransatlantic Suicide Pact – But The Wrong Person Died



a microbiologist at the University of 
North Carolina. “I keep thinking there 
must be some sort of explanation. 
There’s just nothing that would have 
led me to predict something like this.”

Trent’s mother posted a comment 
about her son. “His enthusiasm for 
life was infectious. He was a caregiver 
and loved to help others. His youthful 
free spirit fuelled his love of cars, video 

Andrew Warren (above) agreed to 
testify against Lathem

“Wyndham, what are you doing?” he 
asked.

Encouraged by Lathem, Warren also 
stabbed Trent twice in the abdomen 
and smashed a table lamp over his 
head. By now Trent was screaming. 
Warren put his hand over Trent’s 
mouth to cut out the screams but was 
forced to remove it when Trent bit him. 
Finally, Trent fell to the floor dead.

Warren stood up, exhausted. He had 
failed to film the murder. “I couldn’t do 
it,” he said later.

The killers showered and went to 
Warren’s hotel room across the street. 
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games and cartoons.”
While in custody awaiting trial 

Professor Lathem, a virologist who 
specialised in the Black Death, offered 
to help medical authorities during the 
Covid pandemic. He told them: “My 
research focuses on the mechanisms by 
which pathogenic bacteria cause disease 
in humans, using Yersinia species as 
models to understand the nature of 
the host-pathogen interaction during 
respiratory infections.”

The killer’s offer was politely declined 
by the authorities.

I
n 2019 Andrew Warren agreed to 
testify against Lathem in exchange 

for a 45-year sentence. If, at a later 
stage, he can secure a transfer to a UK 
prison, this might be reduced by up to 
20 years. 

Appearing in court in a bright yellow 
jumpsuit in September 2021 before 
Judge Charles Burns, Warren was asked 
by attorney Yolanda Lippert why he 
took part in the murder.

“I don’t know why,” he replied. “I’ll 
never know why.”

Officer Mark Beam, of Chicago 
Police, found Trent’s remains. He told 
the court there were knives and drug 
paraphernalia in the apartment.

Kenneth Wine for the defence accused 
Warren of killing Trent and being an 
arch-manipulator. “This was nothing 
more than a crime of opportunity that 
had two victims. Andrew Warren took 

the life of Trenton Cornell and ruined 
the life of Dr. Lathem.”

He added that the relationship 
between the two killers ended on the 
night before the murder, but Warren 
still joined Lathem and Trent for sex on 
the night Trent died.

Things turned nasty when Warren 
climbed into bed with the room-mates. 
“Almost immediately Trent began to 
scream and shout,” Mr. Wine said. “Dr. 
Lathem dropped the knife and he began 
to be punched and hit.”

Lathem went to the bathroom but 
rushed back when he heard the sounds 
of a fight in the bedroom. “He saw 
Trent’s body twitching and yelled for 
Warren to call emergency. Warren 
refused. His reply to Dr. Lathem was, 
‘Dead bodies do that.’ And then Warren, 
who had just brutally murdered Trent, 
told Dr. Lathem he loved him.

 “This was the jealous rage of a 
dangerous psychopath. My client was 
innocent.”

Defence lawyer Barry Shepherd 
accused Warren of being a gold-digger 
attracted by Lathem’s money. Denying 
the accusation, Warren replied that he 
was at an all-time low when he met 
Lathem after the break-up of a recent 
romance.

Assistant State Attorney Matthew 
Thrun saw the affair differently to 
the defence. “Dr. Lathem may have 
shown one face to the world, that of 
a respectable, prestigious doctor, but 
Trent saw another face.”

Lathem orchestrated the murder, Mr. 
Thrun said. “He provided the crime 
location. When he was on the run, he 
was behind the wheel, he decided where 
to go. He confessed on video.”

The video was played to the court 
and Lathem could be heard saying, 
“I killed him. I did do it. It wasn’t an 
accident, it was a mistake. I don’t think 
I am a bad person but I am apparently. 

“I did something that nobody should 
ever do and I will regret it with every 
fibre of my being.”

Defence lawyer Shepherd agreed that 
his client felt responsible but insisted 
it was Warren who killed Trent. “You 
could easily see why Dr. Lathem would 
think that he’s morally responsible. 
Number one, he flew over this maniac 
from England.”

The jury took less than two hours to 
find Lathem guilty of Trent’s murder. In 
January 2022 Lathem was sentenced to 
53 years in jail.

Apologising to the court, the 
disgraced university professor said, 
“I want Trent’s family to know that I 
have been grief-stricken with remorse 
since the moment everything happened. 
The last four and a half years have not 
made it any easier. Every day I think of 
Trent.”

Judge Burns remained perplexed. 
He said, “To butcher an individual 
the way that he did in order to fulfil 
a bizarre, anti-social, perverted 
fantasy, based on whatever sense 
of reality, is totally beyond my 
understanding.”

Professor Lathem, a virologist who 
specialised in the Black Death, 

offered to help medical authorities 
during the Covid pandemic

“I killed him. I did 
do it. It wasn’t an 
accident, it was a 

mistake. I don’t think I 
am a bad person but 
I am apparently. I did 

something that nobody 
should ever do and I 

will regret it with every 
fibre of my being”

They packed their belongings and left 
the city, driving 80 miles in a rented car 
to Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, where – no 
doubt as some sort of atonement to 
their victim – Lathem donated $1,000 
in cash in Trent’s name to the public 
library and $5,000 to a Chicago Men’s 
Health centre.

Meanwhile, Chicago Police received 
an anonymous phone call that led them 
to Lathem’s apartment, and the dead 
body of his room-mate.

For the next week the killers stayed on 
the run, travelling west until, exhausted, 
they handed themselves in on the west 
coast. Lathem approached US marshals 
in Oakland and Warren walked into a 
police station in San Francisco.

Lathem’s colleagues were stunned 
by the news. “We’re all in a complete 
state of shock,” said William Goldman, 
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D
AVID BROWN wanted answers, 
and he certainly wasn’t going to 
wait for them.

Gatecrashing the extraordinary 
shareholders’ meeting that Wednesday 
night in 1901 – a meeting that would 

Case recalled by 

james newbury
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quickly become truly extraordinary for 
very different reasons – he demanded 
that the directors tell him what they 
thought they were doing by cutting his 

salary by 25 per cent.
After all, he’d founded the 

company himself, some 20 years 
before. Surely he was entitled to an 
explanation, at the very least?
But when the secretary for the 

evening, Patrick McBean, refused to 
ignore the meeting’s rules in the face of 
a tantrum, Brown pulled out a gun and 
shot one of the shareholders in the head 
at point-blank range.

Then he tried to shoot another 
director, but when the gun failed to go 
off, he stuck the barrel under his chin.

And put a bullet through his own head.

C
harters Towers in Queensland, 
Australia, was a town that had grown 

out of nothing in just a few years.
On Christmas Eve, 1871, a 12-year-old 

First Nation boy called Jupiter Mosman 
had been sent out to find his masters’ 
horses, which had bolted. What he found 
instead, at the base of Towers Hill, was 
gold.

