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WELCOME
We’ve packed 60 years worth of crime 

and several distinctive eras into this 
issue: Charles Starkweather leads with 

a 1950s highway killing spree that shocked a 
generation, while the Kansas City mob bring 
us a disco-generation casino skimming scam. 
Dennis Nilsen takes us into London in the 1980s 
for a particularly grim tale of bodies beneath the 
floorboards, and the dark net steps confidently 
into the domain of cyber crime. 

But perhaps the most harrowing crime 
we’ve covered this issue is the one that 
evoked a national outrage earlier this year. 

The disappearance of Becky Watts prompted 
Premier League football teams to observe a 
minute’s silence and the tabloids run daily 
headlines, to no avail. When it was discovered 
what had happened to her, hopes and fears 
turned to dismay and disgust. The trial of 
Nathan Matthews and Shauna Hoare has been 
mercifully swift, but despite the high profile of 
the case, we may never understand exactly why 
this happened at all.

Anthony ‘Cork’ Civella was head of 
the Kansas City Mafi a and in charge 

of the casino skimming operation 
that netted the mob huge profi ts
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A former crime 
correspondent for the 
Observer and author of 
several bestselling true 
crime books (Gangs, 
Outlaws and Bloggs 19), 
Tony makes his debut in 

Real Crime with an account of the chilling case of 
the murder of Becky Watts – page 14.  
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The Dennis Nilsen case is fi rmly within her 
remit – read her take on this dark story of a killer 
necrophiliac on page 48.
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shady creator on page 40.
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LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND,  12 February 1993

JAMES BULGER’S 
FATAL STEPS

CASE NOTES

While his mother is distracted, the two-year-old is abducted and abused

I n this chilling still taken from CCTV 
footage, young James Bulger is led from 
the shopping precinct where minutes 

before he had been at his mother’s side.
Taking hold of the toddler’s hand is 

11-year-old Jon Venables. 
Venables and his accomplice Robert 

Thompson, also 11, led Bulger from the busy 
shopping centre and along the road, ignoring 
the two-year-old’s cries as they took him 
down to the canal and under a bridge. There, 
the youths began to joke about pushing him 
into the water, before picking him up and 
dropping him on his head. 

Still cautious, Thompson and Venables 
fled from the wailing Bulger. Shockingly, a 
passerby simply assumed that this tearful 
two-year-old with the bruise and cut on 
his forehead was part of a group of other 
children nearby, and left the boy to his fate.

Thompson and Venables re-emerged; their 
courage and sadistic purpose had returned. 

“Come on, baby,” Venables cooed, and the 
battered Bulger tottered obediently after him. 

38 witnesses in total had seen the trio on 
their walk, and few had thought anything 
of it. One of them even saw Bulger punched 
and shaken violently, like a ragdoll, but this 
voyeur simply closed their curtains and 
returned to their day. 

The final witness, an old woman, was 
unable to ignore the bruised infant. Striding 
toward the three she demanded to know 
what the problem was. 

“We just found him at the bottom of the 
hill,” said the boys, and when she pointed 
them toward Walton Lane Police Station, 
they took off in the opposite direction.

Bulger was found on 14 February. He had 
been tortured, beaten to death, and left on 
the railway track where a train had sliced the 
infant in half.

“I wish now I had done something,” the 
old woman told the police.
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CASE NOTES

New York, USA, 5 September 1936

MURDER INC TAKE 
CARE OF BUSINESS
Taxi driver Irving Ashkenas plays a dangerous game, and loses

Taxi drivers often talk, but on the road to 
upstate New York, 34-year-old Irving 
Ashkenas had asked too many questions. 

At 6am, a milkman doing his rounds 
discovered the cabbie lying face up by his 
empty car on the driveway of the Paramount 
Manor hotel. Beneath his head, a dark pool 
of blood slowly soaked into the dirt.

Ashkenas had been shot in the head and 
chest – four times by someone outside the 
car and once by a person sat next to him. He 
had also been stabbed eight times.

An ex-con, convicted of manslaughter and 
sentenced to 15 years in Sing Sing, Ashkenas 
was on parole at the time of his death. This 
put him in a tricky position in gangland 
New York, vulnerable to pressure from 
both sides of the law, and he found himself 
enthusiastically informing on Louis ‘Lepke’ 
Buchalter, head of the American Mafia’s 
notorious hit squad: Murder Inc.

According to a 1951 account: “The 
Lithuanian-American taxi man had become 
overly ambitious. He had run up to the 
Catskills to do a little investigating on his 
own.” Buchalter had ordered him taken out, 
and the cabbie found himself flagged down 
by Allie Tannenbaum, Harry ‘Pittsburgh Phil’ 
Strauss and Irving ‘Big Gangi’ Cohen. It was 
to be his last fare.
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CASE NOTES

TOKYO, JAPAN,  20 March 1995

TOKYO RETCHES AS GAS 
FLOODS THE SUBWAY
Survivors shiver on the platform after Aum 
Shinrikyo cultists release sarin at rush hour

15    people had been killed, 50 injured 
and 1,000 left temporarily blind 
as members of Aum Shinrikyo, 

a doomsday cult whose stated aim was 
to hasten the Apocalypse, flooded one of 
the world’s busiest transit systems with a 
chemical agent.

Five men boarded the subway on different 
lines – all of them armed with liquid sarin 
and an umbrella with a sharpened tip. Four 
of the men each carried nearly a litre of 
liquid each, held in two plastic bags wrapped 
in newspaper. The fifth man carried three 
bags, totalling 1.3 litres. A highly volatile 
nerve agent, liquid sarin evaporates quickly 
into the atmosphere where it can be 
absorbed through the skin and eyes. 

Puncturing their bags with the sharpened 
umbrellas at pre-arranged stations, the five 
fanatics then left the train, letting the packed 
carriage behind them quickly fill with the 
poisonous vapour.

Sarin blocks a vital enzyme, causing the 
nerves that control muscle movements to 
fire constantly. The victim’s eyes become 
irritated, vision becomes blurred, pupils 
shrink, and they drool and vomit. Breathing 
becomes laboured, followed by convulsions, 
and as the lungs begin to secrete fluid, foam 
– often tinged pink with blood – oozes from 
the mouth. Death comes within ten minutes.
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CASE NOTES

DIDCOT, ENGLAND,  23 May 2015

THE PAIN OF THE 
 WOLVERINE 
KILLER
Jed Allen escaped his troubled 
home life by committing a 
shocking triple murder

“I ’m sorry,” wrote Jed Allen on his 
bedroom wall. 

It was far too late. The 21-year-old 
body builder had stabbed his six-year-old 
half-sister Derin, his mother Janet Jordan 
and her partner Philip Howard to death 
in their Didcot home with a hunting knife. 
Blood drenched the scene and a further 
message was found in the kitchen, reading: “I 
know the truth. I don’t want it for my family. 
This is the end.”