In the resulting rush, the town’s 
population grew to over 30,000, making 
it the second-largest in the state after 
Brisbane, and by 1899 it even had its 
own stock exchange.

It was so successful, it was 

mosman street in Charters Towers, Queensland, in the early 1900s. It had 
prospered in the last decades of the 19th century – but by this time its 
natural resources were running low and its fortunes faltering

brisbane
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affectionately nicknamed “The World,” 
because it was possible to get everything 
you could possibly want from there – so 
why go anywhere else in the world?

But by the turn of the century, the area 
was starting to falter.

The gold was running out, and finding 
more in the mounds of pyrites – fool’s 
gold, as it’s commonly known – was also 
getting more and more difficult.

So it was no surprise that the Charters 
Towers Pyrites Company was feeling the 
chill in the midst of the Australian winter.

The meeting that had been called for 
that fateful night of July 10th, 1901, 
was to try to borrow money to keep the 
company going.

Three directors, five shareholders and 
Patrick McBean, who was to act as the 
secretary for the meeting, had already 
gathered at Messrs Allan B. Bright at 8 
p.m., when David Brown burst in.

Brown was 55 and struggling in his 
personal life as much as the mining 
company now was. He’d founded it 
over 20 years before, and was now 
managing it.

Which was the trouble – the company 
wasn’t succeeding the way it had been, 
and Brown was taking the blame.

His drinking – which he later claimed 
was to try to mask the smell and taste 
of all the chemicals in the air from the 
mining process – was getting out of hand, 
and probably affecting his judgement.
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american- 
born andrew 
alexander 
brown had 
helped build 
the Charters 
Towers 
Pyrites 
Company 

Queensland Shocker

ER IN THE BOARDROOM

A supposedly routine board meeting ended in shocking fashion when 
one of the directors was shot dead – by none other than the founder 

of the company himself...

Whatever the reason, the company was 
slowly failing, and something had to be 
done.

So on Monday, July 8th, McBean had 
written to him to say that Brown’s salary 
was to be reduced from £8 a week to just 
£6.

To give you an idea of how much this 
was, a typical wage for 1899 in the UK 
was roughly £16 a year.

So when Brown found out that he was 
being docked £2 a week – over £100 a 
year – he was absolutely livid.

He’d put his heart and soul into the 
company, often working 16-hour days, 
and now, here were his fellow-directors 
treating him like this. He hadn’t even 
been invited to take part!

Brown burst into the meeting in an 
utterly foul mood. Waving the letter in 
the air, he demanded to see the minutes 
book, but was given a straight no.

The decision to reduce his wages 
wasn’t on the agenda, he was told, so it 
simply couldn’t be discussed. Those were 
the rules, and that was that.

Brown, who may not have been drunk 
but had clearly been drinking, insisted 
in ever more strident terms.Who had it 
been? Pointing at each of the directors 
and shareholders in turn, he angrily 
asked each if they had taken the decision.

Again, McBean insisted that the matter 
couldn’t be discussed that night.

Even so, there were those who wanted 
to talk it through, probably just to get 
Brown out of the way so they could 
get on with the evening’s business 
uninterrupted.

But the largest shareholder, Graham 
Haygarth, 50, said that it simply couldn’t 
be allowed.

“I take God to witness that I will have 
those minutes,” Brown declared, adding 
that he had lost his own money in the 
company, and that his salary was now 
“paltry and contemptible.”

There was a lot of swearing and 
shouting, arguing back and forth, with 
neither side prepared to back down.

After a few minutes, Brown was about 
to storm out, threatening his revenge, 
when someone casually said they’d speak 
to him when he’d calmed down.
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said, adding that he could only produce 
the minutes if the chairman agreed. Once 
again, though, Haygarth refused.

So Brown simply picked up the book 

of board minutes and declared, “Well I’ve 
got the minutes here!”

Haygarth just looked away, and tried to 
get on with the evening’s proceedings as 
calmly as possible.

He was probably the only one who was 
calm, though.

By now, others were getting seriously 
worried. The manager of the company, 
waving a gun around in a board meeting? 
Madness!

“Brown, Brown, what do you mean? 
Put away that revolver!” He heard what 
they sais. But he didn’t comply.

He fired at Haygarth, hitting him in the 
head. Haygarth slumped forward, blood 
pouring out of his right ear and covering 
the table. He was killed instantly.

Panic ensued. Everyone tried to flee, 
except one director, James Matchett, 
whose sciatica prevented him from 
moving.

Brown pointed the gun at Matchett 
and pulled the trigger. But this time it 
didn’t go off.

Then he turned the gun on himself. He 
put the barrel under his chin and pulled 
the trigger.

H
earing the commotion Percy Clay, a 
company employee, rushed into the 

room and was met by a horrific scene.
Graham Haygarth’s body was now 

slumped on the floor, with blood all over 
the table, chair and carpet.

Brown, on the other hand, was still 
standing. By some astonishing chance, 
the bullet had gone clear through his 
chin, his mouth and tongue, then out 
through his nose, all without killing him.

Despite his ghastly wounds, he was 
now swaying over the table and, having 
dropped the gun, was demanding it back.

“You’re the bastard that I wanted!” he 

Brown then pulled out a gun and told 
McBean that if he didn’t produce the 
minutes, he’d be shot.

McBean just laughed. “Shoot away,” he 

Charters Towers mining settlement 
at the end of the 19th century

he enjoyed killing cats and birds and 
was attracted by fire. He had a few 
early brushes with the law at seven 
and eight, having thrown a younger 
child into a ditch and beaten a little 
girl with a rock. 

He served two months in 
detention at the age of 10 after 
his parents discovered him 
masturbating and in despair took 
him to the police.

Six years later, in January 1912, 
13-year-old Arturo Laurona was 
found dead in an abandoned 
warehouse and two months later 
Cayetano set fire to the dress of 
five-year-old Raina Vainicoff, who 
died from her burns a few days later.

In December, he kidnapped 
Jesualdo Giordano and, after 
torturing him in an abandoned barn, 
hammered a nail into his skull and 
hid the body. 

He was arrested the next day and 
spent the rest of his life in prison, 
suffering poor health before dying 
mysteriously at the age of 48 in 
1944.

I
n 1912, at the age of 16, Buenos 
Aires-born Godino, known by 
the unfortunate nickname Petiso 

orejudo (“The Big-Eared Midget”) 
went on a year-long spree and killed 
four children in Argentina, as well 
as attempting the murder of seven 
others.

His parents were Italian 
immigrants from Calabria – his 

father an 
alcoholic 
who 
suffered 
from 
syphilis. 
He was in 
and out of 
childcare 
from the 
age of 
five.

As a 
younger 
child, 

Cayetano Santos Godino

• Argentina

THE WORLD’S WORST KILLERS

“PETISO OREJUDO”
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The only reason he had pointed it at 
Haygarth had been because he was the 
chair that night.