The press couldn’t help but compare 
this frenzy to the subject of his selfies, the 
metal-clawed superhero Wolverine, but Jed 
Allen was no cartoon. His mother had been 
an addict. She had a history of mental illness 
from a young age and two of her children 
before Derin had been taken into care. 
Toxicology revealed heroin in her system and 
that Howard too had recently become a user.

Allen fled the scene, texting seven close 
friends and urging them to call the police and 
to take care of his pet dog Tetley. A further 
text, sent shortly after he boarded a train 
to Oxford, added: “I haven’t got much time, 
they know.”

“I am nothing more than worthless,” he 
added. “I did what I had to do. Don’t cry for 
me, I’m in peace now.”

His body was found two days later by dog 
walkers in the 70-acre Oxford University 
Park. He had hanged himself.

“

”
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BECKY 
WATTS
NATHAN MATTHEWS CLAIMED THE DEATH OF HIS STEPSISTER WAS A 
TRAGIC ACCIDENT. IN REALITY BOTH HE AND HIS ACCOMPLICE, SHAUNA 
HOARE, WERE DRIVEN BY FAR DARKER MOTIVES
WORDS TONY THOMPSON

On the morning of Thursday 19 February 2015, 16-year-old 
Bristol teenager Becky Watts seemed to suddenly vanish 
from the face of the earth. 

Her disappearance made no sense at all. She had spent the 
previous night enjoying a sleepover at the house of a friend, 
playing video games, watching films, eating fish and chips 
and sending loving text messages to her boyfriend of four 
months, Luke Oberhansli. 

Returning to the home at 18 Crown Hill that she shared 
with her father and stepmother, she spent the rest of the 
morning playing music and had planned to take a shower 
before meeting up with Luke (who had spent the morning at 
the dentist) in the afternoon. 

At 11.03, Luke sent a text to say he was back home and 
Becky replied immediately, writing: ‘GOODIE XXXXX’, 
followed by a heart and an emoji blowing a kiss, making no 
secret of her delight. It was the last time Luke or anyone else 
would hear from her. 

Reported missing by her father the following day, the 
case sparked a massive manhunt with hundreds of police 
officers from across the Avon and Somerset region brought 
in to assist. Hundreds more volunteers from the tight-knit 
St George area of Bristol, where Becky and her family lived, 
also turned out to lend a hand. Marches were organised, 
bringing parts of the city centre to an absolute standstill. 
Both of the city’s football teams held a minute’s silence prior 
to their matches that week and thousands of leaflets were 
given, begging for information about her whereabouts. Her 

father, Darren Galsworthy, gave an emotional interview to the 
local television station, appealing to whoever had taken his 
daughter to bring her back unharmed. 

It was all for nothing. Becky had been brutally murdered 
by her stepbrother, Nathan Matthews, along with his 
girlfriend Shauna Hoare, within an hour of sending the last 
text to her boyfriend. 

While all those around them desperately tried to find 
the teenager, Matthews and Hoare put into action a well-
organised plan to get rid of the body and destroy all the 
possible evidence that they had been involved in the case. 
They lied and misled the police at every opportunity but by 
the time Becky’s dismembered body parts had been found at 
the home of one of Nathan’s friends, the police were starting 
to close in on them. 

Matthews attempted to take the blame for all aspects of 
the crime, insisting that Shauna had no knowledge of his 
actions, but as the police continued to build a case against the 
pair, it became increasingly obvious that this scenario was 
simply not true. 

Following a trial that concluded in November 2015, Nathan 
Matthews was found guilty of the murder of Becky Watts, 
and Shauna Hoare was found guilty of her manslaughter, 

RIGHT The disappearance of Becky Watts hit the UK’s national headlines 
in late February 2015, at which point this recent photo of her was widely 
circulated. Once the truth had surfaced a few weeks later, the doe-eyed 
picture of Becky became iconic in the minds of the British public

BECKY 
TAKEN TOO YOUNG
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certificate – and had always lived with his grandmother. 
Seeing his stepsister and stepbrother growing up in the kind 
of secure family environment that had always been denied to 
him began to eat away. 

It didn’t help that, early in life, he had been diagnosed with 
the rheumatic condition fibromyalgia, which regularly left 
him in great pain. Depressed over his condition and routinely 
feeling “inadequate and useless” as a result of it, Matthews 
spent more time alone in his bedroom at his grandmother’s 
house, even eating all of his meals there. 

He left school with few qualifications and enrolled in a 
local college with the intention of becoming an electrician, 
but dropped out after a couple of months and ended up 
working as a delivery driver for various fast-food companies. 

Despite his condition, he managed to join the army cadets 
at the age of 13, and continued his fascination with the 
military by signing up for the Territorial Army once he left 
school, remaining a member until his early 20s. During this 
time, he learned a number of survival and organisational 
skills, along with lessons in the art of decontamination, all of 
which he would eventually put to good use in cleaning up the 
aftermath of the murder of Becky Watts. 

Matthews’ life was transformed when, in his early 20s 
he entered a relationship with Shauna Hoare. She was 14 
or 15 years old at the time and, thanks to her own damaged 
background, the perfect match for Matthews, as he was very 
easily able to dominate every aspect of her life from early on. 

Like Matthews, Hoare had grown up in a less-than-ideal 
family environment as one of seven children her mother, Lisa 
Donovan, had with a range of different men. Hoare was taken 
into care early on and grew up in a series of foster homes 
before moving back in with her mother at the age of 13.

 THANKS TO HER OWN DAMAGED 
BACKGROUND, HE WAS VERY EASILY ABLE TO 

DOMINATE HER LIFE FROM EARLY ON 

along with offences connected to assisting Matthews with 
disposing of the body.

With both Matthews and Hoare seemingly able to become 
master manipulators, they remain the only two people who 
know exactly how and why Becky died. Although both have 
now been convicted of their involvement in the case, there 
remain many unanswered questions.

 Darren Galsworthy, Becky’s father, met factory worker 
Anjie Goldsmith, Nathan’s mother, when Becky was three 
years old and Nathan was 12. Despite the difference in their 
ages, the siblings – who included Becky’s older brother, 
Daniel – seemed to get on well, and Nathan would regularly 
take Becky out to the local adventure playgrounds on his own 
and supervise her while she played. According to her father, 
Becky was a shy girl and a late speaker. Such was the bond 
between the two that her first clear word was ‘Nathan’. 

To all intents and purposes, the pair acted like brother and 
sister but the reality was that their lives were very different. 
Becky lived in the home that her father shared with Anjie, 
while Nathan lived nearby in the home of his grandmother 
who had been raising him since the age of seven. He would 
spend every spare minute of his weekends at his mother’s 
house and they soon became a close family unit. 

As the years went by, resentment began to seep in. Nathan 
had never had a relationship with his own father – there is 
a blank space where the name should appear on his birth 

along with offences connected to assisting Matthews with 

Nearly two weeks 
after she disappeared, 
Becky’s family still 
hoped for her safe 
return. Her body was 
found a day after they 
posted this poster
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Donovan was not at all impressed with Matthews, 
considered him far too old for her daughter, and would later 
describe him as “flirty, domineering and sexually orientated.” 
Hoare, however, was totally smitten and continued to see 
Matthews against the wishes of her mother. 

Unable to continue living at home, Hoare initially moved 
into a hostel for young people, owned and operated by Bristol 
City Council, virtually living with Matthews there even 
though it was against all the rules for overnight guests to be 
allowed in the property. 

Following a massive row between Matthews and Donovan, 
Shauna cut all contact with her mother. Her relationship with 
Matthews continued to develop and the pair subsequently 
moved into a modern housing-association terraced house 
in the Barton Hill area of Bristol. Their new home was just 
a few miles from where Matthews’ mother, stepfather and 
Becky lived in St George.

Although tensions still existed between the step-siblings 
and life within the blended family unit was never easy, 
everyone was always willing to make an effort for the right 
occasion. When Anjie and Darren Galsworthy decided to get 
married, Nathan was asked to be best man while both Shauna 
and Becky were made bridesmaids. 

Photographs taken at the event show a sea of smiling faces 
but in reality, Matthews was becoming increasingly frustrated 
with the way his stepsister was behaving. With Anjie 
increasingly suffering from progressive multiple sclerosis, 
Matthews believed the fact that Becky was sometimes untidy 
was an accident waiting to happen.

“The main problem was Becky would leave things on 
the stairs, in the kitchen, in places where my mum would 
walk,” Matthews later explained. “Obviously step on a bit of 

clothing, you slip straight away. That was the main problem 
with her leaving trip hazards around. We said ‘Can you tidy it 
up and move them?’ And she just wouldn’t listen.”

Matthews soon devised what he believed to be the perfect 
plan to make sure Becky got the message once and for all: 
he would kidnap her and make her believe she was about 
to die. “I came up with the idea to scare her. Like to try 
and basically make her more appreciative of life, like more 
appreciative of people, like she would be grateful that she had 
not been harmed.”

Matthews had known for weeks in advance that she would 
be out of the house at a hospital appointment on the morning 
of 19 February. He chose this as the day he would give Becky 
the fright of her life by kidnapping her. “It seems extreme but 
there had to be a shock and a scare to get through to her,” he 
later explained.

Whenever he visited the house, he usually parked on the 
road. This time he reversed his dark blue Vauxhall Zafira 
onto the driveway to make it easier to bundle his kidnap 
victim into the vehicle. As it turned out, nothing went to plan. 

Wearing a mask, speaking with a deeper voice and 
armed with a couple of stun guns, tape, a suitcase and some 
handcuffs, Matthews let himself into the house and knocked 
on Becky’s door. “The door was opened and straight away I 
used the Sellotape around Becky’s mouth,” he said, during his 
court case.

“She turned around and I think I said something along the 
lines of: ‘As long as you do as you’re told you are going to be 
fine’.” He made her turn around, and placed the handcuffs on 
her, but once he tried to put her in the suitcase, she began to 
resist him violently. “She started like wriggling and resisting. 
I tried getting her back into the suitcase and saying ‘Don’t 

ABOVE On 2 March 2015, police 
zero in on a house in Cotton Mill 
Lane, Barton Hill in Bristol, and 
begin a deeper forensic search of 
the property

CENTRE The same day that  
forensics descended on Nathan 
and Shauna’s house in Cotton Mill, 
body parts were found in a shed in 
Barton Court
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struggle, you will be released unharmed’, and she was still 
refusing to get into the suitcase.” He punched her in the 
face, splitting her lip, then tried to render her unconscious 
by strangling her to restrict the flow of blood to her brain. At 
some point during the struggle, Becky managed to pull the 
mask from her step brother’s face and he started to panic, 
squeezing harder. “After that she stopped… stopped kicking. 
That’s when I moved her head and started moving her legs 
and pushing her into the suitcase. I remember I couldn’t 
hear any breathing, that’s when ‘something’s not right’ and 
I checked her for a pulse. There wasn’t a pulse there… she 
didn’t have a pulse. Obviously then I shut the suitcase.”

Power saw killer
Desperate to prevent the police from gaining access to the 
home where Becky’s body had been cut into pieces before a 
full clean-up could be completed, Hoare turned to the one 
person who was so desperate for contact that she would not 
ask any questions: her mother. 

Despite not having had any contact for four years, Lisa 
Donovan was delighted when Shauna got in touch and 
asked to visit her with Matthews. More visits followed in the 
subsequent days. When the police made contact and asked 
to visit the house at Cotton Mill Lane, Matthews and Hoare 
said they had made plans to go to dinner with Donovan and 
her husband, that they would be staying with them over night 
and that the flat would not be ready for inspection until the 
following morning. 

When the police finally gained access to the house, it was 
clear that Nathan Matthews had put his army training to 
good use. His diligence had paid off – not a single trace of 
Becky Watts was found in the bathroom. However, Nathan 
had been a little too thorough. No trace of anyone – even 
Matthews himself and Hoare – was found in the bathroom. 
The total lack of evidence from the bathroom turned out 
to be compelling evidence that something untoward had 
occurred there. Ultimately, both Matthews and Hoare (who 
was complicit, if not directly involved) were telling only 
part of the truth about the events leading up to the murder. 
Although Matthews may well have been irritated by his 
stepsister and the way she treated his mother, police believe 

his real motivation behind carrying out the attack was a 
sexual one, and one that both he and Hoare planned to fully 
participate in. 

Shortly before the murder, Matthews is believed to have 
watched a 17-minute-long pornographic film titled ‘Virgin 
teen gets raped in own house’. It was one of 21 pornographic 
movies, along with 236 still images, found on the laptop he 
shared with Hoare. 

Matthews had first become interested in pornography 
as a young teenager and his interest had gradually moved 
from soft-core magazines to hardcore, online images and 
videos, which he watched virtually every day. In particular, 
Matthews was obsessed with petite young girls. At little 
more than five-feet tall, his stepsister, Becky Watts, fitted the 
profile of the type of women he often fantasised about, and 
he soon became totally fixated with her. 

His fascination with his step-sibling seems to have begun 
at an early age. Although it was never put to the jury, police 
had discovered that when she was just eight years old, Becky 
had told her parents that Matthews had been fondling her leg 
through her clothing. 

In the weeks and months leading up to the murder, 
Matthews’ behaviour grew increasingly bizarre. His 
relationship with Shauna became more strained and, due to 
increasing sexual frustration, he began watching pornography 
several times each day. 

Matthews convinced Hoare – who had experimented 
sexually with girls during her teens – to arrange a threesome 
with a friend of hers. Matthews also visited prostitutes 
to deal with what he claimed were permanent feelings of 
sexual frustration, but the meetings only ended in further 
embarrassment. “I couldn’t get aroused because I didn’t feel 
like they – they only wanted the money not me, so it didn’t 
happen. They had the money and left.”

WHILE POLICE AND FAMILY SEARCHED FRANTICALLY 
FOR THE MISSING GIRL, THE KILLERS CONSPIRED TWO WEEKS OF HELL

Nathan Matthews and 
Shauna Hoare let themselves 
into the house at 18 Crown 
Hill where Becky Watts 
is alone. Becky is killed 
sometime between 11.03am 
and 12.45pm, and her body 
moved to the boot of the 
couple’s car.