“I wish I had killed myself – it would 
have been better that way than to be 
hung. Poor old Haygarth always stood by 
me. It was an unfortunate affair for both 
of us.”

It had all come about because the 
business was failing, and the others 
blamed Brown for its slide.

James Matchett, the director who had 
stayed seated in the melée of that fateful 
meeting, told the police that the company 
had spent two years trying to replace 
Brown.

They felt that he wasn’t up to the job 
any more and was actually starting to kill 
the business.

Instead, Brown had killed Graham 
Haygarth.

D
avid Brown appeared in court in 
Brisbane before Judge Charles 

Chubb on Tuesday, November 5th, 1901.
Patrick McBean began by telling the 

court how Brown had originally set the 
company up from its very beginnings on 
the riverbank, and guided it into a major 
processing plant.

At first, the business did well, and 
Brown had bought the best machinery 
available, investing significant amounts of 
money, and travelled widely in his quest 
to make the most of the pyrites that was 
so easily found in the area.

It seemed to be a labour of love, but 
unfortunately, it was no longer a very 
profitable one. In recent years, the 
company had started to falter, and steps 
had to be taken to stem the flow of losses.

Yes, Brown had been incensed by his 
salary reduction, but the fact was that the 
salaries of everyone in the company had 

Charters Towers Pyrites Company 
site in its 1890s heyday

although he could be a forceful man, he 
was well regarded in the town and the 
company.

Ironically, not to say tragically, Graham 
Haygarth was Brown’s biggest supporter 
in the company.

By the following morning, David 
Brown was on his way to a full recovery 
physically, but he was full of remorse.

“I have lost £1,700 in the pyrites 
work,” he told police when they came to 
interview him the next day. “For some 
time, I have been drinking more than 
usual. I was not drunk last night, though 
I had a few drinks.”

“Do you usually carry a revolver?” 
asked the officers.

“Yes, I often carry a revolver because I 
am afraid of a robbery at the works,” he 
replied. “But I am sorry I shot poor old 
Haygarth. Are they going to bury him 
today?”

He was then asked why he’d done it, if 
he was so sorry.

“There was no ill feeling between 
us,” he said. “He has always stood as 
my friend. I shot him on the spur of the 
moment and at once turned the gun 
on myself, but on pulling the trigger 
the hammer fell on a vacant chamber. I 
pulled the trigger again and the weapon 
went off, but I did not know the bullet 
had hit me until I saw the blood flowing.”

The remorse he expressed seemed 
genuine.

Like many men in Charters, Brown 
carried a gun routinely – it was a 
six-chambered, .46 long-barrelled Colt 
revolver that he kept in immaculate 
condition and described as his “pride 
and joy.”

He said that he hadn’t taken it to the 
meeting that night as a way to intimidate 
the other directors and shareholders. 

shouted at a horrified McBean.
Eventually, the police and ambulance 

arrived.
“Yes, go to poor Haygarth,” 

stammered a contrite Brown. But of 
course Haygarth was dead, so the medics 
did what they could to patch up Brown 
and, when everything calmed down, took 
him to hospital.

Outside, a crowd had gathered, with 
rumours rapidly circulating about what 
had happened upstairs.

David Brown was known throughout 
Charters Towers as a man with a bad 
temper, quick to argue with anyone who 
dared to oppose him. He had one view, 
and that was his.

It was this approach that had led to 
to the current difficulties. The company 
had invested heavily in his system for 
extracting actual gold from pyrites, and it 
had failed.

Brown, however, refused to accept 
any of the blame for the company’s 
misfortunes.

Nor, indeed, for his private problems, 
either. He was married to Charlotte 
Brown, who lived in the south of 
Queensland with their children, while he 
lived in Charters Towers with another 
woman, Sylvia, and in all he had more 
than 10 children with the two women.

G
raham Haygarth, Brown’s victim at 
the board meeting, was 50, English 

and had been the biggest shareholder in 
the company for some time, before being 
made a director in 1899.

He was also a local farmer, worked for 
the local newspaper on the side and was 
heavily involved in local sport.

Like Brown, he was married, but none 
of the children from his marriage had 
survived much beyond infancy, and 
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had to be reduced – despite what Brown 
thought, he most certainly wasn’t being 
singled out.

Then the court heard that a newspaper 
reporter from the Charters Towers 

Standard, Dugald MacDougall, had 
interviewed Brown in the hospital after 
the shootings.

As the report was read out, there were 
gasps in court as it became clear that 
Brown had lain in hospital for fully six 
weeks before being charged with murder.

Anyone could wander in and chat to 
him about anything at all. He could even 
have been free to disappear.

Judge Chubb was absolutely appalled 
– he said it was a most scandalous affair, 
and that the police should be spoken to 
about it.

Next, Brown himself took the stand. 
In a long and rambling account, he gave 
the court his story of what had happened 
and why.

salary decrease.
The source of the problem was very 

likely drink.
Brown had been drinking whiskey 

heavily for some time, which he claimed 
was to offset the effects of the chemicals 
used in the mining process.

Though it’s possible he wasn’t actually 
an alcoholic, it had clearly impaired his 
decision-making, as the company began 
to struggle.

On the day of the shootings, he had 
bumped into George Haygarth in the 
street and fell into conversation with him 
about the company.

Haygarth told Brown that the company 
was bringing in a new, younger manager, 
called McIntyre, who was an expert in 
mining, too.

And because that meant that Brown 
would be doing less work, Haygarth 
confirmed what the letter had told him, 
that his salary would be reduced.

Brown said that he’d heard nothing 
about the changes before this, and found 
it all very odd.

Obviously feeling put out by the news 
that he was to be effectively sidelined, 
he talked with Haygarth about it over 
a drink at lunch, but it would change 
nothing.

Haygarth told him how it had been 
agreed at a directors’ meeting, and that 
everything would happen exactly as he 
said.

It was unwelcome news. That, coupled 
with his upset that Sylvia, the mother of 
his children in Charters Towers, had just 
died, sent Brown back to his office where 
he drank some more. He apparently kept 
a two-gallon jar of whiskey in his office to 
mask the smell and taste in the air of the 
chemicals from the mine.

He spent more of the day drinking, 
believing that no one there would notice 
because of the smell of the chemicals, 
before he went home for a rest.

Then he went to the fateful meeting. 
All Brown would say about it was that it 
remained a haze to him. He could only 

judge Charles Chubb

Born in America before coming to 
Australia at a young age, he had spent 
almost 40 years in mining, and had 
become expert in it.

His experience in extracting gold from 
ore was considerable – in fact, he knew 
nothing else, professionally.

However, the intensity that he brought 
to his work had taken its toll. In 1883, 
he’d suffered a mental breakdown, and 
was put in a sealed room to prevent him 
from jumping out of a window.

Once he’d recovered, he had come 
to Charters in 1884 and managed the 
company from its beginnings. Spending 
an average of 14 hours a day, seven days 
a week there, he had built the pyrites 
company from its foundations, and 
invested serious money in it.