19 FEBRUARY, AM
Having spent the afternoon 
with Matthews’ mother and 
stepfather, the couple drive 
to their home at 14 Cotton 
Mill Lane where they order 
a takeaway and watch TV. 
Later that night, Becky’s 
body is moved from the boot 
of their car to the bathroom.

19 FEBRUARY, PM
After texting his boss to say 
he has car trouble and will 
not be at work, Matthews 
drives to a convenience store 
to buy two bottles of drain 
cleaner and then to a local 
B&Q where he purchases an 
electric circular power saw.

20 FEBRUARY
Matthews and Hoare travel 
to Asda in Bedminster 
where they purchase black 
bin liners, rubber gloves, 
rubble sacks and three rolls 
of cling film. They also buy 
£20 worth of tokens for their 
electricity meter.

21 FEBRUARY
Matthews and Hoare are 
caught on CCTV as they 
enter a 99p store in Bristol 
and buy more rubble sacks, 
along with duct tape and 
heavy-duty sponges. The 
body of Becky Watts is then 
cut up in the bathroom of 
their home.

22 FEBRUARY

FAR RIGHT Matthews is spotted on CCTV in a B&Q store purchasing a 
circular saw the day after Becky’s murder

RIGHT Matthews and Hoare are seen buying cleaning products and plastic 
bags together at a discount store

BELOW Karl Demetrius and Jaydene Parsons were offered £5,000 by 
Matthews to store body parts in their shed. CCTV cameras show Demetrius 
driving a van to Matthews’ house early in the morning of 24 February

TAKEN TOO YOUNG: BECKY WATTS
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Claiming that they have 
dinner plans and are unable 
to return to Cotton Mill 
Lane, Matthews and Hoare 
agree to speak to the police 
at Hoare’s mother’s house 
in Southmead. 

24 FEBRUARY
Police search Cotton Mill 
Lane the following day and 
find it cluttered but with a 
spotless bathroom.

25 FEBRUARY
Spots of Becky’s blood are 
found on the door frames 
outside her bedroom. Police 
now have enough evidence, 
so Matthews and Hoare 
are arrested on suspicion 
of murder. 

2 MARCH, AM
Becky’s dismembered body 
is found at 9 Barton Court, 
less than 80 metres away 
from where she was killed. 

2 MARCH, PM 
Nathan Matthews and 
Shauna Hoare are brought in 
for questioning – separately 
– at midday. Both twist 
the truth but neither are 
seasoned interviewees, and 
rapidly break down under 
the proverbial spotlight.

3 MARCH

THEY HELPED MATTHEWS DISPOSE OF THE 
EVIDENCE, BELIEVING IT WAS DRUGS

STASHED IN THE SHED

It must have raised 
considerable suspicion 
when Nathan Matthews 
and Shauna Hoare 
approached a couple 
they trusted and asked 

them to stash several large packages in their garden 
shed in Cotton Mill. Even more so when they offered 
Karl Demetrius and his partner, Jaydene Parsons, up 
to £5,000 for the job. But the no-questions-asked fee 
proved too tempting: 

“Ah ok you going to hide it for him?” Parsons asked 
Demetrius via text at 01.10 on 24 February. “We could do 
with the money. lol. xxxx.”

A few minutes later she texted him again: “Cool, that’s   
a deposit on the house. lol.”

In the belief that he was stashing a controlled 
substance, like cannabis for Matthews, Demetrius and 
his work mate, James Ireland, drove to the Cotton Mill 
property in the early hours of 24 February to pick up 
packages, which Ireland allegedly said to a neighbour 
contained something ‘heavy and squidgy’. The two then 
took them back to Demetrius’ house. 

At a separate trial to the killer, the prosecution argued 
that Karl Demetrius had “believed it was cannabis but 
became increasingly suspicious that the contents related 
to Becky Watts.”

Karl Demetrius, his twin brother Donovan, and James 
Ireland were accused of plotting to hide Becky Watts’ 
remains, but Donovan and James were later cleared of 
all charges. Karl’s brother was asleep at the time, and 
Ireland, who has a low IQ, was manipulated in a “callous 
and calculating way,” according to his defence.

Both Parsons and Karl Demetrius entered a guilty plea 
to assisting an offender, but maintained that while they 
knew that what they were doing (and what was in the 
packages) was probably illegal, they were unaware of the 
true nature of the contents that they were moving and 
hiding in the shed.

It must have raised 
considerable suspicion 
when Nathan Matthews 
and Shauna Hoare 
approached a couple 
they trusted and asked 

them to stash several large packages in their garden 
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During a series of police interviews, Shauna Hoare 
repeatedly denies any knowledge of Becky’s 
whereabouts and even giggles at the idea that she has 
simply run off. When she is eventually informed that 
Matthews has confessed to killing her, she claims to be 
shocked, but her demeanour remains rather calm. She 
tells the police: “I’m feeling sick to know she was there, 
appalled, disgusted, outrageously angry and I feel a bit like 
I am going to wake up and this is not happening. I think 
it is more angry at the moment than anything – angry he 
has done it, that he did it, that he could do it when I was 
there in the house. And he acted so normal to me. I am 
really confused why he did it, what his plans were, how 
he thought he could get away with it and why. I don’t 
understand. I can’t even look at him. I just wanted to 
kill him – bad choice of words. I felt sick looking at him 
knowing what he did.”

During the trial, the jury were shown footage of Matthews’ 
fourth interview with the police, which took place soon 
after the discovery of Becky’s body parts. Emotional and 
at times barely able to speak due to sobbing so much, 
Matthews is asked to explain what his original plan had 
been. “Obviously, stick her in the suitcase. Obviously, put 
tape round her mouth so she wouldn’t make any noise, 
then get her in the car. Then obviously I was going to 
take… I was thinking of a wooded area or whatever to 
obviously take her back out, obviously still have the mask 
on, obviously scare her and say something along the lines 
of ‘You have got to start treating people better, not being 
a bitch or self-centred’. Then like make a threat like ‘or 
this could happen again or worse’… I hadn’t figured out 
exactly how to walk away after without her trying to 
follow. Obviously I would have come back… chucked away 
everything… gone back to my mum’s and acted as normal.”
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KILLERS UNDER THE SPOTLIGHT
THEY SQUIRMED, HIDING BEHIND LIES AND HALF-TRUTHS IN INTERVIEW, BUT BODY LANGUAGE 
AND TURNS OF PHRASE ALONE TOLD THE POLICE AND EXPERTS WHAT THEY NEEDED TO KNOW

BIO

Criminal psychologist
Dr Julia Shaw is a senior 
lecturer (associate 
professor) and researcher in 
the Department of Law and 
Social Sciences at London 
South Bank University. 
She regularly consults 
as an expert on criminal 
cases and is the author 
of forthcoming book The 
Memory Illusion.