He’d bought shares, borrowing £3,000 
from the banks to do so, and was as 
committed to the company as anyone, 
right up until the moment he’d had his 
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pastor was, had heard him preach before 
and had specifically asked for him.

“I will mount the scaffold and die,” 
he told Rev. Dinning, “for a crime that I 
never knew I had committed, and that I 
never intended to commit.”

He added that he found it ironic that 
so many churches in Australia owned 
shares in pubs, hotels and breweries. 
Some even supported opening bars on a 
Sunday.

Nevertheless, both men agreed that 
drink was behind everything in this case.

Rev. Dinning said that he was struck 
both by how sad Brown was that he had 
killed George Haygarth, and by how 
intelligent Brown was.

He felt that had it not been for his 
drinking, Brown would still have been a 
reputable member of society.

Still, Brown had to take responsibility 
for what he had done. Even though 
drink had been involved, he had drunk 
it willingly and was responsible for the 
consequences.

And it was soon made clear that he 
could not escape those consequences.

The state government informed 
Governor Charles Cochrane-Baillie, 
second Baron Lamington, that they 
could make no distinction between wilful 
murder and murder, in this case.

Very few people in Charters supported 
a petition for a reprieve, although a 

Governor Charles Cochrane-
baillie, second baron Lamington

remember shooting himself, and then 
waking up in hospital.

He couldn’t even remember speaking 
to the police.

The defence case was that Brown was 
either insane, or suffering from insanity 
due to the amount of drinking that he’d 
been doing, but it was a feeble defence.

He’d been in hospital for six weeks, 
and had shown no mental instability 
of any kind, despite being observed 
constantly.

Nevertheless, he had fallen far. The 
defence said that he was a hard-working 
man who had dedicated his life and 
money to the company, but now could 
not afford to employ a psychiatrist to 
come to the court to confirm that he was 
insane.

I
n his summing-up, Judge Chubb 
explained that Queensland had two 

degrees of murder – wilful murder, and 
murder.

The former was for cases when 
there was a specific intent to kill, with 
pre-planning and determination.

The second conformed to English 
law, in that all that was required was 
an intent to cause serious harm, an act 
that in other situations would be called 
manslaughter.

In both cases, the penalty was death, 
but clearly the state government had 
intended the two to be seen differently, 
and those who were to decide the 
condemned’s fate would take into 
consideration the jury’s verdict.

In law, Judge Chubb could see no 
evidence of manslaughter, but he would 
allow the jury to bring in such a verdict if 
they saw fit.

Next, he turned to the insanity defence. 
After he had laid out the law regarding 
the definition of insanity, he said that 
suffering from delusions was also a form 
of insanity.

But he could see no evidence of either 
in this case.

Queensland law also allowed the 
defence of insanity through taking drink 
or drugs, but there was a crucial aspect 
to that – the substances had to be taken 
unintentionally.

Clearly, the amount of drinking 
involved that day was not accidental.

The judge next stressed that acting 
on impulse through anger could not be 
classed as insanity.

Judge Chubb finished by telling the 
jury that in his opinion the crime could 
only be one of wilful murder. The gun 
had been cocked to fire, it was loaded 
and, as Brown had pulled the gun out 
and fired it, it was already primed to go 
off.

All of which was meant to imply 
as clearly as possible that this was no 
accident.

On Wednesday November 6th, the jury 
was out for just over two hours.

They found David Brown guilty of 
murder, but not wilful murder – so, in 
effect, manslaughter.

The judge said afterwards that he 

number of sympathetic businessmen in 
Brisbane had signed it.

So the execution duly went ahead.

A
t precisely 7.45 a.m., the procession 
began, and at 7.58 the hangman, 

Samuel Hudson, disguised in a false 
beard and goggles, went into the death 
cell to meet Brown.

Arms pinioned to his side, flanked by 
prison officers, he walked firmly from his 
cell to the scaffold without support, as a 
bell tolled to mark his walk.

With supreme irony, Hudson offered 
Brown a drink, which he refused.

Instead, he asked that the noose be 
loosened so that he could make a final 
statement.

At first, most of what he said was 
inaudible. No one, either on the gallows 
or watching from below, could hear or 
understand him.

But then, in a final, booming voice, he 
made himself heard.

He said he’d only known the facts of 
the case when he heard the evidence 
against him. Once again, he insisted 
that it wasn’t his fault – if only they had 
brought him the minute-book, none of it 
would have happened.

He also insisted that any evidence that 
he wasn’t under the influence of drink 
was false.

And then, he made his final statement.
“Now unto God I commend my soul,” 

he said, “and truly hope that I will meet 
my maker in the next world. Oh Lord, 
have mercy on my children and protect 
them in this world and the world to 
come, life everlasting.”

The white cap was drawn over his face, 
the signal was given, and the hangman 
pulled the lever.

David Brown went to meet his maker.
On the day he died, it was said that 

Brown looked 15 years older than his real 
age.

His beard was pure white, he seemed 
to be underweight, and his wounds had, 
even by then, not yet healed properly.

The prison authorities said that while 
he had passed his time in the death cell 
“fairly well,” he had endured a poor final 
night.

He hadn’t slept well, had eaten no 
breakfast and had asked for a stimulant 
to help him in the morning.

The hangman calculated a drop of just 
two and a half feet, which was very short 
for an execution, but while it did the job 
as efficiently as was hoped – Brown died 
instantly – it was more than unusually 
unpleasant to witness.

The issue was that his face wounds 
clearly hadn’t healed properly, and the 
execution had reopened them – when 
his body was cut loose from the rope, 
the white cap over his face and the rope 
around his neck were covered in blood.

Nevertheless, the job was done.
David Brown had suffered the 

sentence that had been set, and 
his body was taken to the South 
Brisbane Cemetery, which would be 
his last resting place.

was disappointed in the jury for not 
finding Brown guilty of wilful murder, 
which seemed a bit churlish in the 
circumstances, as the sentence would be 
exactly the same.

David Brown would hang.
The execution date was set for 

Monday, December 9th, 1901, in 
Brisbane Prison.

In the run-up to that day, Brown was 
under the pastoral care of the Reverend 
William Dinning, a Methodist preacher 
from Charters Towers.

While the Rev. Dinning didn’t know 
Brown personally, Brown knew who the 
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Above, the Argyle Street, Swindon, home of victim Beatrice Baxter. Left, Mrs. 
Baxter. She died within minutes of reaching hospital

THE LAST 
MAN ON 

GLOUCESTER’S 
GALLOWS

“I 
WANT you to put me away,’’ 
said the man who walked into a 
Swindon police station. “I am 

a wandering lunatic. I came out of a 
lunatic asylum two years ago.’’
   Ralph Smith, a 41-year-old 
labourer, 
went on to 
ask Police 
Constable 
Barnwell 
to arrange 
for his 
readmission.
   “You’ve 
had too 
much to 
drink,’’ 
Barnwell 
told him. 
“What 
is your 
trouble?’’
   Smith 
spoke of 
losing his 
job and of 
his love for his former landlady and 
his jealousy over her seeing other men. 
The constable already knew something 
of this. A month earlier, on January 
10th, 1939, Smith’s landlady had called 
the police, complaining of her lodger’s 
behaviour and saying he must leave her 
house. He had moved out a day later.
   Barnwell now told him it was clear 
that his former landlady wanted 

The Crime That Put...

Widowed Swindon 
landlady Beatrice Baxter 

was a dance enthusiast – a 
passion she shared with 
her lodger Ralph Smith. 

But, unlike her, he wanted 
more than friendship...



nothing to do with him. The constable 
advised him to forget her and leave 
Swindon now that his employment 
there had finished.
   Ralph Smith thanked him and left.
But the police had not seen the last of 
him.
   He had arrived in Swindon from 
Cirencester the previous September, 
finding work as a fireman at the town’s 
gasworks and becoming one of two 
lodgers at the Argyle Street home of 
53-year-old Mrs. Beatrice Baxter.
   Both Smith and his landlady liked 
dancing. He had been a widower for 
14 years, she had been widowed for 
three. They went to dances together, 
and it wasn’t long before the new lodger 
began to fancy his chances.
   But while Mrs. Baxter didn’t mind 
Smith as a dancing partner, she had 
no thoughts of romance. Her three 
children had grown up and left home, 
and she enjoyed her independence. 
In her spare time she was a cycling 
enthusiast who thought nothing of 

pedalling 50 miles. Her social life 
centred on local dances.
   Soon after becoming her lodger, 
however, Ralph Smith began to believe 
they were more than just friends. This 
became evident when he showed signs 
of being possessive, complaining when 
she had other dancing companions.
   At the gasworks he told a colleague 
that he and Mrs. Baxter were living 
as man and wife and were to marry 
at Easter, provided his bride-to-be 
behaved herself. At the moment, he 
grumbled, she was “carrying on with 
other chaps and not playing the game.’’
   Smith’s workmates took all this with 
a large pinch of salt. He was known to 
be a heavy drinker.
   His rows with Mrs. Baxter over 
her friendships with other men had 
intensified, and on January 11th he 
moved to new lodgings. His new 
landlady didn’t know quite what to 
make of him when he told her he would 
watch Mrs. Baxter, saying that if he 
saw her dressed up to go dancing he 
would take her round to “the backs” – 
an area near her home – and “do her 
in.’’
   A month later his drinking got 
him sacked. Told of his dismissal, he 
went straight to his former lodgings 
and accused Beatrice Baxter of 
being responsible. Denying this, she 
told him that everyone knew he was 
unreliable. He stormed out of the house 
threatening to cut her throat.
   From Argyle Street he went on 

a pub crawl and then to the police 
station, where he made his claim to be 
a “wandering lunatic,’’ and where PC 
Barnwell advised him to leave town.
   Four weeks passed without further 
incident, and Smith was believed to 
have gone to Bristol.
   Beatrice Baxter’s other lodger was 
29-year-old Donald Sheridan. He 
had been with her since 1937, and 
on March 4th he arranged to go to a 
dance with his girlfriend, taking his 
landlady along. His girlfriend arrived 
at the house shortly after six, and the 
two women were still getting ready 45 
minutes later when there was a knock at 
the door.
   Mrs. Baxter heard Sheridan say, 

“Oh, not you – I thought you’d gone to 
Bristol.’’
   Realising that the caller was Ralph 
Smith, Beatrice came downstairs in her 
green satin dance frock and went out 
to him.
   Shortly afterwards her neighbour, 
Mrs. Ann Williams, was startled by a 
scream. Seeing Mrs. Baxter staggering 
from “the backs,’’ Mrs. Williams ran 
to her, finding she had been slashed 
on the neck. The neighbour helped 
her home and called a doctor and the 
police.   
   Taken to hospital, Beatrice Baxter 
died within minutes of admission.
   Police found a 100-yard trail of blood 
leading from “the backs’’ to her house. 

Above, “the backs” – one of the alleyways between blocks of houses – where 
Beatrice was attacked. Below, a police photo taken just after the incident 

showing a large bloodstain outlined in chalk

“She ruined me, body 
and soul. She will ruin 

me no more. She told me 
she was going to meet 
another fellow and go 

to a dance, so I lost my 
temper”
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Ralph Smith had, meanwhile, set out 
for Swindon’s Gorse Hill police station, 
stopping off at his lodgings on the way 
to tell his new landlady: “I have done 
her in. I have nothing to live for. I have 
only one regret, and that’s for my son. 
I am ashamed to have disgraced my 
boy.’’
   Charged at the police station with 
Beatrice Baxter’s murder, he replied: “I 
am sorry.’’
   Two days later Swindon magistrates 
were told that in a statement to the 
police Smith had said: “I hope she is 
not really dead. I threw the razor over 
in a garden down the lane. She ruined 
me, body and soul. She will ruin no 
more. I came up from Bristol to make 
it up. She told me she was going to 
meet another fellow and go to a dance, 
so I lost my temper. I pulled the razor 
out of my pocket and cut her. I had no 
intention of killing her.’’

R
alph Smith’s trial at the Old Bailey 
before Mr. Justice Atkinson began 

on Wednesday, May 3rd, 1939, when 
he pleaded not guilty. 
   Mr. G. D. Roberts KC, prosecuting, 
said that Mrs. Baxter had been 
killed by a cut on the back of her 
neck inflicted with “an ordinary, 
old-fashioned razor.’’
   Mr. Roberts continued: “Smith 
seems to have conceived an affection 
or love for Mrs. Baxter, and he appears 
at an early stage to have become 
exceedingly jealous if she went to 
dances or had acquaintance with 
other men.’’ There had been a series 
of quarrels over this, Smith assaulting 
his landlady and threatening to “do her 
in.’’ Nobody had seen him deliver the 
fatal razor-cut, but he had been seen 
talking to Mrs. Baxter a few minutes 
before the attack, said the prosecutor.
   Mrs. Williams told the court that 
she had seen Smith in the street on the 
evening of March 4th. Mrs. Baxter 
had come out of her house and had a 
few minutes’ conversation with him. 
Shortly afterwards she had come 
running from “the backs’’ screaming, 
“I’ve had my throat cut!’’
   Dr. Thomas May testified that if 
Mrs. Baxter’s neck wound had been 
plugged shortly after it was inflicted 
she would have survived. “I got a blood 
donor to the hospital. I put a needle 
of the transfusion apparatus into her 
vein a minute before she died. If I had 
had another five minutes she probably 
would have lived.’’
   The defence was to suggest suicide, 
but Dr. May said he did not believe that 
Mrs. Baxter’s injury could have been 
self-inflicted.
   Smith told the court that while 
employed at a steelworks when he 
lived in West Hartlepool he had been 
struck on the head by a bogey handle 
and had been unconscious for several 
hours. Later, as a seaman, he had fallen 
from one deck to another and been 
unconscious for 24 hours.
   Telling the jury of his relationship 

with Mrs. Baxter, he claimed: “We 
used to live as man and wife. We 
discussed marriage and we were 
going to get married after her son was 
married. But we had a lot of trouble 
about her going with other men. I 
caught her twice.’’
   His defence counsel, Mr. Henry 
Irvine, asked: “Do you know anything 
about Mrs. Baxter wanting to commit 
suicide?’’
   “Yes. On a Saturday night we went 
to the Playhouse Cinema. It was just 
before Christmas. Mrs. Baxter tried to 
run in front of a bus, but I got hold of 
her. She said she was fed up with life.’’
   Smith went on to say that he had left 
Mrs. Baxter on three occasions. He 
wrote to her saying that if she behaved 
herself she would be all right with 
their joint income. She said she would 
behave, but did not keep her promise.