DR JULIA SHAW

Criminal psychologist

“Matthews’ behaviour during the police interviews is 
unusual. For long periods he hides his face and hunches 
over, making it impossible to see his facial expressions 
in response to the line of questioning. Despite not 
being able to see his face, this interview shows him 
as emotional and having difficulty paying attention 
because of his anxiety. At no point does he seem glib 
or manipulative – indicators of psychopathy. While 
his convictions may point to a callous killer, these 
interviews make him seem like a scared young person 
who is trying to disappear from the room by hiding as 
much of his body as possible. Matthews also uses the 
word ‘obviously’ frequently, which may have been an 
attempt to normalise what he did. Using ‘obviously’ 
implies that what he did was normal and is something 
other people would have also done in such a situation.”

“Unfortunately it is often impossible to know whether 
someone has created a false memory, but it is always a 
possibility that someone can come to accept a different 
version of how events unfolded if they picture the 
event often enough. Such individuals may come to 
accept a new and possibly preferred reality, and it 
can replace their original memory of the crime they 
committed. It is not unusual for offenders to act in 
seemingly normal ways after they have committed a 
crime. While it may indicate a callous approach, or a 
lack of remorse, it is equally likely that this is done to 
cope with the situation. Doing normal things and using 
humour can take an offender’s mind off of something 
that has made them anxious or upset.”

Anxious coping mechanism

Dr Julia Shaw says: Dr Julia Shaw says: 

 WHILE HIS 
CONVICTIONS 

MAY POINT 
TO A CALLOUS 

KILLER, 
THESE 

INTERVIEWS 
MAKE HIM 
SEEM LIKE 
A SCARED 

YOUNG 
PERSON WHO 
IS TRYING TO 
DISAPPEAR 
FROM THE 
ROOM BY 

HIDING HIS 
BODY 

Nathan Matthews Shauna Hoare
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Phones used by Matthews and Hoare showed they had 
regularly searched for the term ‘teen’ and bookmarked 
sites related to pornography and escort services. Detectives 
who investigated the case believe the bond that kept them 
together – and led to them to kill – was sex.

A few months before Becky’s murder, the pair had 
exchanged messages on social-media accounts about 
kidnapping a teenage girl for sex.

During one exchange, Matthews wrote: ‘Fuck you bring 
me back two pretty schoolgirls then :)…’ Hoare replied: ‘lol 
yeh I’ll just kidnap them from school…’

Later that day, she added: ‘Just went into Costcutter and 
saw a pretty petite girl. Almost knocked her out to bring 
home lol xoxo’. Matthews replied: ‘Don’t you ‘almost’ me… 
Now DO IT bitch!! xxxxx’. Hoare then wrote: ‘lmfao yeah I’ll 
just go back in time to when I saw her then time travel her to 
our attic lol xoxo’.

Increasingly, their lives seemed to revolve around 
the bedroom in their home, and the rest of the property 
descended into squalor. They even kept a toaster and a kettle 
right beside the bed so that they had less of a distance to 
travel when they wanted to eat and drink something. By the 
time of Becky’s murder, Shauna had become pregnant with 
twins, however, the pregnancy was ended before the case 
came to trial. 

THE TALE OF THE TRIAL
After her arrest, Hoare continued to deny all knowledge and 
carefully positioned herself as the submissive victim of an 
abusive and mentally unstable partner.

She would later claim to have been too scared to leave 
Matthews, and dreamed of the day he would end the 
relationship: “I basically spent almost six years joined to 
him. One way or another it was like I was going to be stuck 
like this forever. Never be able to go out, do anything. I had a 
dream that one day he would meet someone else, fall in love 
and leave.”

During the course of the trial, Hoare’s claim of being 
totally innocent of any involvement in Becky’s death became 
increasingly ludicrous. In the words of the prosecution 
barrister, the killing was “a case of two people very close, 
very together, acting together.” Prosecutor William Mousley 
QC said: “You can be sure this was no accident… this was not 
something that just went wrong.

“You can be sure that Nathan Matthews is guilty of murder 
and [Hoare’s] proximity, her involvement and her behaviour 
and the sheer implausibility of her version of events on the 
evidence which is available, the ridiculous concept that she 
was in blissful ignorance of what was happening at the time.”

Following their arrests, both Matthews and Hoare 
refused to reveal much of what had happened, and (Hoare 
especially) would not admit to anyone else having been 
involved. However, virtually all of their key movements in 
the immediate aftermath of the murder and during the days 
that followed had been captured on CCTV, and it was this 
compelling footage that helped build a case – and helped 
convince a jury to find them guilty.

 THE PAIR HAD EXCHANGED MESSAGES 
ON SOCIAL-MEDIA ACCOUNTS ABOUT 

KIDNAPPING A TEENAGE GIRL FOR SEX 

ABOVE Flowers were left outside the 
family home of Becky Watts, and 
tributes paid

Phones used by Matthews and Hoare showed they had 

The funeral of Becky Watts took 
place on 17 April 2015, almost two 
months after she was murdered
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FOR TWO MONTHS IN THE 1950S, CHARLES STARKWEATHER AND HIS 14-YEAR-OLD 

GIRLFRIEND CARIL ANN FUGATE TERRORISED THE AMERICAN MIDWEST. BUT THEIR TRUE 

LEGACY EXTENDED FAR BEYOND THE KILLINGS, LINGERING EVEN UNTIL TODAY   

WORDS BLAINE L PARDOE

 THE ‘REBEL 
WITHOUT A CAUSE’ 
PERSONA WAS ONE 

THAT GAVE HIM SOME 
DEGREE OF CONTROL 

IN HIS LIFE 

22

NATURAL BORN KILLERS

NATURALNATURAL NATURALNATURAL NATURALNATURALNATURAL NATURALNATURAL NATURAL
BORNBORNBORNBORNBORNBORNBORNBORNBORNBORN
NATURALNATURALNATURAL NATURAL

KILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERSKILLERS
FOR TWO MONTHS IN THE 1950S, CHARLES STARKWEATHER AND HIS 14-YEAR-OLD 
FOR TWO MONTHS IN THE 1950S, CHARLES STARKWEATHER AND HIS 14-YEAR-OLD 
FOR TWO MONTHS IN THE 1950S, CHARLES STARKWEATHER AND HIS 14-YEAR-OLD 

GIRLFRIEND CARIL ANN FUGATE TERRORISED THE AMERICAN MIDWEST. BUT THEIR TRUE 

LEGACY EXTENDED FAR BEYOND THE KILLINGS, LINGERING EVEN UNTIL TODAY   

WORDS BLAINE L PARDOE

THE ‘REBEL 
WITHOUT A CAUSE’ 
PERSONA WAS ONE PERSONA WAS ONE 

THAT GAVE HIM SOME 
DEGREE OF CONTROL 

IN HIS LIFE 

22

NATURAL BORN KILLERS



Few killing sprees have endured in the same way the 
Starkweather/Fugate murders have in the American 
media. There are many reasons for this morbid public 

fixation on the killings. First, the murderous spree was one of 
the first to be broadcast via television. Second, the brutality 
of the crimes took place in an unlikely place and time – in 
the solemn Midwest of the USA in the bitter cold of the 
winter. The crimes began in the same year that Sputnik 
was launched and when Bobby Fischer became America’s 
chess champion. America was attempting to wrestle with its 
identity on the world stage, while rock and roll music was 
upsetting the social balance and societal norms. The 1950s 
were a pastoral prelude to the social uprising of the 1960s. 