   He said he lost his job because “of 
the way she was carrying on. I did not 
know what I was doing practically half 
the time.’’ After going to Bristol he had 
written to her saying that if he went 
to sea he would send her money if she 
kept away from other men. He claimed 
she replied asking him to return to 
Swindon.
   Asked why he had a razor in his 
pocket when they met, he shrugged and 
said he had nowhere else to put it.
   Seeking a manslaughter verdict, Mr. 
Irvine contended that Smith had not 
realised his razor was open when he 
struck Mrs. Baxter with it.
   In his summing-up Mr. Justice 
Atkinson told the jury: “In England, if 
a woman goes to a dance and you do 
not wish her to go, you are not entitled 
to take up a knife and stab her.’’
   After a brief retirement the jury 
found Ralph Smith guilty of murder, 
and he was sentenced to death.
   When his appeal was heard on May 
22nd his defence counsel said that 
the trial judge had told the jury there 
was no evidence of provocation that 
would entitle them to reduce the case 
to manslaughter. But, said Mr. Irvine, 
a doctor and another witness had 
testified that Smith had scratches on 
his face.
   The appeal was dismissed, 
however, and on Wednesday, 
June 7th, 1939, Ralph Smith was 
executed by Tom Pierrepoint and 
his nephew Albert, becoming the 
last man hanged at Gloucester 
Prison.

Top, a contemporary diagram of the execution suite. Above, left, the old 
gallows in the prison yard at Gloucester. Above, right, the new gallows, built in 

1912, as seen on the end wall of A Wing
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CALIFORNIA: DEAD WOMAN 
WAS MISSING DIVORCEE 
The partial skeleton of a woman with 
a bullet hole in the skull, which was 
found down an embankment of the 
Ortega Highway, near the town of Lake 
Elsinore in Riverside 
County, in 1986, has 
now been identified. 
Hers was one of several 
unidentified bodies 
exhumed in August 
2021 by the Regional 
Cold Case Homicide 
Team comprising local 
investigators and the 
FBI. 

She has now been 
identified by a familial 
DNA match on the US Department of 
Justice’s Missing Unidentified Persons 
database. Divorcee Linda LeBeau was 
27 in 1977 when she was reported 
missing by her boyfriend.

CALIFORNIA: MAN CHARGED 
WITH 1978 CHILD-MURDER
The San Francisco District Attorney 
has charged a Colorado man with a 
43-year-old cold case child-murder. 
Mark Stanley Personette, 76, was 
arrested at his home in the town of 
Conifer in December and was arraigned 
in late January. 

He has pleaded not 
guilty to the rape and 
murder of 15-year old 
Marissa Rolf Harvey 
on March 27th, 1978. 
She was visiting her 
half-sister in the city 
after travelling from her 
home in Long Island, 
New York. 

Marissa had been 
adopted at three years of 
age, but her half-sister 
from the same mother, 
who was a schoolteacher 
in her 30s, used an 
agency to track her 
down and invited her 
to visit her and their 
mother. 

Some time after she 
arrived, Marissa went to 
the Golden Gate Park, 
planning to rent a horse. 
When she did not return 
she was reported missing and her body 
was found, bludgeoned and strangled 
with a ligature, the next day in Sutro 
Heights Park. 

US SUPREME Court Justice Stephen 
Breyer, 83, has announced his 
retirement, effective from late June, 
giving President Joe Biden his first 
nomination opportunity. Breyer is one 
of the three liberals on the court who 
are generally outvoted six to three on 
death penalty matters, so whoever 
replaces 
Breyer will 
not affect 
the current 
balance. 

Breyer was 
nominated 
by President 
Bill Clinton 
in 1994 and, 
like most 
liberals, was 
pro-abortion 
and 
anti-death penalty. He was on the 
winning side of the court which 
abolished the death penalty for the 
intellectually disabled in 2002, and for 
those who killed under the age of 18 in 
2005. In 2008, he joined the five to four 
majority which stopped Louisiana from 
executing the rapists of children. 

Breyer also wrote that the death 
penalty was unconstitutionally cruel 
because so many condemned murderers 
spent decades on Death Row before 
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they were executed, without seeming to 
concede that the labyrinthine appeals 
process was created by liberals like 
himself, precisely to make it so costly 
and unwieldy that many prosecutors 
cannot afford to pursue it and 
legislators and the public lose patience 
with it.

State Death PenaltieS
ALASKA: DNA “LINKS 
SUSPECT” TO DRIVER KILLING
A man from Idaho has been arrested on 
suspicion of the murder of a Pakistani 
taxi driver in Anchorage in May 1985. 
Thirty-two-year-old Jawed Ahmed was 
found in his cab shot three times in 
the chest. The vehicle had crashed into 
a fence and a man was seen sprinting 
away from the scene, repeatedly looking 
over his shoulder. 

The case went cold until a 
genealogical match allowed investigators 
to home in on a man living in Boise. 
The police watched him while he ate 
in a restaurant and collected chopsticks 
and a drinks bottle which he had used. 
A match was then allegedly made with 
blood from the crime scene which did 
not belong to Mr. Ahmed. Eric Lane 
Jones, 56, has been indicted by a grand 
jury for first-degree murder and if 
found guilty would face a prison term 
of 99 years. 

EXECUTION USA
News and updates from January 2022 • Researched by Martin Chaffe
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NEEDLE FOR DOUBLE-KILLER
eXeCUteD: January 27th, 2022
DONALD ANTHONY GRANT, 46 • Lethal injection • Oklahoma

Grant was put to death for murdering two women in 
order to eliminate them as witnesses during a Del City 
hotel robbery in July 2001. Manager Brenda McElyea, 
29, and front-desk clerk Felicia Smith, 43, were variously 
shot multiple times in the face, stabbed and bludgeoned 
as they begged for their lives. Grant said he needed the 
money to get bail for a girlfriend in jail. 

Grant failed to get his execution delayed by claiming 
that he would rather go before a firing squad than face 
the “agonising” Midazolam three-drug protocol. Shortly 
after his last meal consisting of Chinese sesame chicken, 
three egg rolls, prawn fried rice and a large apple fritter, 
he was secured to the gurney in the death house on time 
at 10 a.m. He was given a couple of minutes to make a 
last statement which was rambling and full of gibberish. 

the Midazolam was administered at 10.03 
and he was assessed to be unconscious at 10.08. the second two 
drugs to halt the breathing and stop the heart were administered 
and death was declared at 10.16. his lawyers complained that he 
was mentally ill, brain-damaged and had been brought up by drug- 
and alcohol-addicted, mentally-ill parents in new York during the 
1980s crack epidemic.

GRant



35-year-old cold case by a combined 
state and FBI team, the Sheriff ’s 
Department of Lexington County has 
arrested a man at his home in Wake 
Forest, North Carolina. 

Thomas Eric McDowell, 61, is 
accused of the abduction and murder 
of four-year-old Jessica Gutierrez, who 
was taken from her mobile home in the 
middle of 
the night 
on June 
6th, 1986. 
A sister, 
who was 
six at the 
time, said 
she had 
seen a man 
wearing a 
“magic hat” take Jessica, but had been 
too terrified to raise the alarm until the 
morning. 

The new investigation did not have 
any DNA evidence, but McDowell 
was thought to be a suspect at the time 
and was alleged to have confessed to 
another prisoner, while serving time for 
a March 1987 rape conviction, that he 
had disposed of the body in a landfill.

TENNESSEE: LIFE IN JAIL FOR 
CRISTA’S RAPE-KILLER
In October 1996, 23-year-old Crista 
Bramlitt was found naked, raped and 
suffocated on the living-room floor of 
her mobile home in New Providence, 
near the Montgomery County seat of 
Clarksville. 

The case went cold until February 
2019 
when 
DNA 
evidence 
stored 
from the 
sexual 
assault 
evidence 
collection 
kit 
suddenly matched a DNA code which 
had been entered on to the national 
database in Arizona, following a man’s 
arrest for felonious assault. This led to 
the extradition of Kenneth Hudspeth, 
who at the time of the murder lived 
four doors away from Ms. Bramlitt on 
the mobile home site. 

Hudspeth, now 51, has been 
sentenced to life in prison plus 20 
years after a jury in September 2021 
convicted him of first-degree murder 
and rape. It is not clear why the 
prosecutors did not seek the death 
penalty. At the sentencing hearing 
they cited aggravating factors such 
as convictions in Texas in 1988 for 
robbery and in Arkansas in 1990 for 
aggravated assault for which he spent 
several years in prison.

TEXAS: KILLER MOTHER SET 
FOR EXECUTION
A Cameron County judge in 
Brownsville has told Melissa 

In autumn 2021, the police allege, 
they were able to home in on Personette 
after a hit on a genealogical database. 
He is known to have a criminal record 
in New Jersey dating from 1979, so will 
be investigated extensively to see what 
else he might have done. 

The death penalty is never used 
by San Francisco prosecutors, so the 
maximum sentence that Personette 
could face is life without parole. 
With no incentive to plead guilty to 
first-degree murder, Personette may 
try to plead down to a lesser offence 
with a lighter sentence, although, if 
found guilty, at his age he will probably 
only emerge from the prison gates in a 
casket.

GEORGIA: DNA SOLVES 
CHILD’S 1995 RAPE-MURDER
The police in Atlanta have solved the 
June 7th, 1995, murder of 14-year-old 
Nacole Smith. She had been on her way 
to school 
through 
a wooded 
area in the 
south-west 
of the 
city when 
her killer 
pounced. 
An 
autopsy 
revealed that she had been raped, 
beaten and shot twice in the face.

In the summer of 2020, the Georgia 
Bureau of Investigations matched 
DNA from the victim’s body and 
another sex attack on a 13-year-old 
girl in 2004, and used it to analyse 
genealogical databases, eventually 
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finding a second cousin twice removed 
of the contributor. From there they 
painstakingly narrowed down the search 
to a 49-year-old man called Kevin 
Arnold. 

The artist’s impression was made 
from a description by the girl who 
survived. Arnold would have faced 
capital charges but died in a local 
hospice from kidney and liver failure in 
August 2021.

MINNESOTA: MYSTERY OF 
MISSING MAN SOLVED
In 1970 Donald Rindahl, 22, told 
his family in New Brighton, Ramsey 
County, that he was 
going to California to 
start a new life, but 
he was never heard 
from again. It has now 
transpired that he only 
made it to neighbouring 
Isanti County, as a 
skeleton found three 
feet under the ground in 
August 2003 by a man 
doing a landscaping 
project on his property 
has been identified as 
his. 

Recent genealogical DNA analysis 
found his brother and sister who 
told the police when he had last been 
seen. They also said that he had been 
involved in illegal drugs. Cause of 
death is currently undetermined but the 
circumstance of being illegally buried 
by someone is suggestive of homicide.

SOUTH CAROLINA: ACCUSED 
OF ABDUCTION-MURDER
Following the fresh investigation of a 

illegally 
buried and 
probably 

murdered: 
Donald 
Rindahl

Kevin arnold and victim 
nacole Smith

DEATH FOR GOOD SAMARITAN’S KILLER
eXeCUteD: January 27th, 2022
MATTHEW REEVES, 44 • Lethal injection • Alabama

In November 1996, Reeves, then 18, his younger brother 
and three other youths were out cruising in a car, 
contemplating armed robberies, when their car broke 
down. A man called Willie Johnson, 38, stopped in his tow 
truck and offered to take them to Selma where they lived. 
A fee of $25 was mentioned, but Reeves put an end to 
the discussion by blasting Mr. Johnson in the neck with a 
shotgun and robbing him of $360. Afterwards the youths 
went to a party where Reeves danced and mimicked Mr. 
Johnson’s death spasms. 

Some months before his execution, Reeves was given 
the choice of lethal injection or nitrogen gas hypoxia. He 
failed to make the choice and, as the nitrogen protocol 
was still some months away, the Alabama Supreme Court 
ordered his death by injection. His lawyers claimed that 
he was too retarded to understand the question, but 

the courts had ruled that he did not have intellectual disability. In the days leading up 
to the execution, the federal courts said he should be allowed to wait for the nitrogen 
protocol, but the state appealed to the US Supreme Court which on the evening of the 
execution voted by five to four to allow it to proceed. 

The execution commenced three hours late at 9 p.m. Reeves had refused a last 
meal and made no last statement, and the Midazolam execution proceeded without a 
problem, with death pronounced at 9.24 p.m. 

afterwards, Governor Kay ivey said: “Mr. Johnson was a good 
Samaritan lending a helping hand. Reeves’s death sentence was fair, 
and tonight, justice was rightfully served.”

ReeVeS

thomas McDowell and 
Jessica Gutierrez

Kenneth hudspeth and 
Crista Bramlitt



If the execution goes ahead, it would 
be only the second in Texas history of an 
Hispanic woman. The first was that of 
63-year-old Josefa “Chipita” Rodriguez, 
who was hanged in 
the middle of the 
American Civil War 
for robbery and 
murder on November 
13th, 1863. She was 
convicted of the 
axe-murder of John 
Savage, and stealing 
$600 in gold coins. 