The murders were most likely not the act of just one 
deranged killer; Charles Starkweather’s accomplice was a 
rebellious teenage girl, whose involvement in the crimes has 
been hotly contested. Throw into the mix Starkweather’s 
look and style – which mirrored that of film star James 
Dean – and you had a combination that has inspired 
numerous books, films and songs. Yet while films such as 
Natural Born Killers took the tale to new heights in terms of 
sensationalism, only the most devout true crime aficionados 
really know the full story behind the wave of crime that 
rocked smalltown America. 

Twisted Love Gone Bad
Charles ‘Charlie’ Starkweather was born on 24 November 
1938 in Lincoln, Nebraska. From a working class family, he 
was born the third of seven children. Far from the child one 
might expect to grow into a cold-hearted killer, Starkweather 
suffered from bad eyesight that went undiagnosed until he 
was 15. His school grades were poor and he only showed an 
aptitude in gym class. He had a speech impediment and was 
bowlegged – both of which drew the ire of school bullies, to 
whom he often responded with violence. An angry loner who 
struggled with relationships, by the age of 16 Charles had 
dropped out of high school.

While the rest of America enjoyed a post-war boom, 
Charles found himself struggling to make ends meet. His only 
stable job was that of a garbage collector, which didn’t pay 
enough for him to enjoy life. His job required him to collect 
trash in pristine upper-class neighbourhoods. But Charlie 
was a slacker who identified with film star James Dean more 

than his own role in society. He emulated Dean’s clothing 
style, often wearing tight jeans, cowboy boots and even 
attempting to duplicate Dean’s mannerisms. He slicked back 
his red hair in a duck-tail style, just like the actor. The “rebel 
without a cause” persona gave him a degree of control in his 
life and made him feel like he fitted in with the baby-boomer 
society while still standing out.  

Also offering Charles’s life even a shred of stability was his 
girlfriend, Caril Ann Fugate. The girl’s older sister Barbara 
was dating Charlie’s best friend, and the two met when 
Charlie was 18 years old, Caril just 13. 

Caril came from a broken family and, like Charlie, she 
did not do well in school. Her mother had remarried and 
Caril’s younger half-sister dominated her parents’ attention. 
Charlie was an older boy, who dressed and acted like a “bad 
boy” figure. The more her parents tried to separate the two 
– mostly due to their age gap – the more they were drawn 
together. The combination was destined to prove deadly.

his First Victim
Charles Starkweather didn’t rush into murder, he slowly 
worked his way up to it. On 30 November 1957, the 18-year-
old went into a Crest gas station where he had spotted a toy 
stuffed dog that he wanted to purchase for Caril. Lacking 
money, he asked the attendant, Robert George Colvert, if 
he would allow him to purchase the toy on credit. Colvert 
refused. It was such an innocuous thing, so minor, yet it set 
Starkweather down a long, bloody road. The frustration at 
not having enough money and once more being denied his 
heart’s desire by society proved the last straw.

Starkweather was determined to kill the attendant but 
it took him time to muster the courage. Over the next few 
hours, he went in to purchase gum, then again to purchase 
some cigarettes. On the third visit he pulled a makeshift 
bandana over his face and confronted Colvert with a shotgun. 
When the young attendant could not open the safe, Charlie 
was forced to rob him of the contents of the till – just over 
$100. Starkweather then ordered Robert Colvert into his car 
and drove him some distance. What happened next remains 
unclear to this day.

Charlie claimed that Robert struggled to take the shotgun. 
In a twisted form of self-defence, Starkweather shot Colvert 
in the head, leaving him face-down on a muddy country road. 

LEFT With a bloodstained 
shirt from a cut sustained 
during his arrest, 
Starkweather is led to jail
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 Today such a crime could 
perhaps be solved in a matter of hours, but in 1957 

Charles Starkweather somehow slipped under the police 
radar. For the first time in his life, he had spending money, 
although it did attract the attention of some store owners 
that most of his purchases were in change. Starkweather 
was nervous. He repainted his car with some of the profits 
of his robbery to make it harder to identify. The murder 
had outraged the idyllic Lincoln, Nebraska community; the 
21-year-old victim’s wife was pregnant and murders of this 
type were rare. Little did anyone realise that this was just the 
first of many.

A Triple Homicide 
Charlie confessed to Caril that he had robbed the gas station 
but never claimed any involvement in the murder. Just 14 at 
the time, his girlfriend didn’t seem to question his version of 
events. While it is possible she had him sussed but kept quiet 
out of fear, it was just as likely that she naïvely took him at 

his word. 
Both her family and Starkweather’s recognised 

the inappropriate nature of their relationship and continued 
trying to separate them, which only seemed to drive them 
closer together. On 21 January 1958, Charlie showed up at 
the Bartlett home with a .22 rifle. The exact details of the 
ensuing confrontation with Caril’s parents vary. Starkweather 
would claim that he had brought the rifle to take Caril’s 
stepfather, Marion Bartlett, hunting… with the hope of 
bonding. But, instead, he stated that Caril’s mother, Velda, 
angrily confronted him about his relationship with their 
daughter and that Marion tried to attack him with a hammer. 
Charlie shot him out of so-called self defence. Starkweather 
then turned on Velda, who he claimed had rushed him with a 
knife. He shot her in the face. 

At this point, their two-and-a-half year old child, Betty 
Jean, was crying. She was hit in the throat by a thrown knife, 
then beaten to death with the butt of the rifle. 

 Marion, by Starkweather’s account, had survived the 
initial attack and made his way to the bedroom. Charlie then 
finished him off with the knife.

So what was Caril’s role, if any? After his arrest, 
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STARKWEATHER’S WATERSHED KILLING HELPED THE TROUBLED TEEN 
FIND A NEW WAY OF EXPRESSING HIS RAGE.. IN A ROADTRIP RAMPAGE

“I GOT MAD AT PEOPLE” 30 NOVEMBER 1957
In the late evening, 21-year-old 
gas station attendant Robert 
Colvert is robbed of just over 
$100 dollars and taken hostage 
at the Crest gas station at 1545 
Cornhusker Highway by Charles 
Starkweather.

21 JANUARY 1958 
Charles Starkweather 
(perhaps with the help 
of Caril Fugate) murders 
Fugate’s mother, stepfather 
and half-sister, disposing of 
their bodies in a chicken coop 
and outhouse.