One-hundred-and-
twenty-two years 
later, in 1985, the 
Texas legislature 
passed a resolution 
noting that Josefa had not received a 
fair trial. Her ghost is said to haunt 
San Patricio County where the trial 
took place. She is seen with a rope 
round her neck, riding a horse through 
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the mesquite trees, or heard wailing 
from the riverbottoms. However, both 
apparitions have also been attributed to 
excessive consumption of tequila by the 
locals. 

TEXAS: “JOHN AND JANE DOE” 
FINALLY IDENTIFIED
The bodies of a young man and woman 
which were found by dogs in woodland 
near Houston in January 1981 have 
finally been identified. The man had 
been tied up, gagged and beaten 
to death and the woman had been 
strangled. 

In 2011, the “John and Jane Doe” 
were exhumed to see if they were 
brother and sister, but there was no 
blood relationship. Then in 2021, 
research by genealogical DNA experts 
found cousins of the male in Kentucky 
and they have now named the victims 
as newly-weds Harold Dean Clouse, 21, 
and his wife, Tina Gail Clouse, 17. 

Elizabeth Lucio, 
53, that she will 
be executed on 
April 27th. She 
was condemned to 
die 13 years ago 
for torturing and 
bludgeoning her 
two-and-a-half-
year-old daughter, 
Maria Alvarez. 
The toddler was 
abused for months, 
suffering bites, 
blunt-force trauma and a broken 
arm, before dying of brain damage 
in February 2007. Melissa Lucio 
admitted the earlier maltreatment, but 
claimed the child’s fatal injury occurred 
when she fell down the stairs.  

The killer, who lost her final appeal 
in October 2021, must now pray for 
clemency from the parole board or the 
Governor. 

above, left to right, victims antoinette Parke, Madeleine Fury-livaudais 
and Gwendolyn harris. left, killer Joseph Michael ervin. Below, victim 
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torture-killer:  
Melissa lucio

COLORADO: The police in 
Denver have used DNA to 
identify a serial killer who 
murdered four women between 
1978 and 1981. The victims were 
Dolores Barajas, 53; Antoinette 
Parke, 17; Madeleine Furey-
Livaudais, 33; and Gwendolyn 
Harris, 27. Ms. Furey-
Livaudais was stabbed to death 
in her home in December 1978 
while 
preparing 
breakfast 
for her 
children. 
Ms. 
Barajas, a 
cafeteria 
worker, 
was knifed 
to death 
while 
walking 
to work 
in August 
1980. Ms. 
Harris 
was stabbed to death on a street 
corner in December 1980, and 
Ms. Parks, who was six months 
pregnant, was found stabbed 
on the outskirts of downtown 
Denver in January 1981. The 
police said that there was a 
sexual element to the crimes. 

On June 27th, 1981, a man 
called Joseph Michael Ervin, 
30, was stopped in a car at 
around 1 a.m. by Aurora police 
officer Debra Sue Corr, 26, in 
order to breathalyse him. Ervin 
managed to overpower her 
while she was handcuffing him 
and take her service revolver. 
He then stood over her as she 
lay on the ground and killed 
her with shots to the head and 
shoulder. He also shot 19-year-

old Glenn Spies 
who had stopped 
to help, nearly 
paralysing him 
but leaving him 
with walking 
difficulties for 
the rest of his 
life. 

Ervin was 
arrested at 
his home the 
following day while trying to saw 
a handcuff from his wrist, but he 
committed suicide in the county 
jail on July 1st, by hanging himself 
with strips torn from a jail-issue 
towel. Beforehand, he had written 
a note to his wife asking for 
forgiveness. 

In 2013, the DNA from the four 
earlier murders was linked to the 
same man. Then in late 2021, after 
using genealogical and familial 
DNA techniques, Ervin was 
identified as a possible suspect. 

Luckily he had not been cremated 
and his remains were exhumed 
from a cemetery in Arlington, 
Texas, to extract DNA from his 
bones, which provided the final 
proof of his guilt. 

Back in 1970, Ervin was arrested 
for raping three women and a 
teenage girl but he was acquitted 
due to paranoid schizophrenia 
and held in a state mental 
hospital until 1977. On release, 
he was immediately arrested on 
a murder warrant from Texas in 
1969 but the District Attorney 
there declined to go through with 
the extradition. When officer Corr 
tried to arrest him, he was on bail 
for kidnapping a woman from her 
home and raping her in his home 
in June 1980, giving her a venereal 
disease into the bargain. 

Why he was not returned 
immediately to the mental 
hospital will probably never be 
known. 

SERIAL KILLINGS SOLVED BY DNA LINK

hanged in 
1863: Josefa 
“Chipita” 
Rodriguez



The couple had left Volusia County, 
Florida, two months earlier so that 
Harold could look for work as a 
carpenter. Before the bodies were 

More news from Death Row and 
beyond in next month’s issue

State Prison in Virginia for strangling 
his ex-girlfriend, 37-year-old Patricia 
Bentley, in her home in April 2002, has 
been charged with two further murders, 
after allegedly confessing. 

Charles Helem, 52, is accused of 
the August 2002 murder of 19-year-old 
sex worker Jennifer Landry, in Prince 
George’s County, Maryland. She was 
found in woodland, strangled and with 
her throat cut and was not identified 
for three years 
until a detective, 
300 miles away 
in Massachusetts, 
matched a tattoo 
from a photograph of 
her body with those 
of  a woman with a 
criminal record. A 
check on fingerprints 
then confirmed the 
identity. 

During interviews 
with detectives in 
Maryland, Helem 
also allegedly 
admitted that, 15 
years earlier, he had 
killed 37-year-old 
Eige Sober-Adler 
in Fairfax County, 
Virginia. She was 
found naked and 
beaten in a field in 
September 1987 by 
construction workers 
building a restaurant. 
Her car was found 
abandoned about 
half a mile away. 

Since Helem was 
sentenced in 2003, 
he has contacted 
law enforcement 
officers several 
times to provide 
information about 
the murders, 
then refused to 
speak with them. Neither state has 
the death penalty so if convicted, 
Helem can only face further life 
sentences.   
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discovered, the police found the 
couple’s abandoned car and this was 
returned to the family in Florida. The 
police told them that the couple had 
probably joined a religious cult and 
did not want to be contacted and no 
connection was later made between 
the car and the victims when they were 
found. 

Now that the identities are known, 
another mystery is what happened to 
their infant daughter Hollie Marie, as 
her body was not found. The DNA 
experts will search the databases to see 
if the girl, who would now be 41 years 
of age, was abducted and raised by the 
killer or killers as their own.

VIRGINIA/MARYLAND: TRUCK 
DRIVER CONFESSES TO TWO 
OTHER MURDERS
A former truck-driver, serving life at 
the maximum-security Red Onion 

Red Onion State Prison, Virginia
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