28 JANUARY 1958 
At 4843 S. 24th Street, C Lauer 
Ward, his wife Clara and their 
maid Lillian Fencl are murdered 
in their posh country-club home. 
Caril and Charlie steal jewellery 
as well as the couple’s Packard.
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Both her family and Starkweather’s recognised 

the inappropriate nature of their relationship and continued 
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closer together. On 21 January 1958, Charlie showed up at 
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Starkweather claimed that Caril was present at the time of 
the murders and may have played a role in the death of her 
little sister. But Caril later claimed to have come home and, 
unaware of the murders, was taken hostage by Charlie. The 
story was that he had a gang holding her parents hostage and 
watching the house. If she left, she and they would be killed. 
It was a far-fetched story given that Caril knew Charlie was a 
man with few, if any, friends. 

Velda’s corpse was discarded in the outhouse, dropped 
into the latrine. The tiny body of Betty Jean was placed in 
a cardboard box and left in the outhouse. Marion, Caril’s 
stepfather, had been dragged into the chicken coop. The 
crime scene was cleaned, making it impossible for the 
investigators of the time to determine what had unfolded.  

Adding to the bizarre nature of these crimes, Starkweather 
and Fugate didn’t flee the crime scene. They remained living 
in the house for six days. Caril put a note up in the window 
reading “Stay a Way Every Body is sick with the Flue.” 
Suspicions were aroused, but Caril managed to convince 
most to stay clear. One woman, Caril’s grandmother Pansy, 
refused to buy into the story. The thought that a 14-year-old 
would be left in charge of a sick family was a thin excuse at 

best. Her grandmother demanded entry and threatened to 
return with the police. 

 Realising that his crimes were about to be revealed, 
Starkweather hit the road with Caril. On 26 January 1958, 
they went to a see an old friend of the Starkweather family, 
August Meyer. The next day the bodies of the Barlett family 
would be found by the authorities, and Starkweather and 
Fugate would be wanted in connection with the murders. 

The Second Triple Homicide 
70-year-old August Meyer lived 20 miles away in Bennet, 
Nebraska. Charlie had known and allegedly respected 
Meyer for his entire life. Living as a bachelor outside a small 
town made perfect sense for the two fugitives to select his 
residence as a spot in which to lay low. On the way there 
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 HE SHOT HER IN THE FACE. THEIR TWO-AND-
A-HALF YEAR OLD WAS HIT IN THE THROAT 
WITH A KNIFE, THEN BEATEN TO DEATH 

1 DECEMBER 1957
On what was then a 
remote highway, Robert 
Colvert is shot in the 
head and left face-down 
on the road.

27 JANUARY 1958 
70-year-old August Meyer, 
a lifelong friend of Charles 
Starkweather is murdered. 
Charlie believed that the 
elderly Meyer had money 
hidden in his house.

27 JANUARY 1958
Two teenagers, Robert Jensen 
and Carol King, offer a ride to 
Starkweather and Fugate. They 
are taken to an abandoned 
storm shelter for an old 
school, where they are killed. 
King’s pubic region had been 
stabbed repeatedly and at trial, 
Starkweather said that the grizzly 
deed was done by Caril Fugate 
out of jealousy.

29 JANUARY 1958  
Outside Douglas Wyoming, 
shoe salesman Merle Collison, 
age 37, is woken after a nap 
alongside the road when Charles 
Starkweather attempts to steal 
his car. When Starkweather 
can’t get the emergency brake 
to release and stalls the car, 
a motorist stops to help. A 
struggle ensues. A sheriff’s 
deputy arrives and after a short 
high-speed chase, Starkweather 
is apprehended.
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Charlie’s car became stuck in the muddy snow and the two 
of them took temporary shelter in the storm cellar of the 
disused District 79 schoolhouse. 

The pair went to Meyer’s house under the pretence of 
using his horses to help get Charlie’s car out of the mud. 
Again, accounts vary between Starkweather and Fugate.
Charlie contended that Meyer had confronted him and he 
fired in self-defence (an established pattern in Starkweather’s 
claims regarding his crimes). Not only was Meyer shot in the 
head but his dog was killed. Meyer’s body was dragged to the 
outhouse – as had been done with Caril’s mother – and left 
there covered with a blanket. Starkweather ransacked the 
home for weapons and money before staying the night.  

They elicited help from a neighbour to try and get their 
car free, but to no avail. With the car still mired in the frigid 
mud, Starkweather and Fugate attracted the attention of 
another young couple driving by. 17-year-old Robert Jensen 
and his girlfriend, 16-year-old Carol King, pulled over to 
offer the hitchhikers a ride. Charlie produced a shotgun and 
demanded money. They ordered the couple to drive them 
back to the old schoolhouse in which they had taken refuge.  

The young couple were blindfolded and ordered into the 
storm cellar. While accounts vary, it appears that Jensen was 
shot in the back of the head six times, while Carol was shot 
once in the head. King’s pants and underwear were pulled 
down but there was no evidence of a rape. 

Fugate’s version of events was that she remained in the 
car during the entire murder, stunned by Starkweather’s 
brutality. In Starkweather’s version, he had attempted to rape 
Carol but failed to do so and Fugate stabbed her in a fit of 
jealous rage after she’d been shot dead. 

The Third Triple Homicide 
With the discovery of August Meyer’s, Robert Jensen’s and 
Carol King’s bodies on 28 January 28 1958, there was little 
doubt that Starkweather – and most likely Fugate – were on a 
murderous rampage of some sort. What no one expected was 
that they would return to Lincoln, Nebraska.  

When the renegades arrived back in town, they drove by 
Caril’s house to see if the bodies of her parents and sister had 
been discovered. Spotting several cars there, as well as police, 
they drove on by unimpeded. Charlie went to one of the more 
upscale neighbourhoods in Lincoln, where they bullied their 
way into the home of a wealthy businessman, C Lauer Ward. 
A friend of the Governor and the President of Capital Steel, 
he was at work when Starkweather forced his wife Clara 
to let them in. Charlie had Caril join them inside and even 
forced their maid, Lillian Fencl, to make them breakfast. For 
Starkweather it had to be a satisfying turn of events. A one-
time garbageman who had been forced to pick up their refuse 
was now forcing a well-to-do family to wait on him. It was 
only a matter of time before this farce was destined to turn 

into tragedy.  
In Charlie’s version of events, Mrs Ward requested to go 

upstairs to change her shoes in the afternoon. He would later 
allege that she came at him with a .22, firing and missing, 
forcing him throw a knife at her. The physical evidence 
doesn’t support his account; no bullet holes were present and 
Mrs Ward suffered from stab wounds to the rear of her neck 
and torso. While dragging her body to conceal it, her poodle 
Suzy frightened Starkweather, who broke its neck.  

When the afternoon newspaper was delivered, Charlie 
got a first glimpse of his new notoriety as a serial killer. For 
someone who desired the lifestyle of a rebel-outlaw, the news 
had to be the fulfilment of his dreams. 

He and Caril robbed the Ward home of jewellery and 
money, and when Mr Ward arrived home he was confronted 
by Starkweather, gun in hand. The two struggled for control 
of the weapon, which was a battle Starkweather won. He 
shot Ward in the face. Caril then helped tie up the 51-year-
old maid, who she claimed Charlie had stabbed repeatedly, 
chanting “Die, die, die!”  

Fearing that they would be captured, they stole the Wards’ 
Packard and planned to drive to Washington State, where one 

RIGHT Starkweather and Fugate traded their vehicle four times during 
the murdering spree, from their Ford, to Jensen and King’s car, to the 
Ward’s 1956 Packard and fi nally Collison’s Buick

BELOW Following his arrest, police confi scated Starkweather’s hunting 
rifl e, his two pistols and his hunting knife. The frenzy with which these 
weapons had been used horrifi ed investigators

BELOW RIGHT Investigators examine the abandoned storm drain near 
the school where Starkweather and Fugate dumped the bodies of two 
of their victims
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of Charlie’s brother’s lived. Starkweather left a letter for law 
enforcement in the house: “I and Caril are sorry for what has 
happen, cause I have hurt every body cause of it and so has 
Caril. But I’n saying one thing every body than cane out there 
was luckie there not dead even caril’s sister.” 

When Mr Ward’s coworker went looking for him and 
discovered the bodies the next day (on 29 January 1958) 
panic struck the Lincoln community. Not only was this killing 
spree continuing, but Starkweather and Fugate had returned.
Schools were let out and classes cancelled. Gun sales soared 
as the National Guard was deployed in Lincoln. No one 
realised that Charlie and Caril had set off away from the 
community. But their rampage of death was not yet over. 

The Final Victim
The big black Packard they stole from the Wards seemed 
out of place as the pair drove into Wyoming. Word of their 
murdering spree had begun to spread and Charlie became 
paranoid that the large stolen vehicle might lead them to 
a confrontation with the law, so he conceived of stealing 
another car. 

 CARIL USED THIS 
OPPORTUNITY TO 
JUMP OUT AND 

PROCLAIM ‘HE’S 
GOING TO KILL ME. 

HE’S CRAZY. HE JUST 
KILLED A MAN’ 

While driving along a highway they came across a Buick 
parked alongside the road. Inside the vehicle was Merle 
Collison, a travelling shoe salesman hailing from Great Falls, 
Montana. He had stopped to take a quick nap along the road 
in Douglas, Wyoming. Charlie woke him and, at gunpoint, 
suggested that they trade vehicles – the startled Collison 
quickly agreed. Starkweather then shot him in the head, 
neck, arm and leg. Rather than leave the corpse beside the 
road he slid it into the passenger seat and tried to take off 
with the new car. The problem was that Starkweather could 
not figure out how to release the emergency brake on the 
Buick. Attempting to get it moving, he stalled.  

When a good Samaritan stopped to help the young couple, 
he was confronted with Charles Starkweather holding a gun. 
Rather than submit to Starkweather’s demands, he sprung 
on the teen and the two men began to wrestle beside the 
roadway. Natrona County Sherriff’s Deputy William Romer 
spotted the three cars beside the road and the two men 
struggling on the ground. 

 Caril used this opportunity to jump out and proclaim 
“He’s going to kill me. He’s crazy. He just killed a man.” 

In the chaos, Starkweather broke free from the scuffle 

LEFT At the age of 14, Fugate’s initial match to 
Starkweather had been frowned upon

ABOVE US advertisers in the 50s had carte blanche 
to advertise cigarettes the way they chose, and 
Starkweather bought into the glamour of smoking
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and made it to his car, setting off at over 100 miles per hour 
towards the town of Douglas. Caril identified the man behind 
the wheel, speeding into the distance, and Romer quickly 
called for reinforcements and a roadblock to be set up to 
apprehend the fleeing vehicle. 

Another deputy, Robert Ainslie caught up with 
Starkweather, tailing him and shooting at his vehicle. One of 
the shots shattered the rear window, cutting Starkweather’s 
ear with a shard of the glass. County Sheriff Earl Heflin 
later told reporters, “It was his own blood that got him. He 
thought he was shot deader ‘n hell when he saw that blood. I 
guess he thought he was bleeding to death. That’s what kind 
of a yellow SOB he is.” 

Justice? 
We will never know the full story behind what actually 
occurred in most of these crimes. Starkweather’s accounts 
of the murders changed almost every time he told them. 
Then there’s Caril Fugate, who to this day continues to 
maintain her innocence, that she had nothing to do with the 
murders and that she too was merely a victim of Charles 

Starkweather’s murderous rampage.
For a while after he was apprehended, Charlie 

corroborated with Caril’s proclamations of her own 
innocence and admitted he had been holding her hostage. 
Later in his legal proceedings, that story changed when 
Caril refused to meet with him. Starkweather went on to 
claim that Caril had been an active participant in many of 
the crimes. She was guilty of the mutilation of Carol King’s 
body, which was repeatedly stabbed in the pubic area, 
Starkweather claimed Caril had committed out of jealously. 
Starkweather passed several polygraphs supporting tales of 
Caril’s involvement.

It was difficult, if not impossible, for the public to accept 
that Caril Fugate had lived for several weeks with Charles 
Starkweather and did not have an opportunity to escape and 
inform the authorities of the crimes that had transpired. 
Fugate claimed she feared for her life and that Charlie often 
tied her up, but the fact that she lived with Starkweather in 
her parents’ home, with their bodies decomposing only feet 
away, cast serious doubts on the credibility of her defence. 
Caril claimed that she didn’t know her parents and baby 
sister were dead. 

LEFT A downcast expression 
on Fugate’s face, 
photographed on 30 January 
1958, a day after the arrest 

RIGHT 8 May 1958, and 
Charles is led to court. It 
would be a year before he 
was eventually executed
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THE MEDIA MADE 
THEM SUPERSTARS
HOW STARKWEATHER AND FULGATE MADE 
THEIR WAY INTO POPULAR CULTURE

The Sadist (1963)
Directly inspired by the 
case, black and white 
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and made it to his car, setting off at over 100 miles per hour 
towards the town of Douglas. Caril identified the man behind 
the wheel, speeding into the distance, and Romer quickly 
called for reinforcements and a roadblock to be set up to 
apprehend the fleeing vehicle. 

Another deputy, Robert Ainslie caught up with 
Starkweather, tailing him and shooting at his vehicle. One of 
the shots shattered the rear window, cutting Starkweather’s 
ear with a shard of the glass. County Sheriff Earl Heflin 
later told reporters, “It was his own blood that got him. He 
thought he was shot deader ‘n hell when he saw that blood. I 
guess he thought he was bleeding to death. That’s what kind 
of a yellow SOB he is.” 

Justice? 
We will never know the full story behind what actually 
occurred in most of these crimes. Starkweather’s accounts 
of the murders changed almost every time he told them. 
Then there’s Caril Fugate, who to this day continues to 
maintain her innocence, that she had nothing to do with the 
murders and that she too was merely a victim of Charles 

Starkweather’s murderous rampage.
For a while after he was apprehended, Charlie 

corroborated with Caril’s proclamations of her own 
innocence and admitted he had been holding her hostage. 
Later in his legal proceedings, that story changed when 
Caril refused to meet with him. Starkweather went on to 
claim that Caril had been an active participant in many of 
the crimes. She was guilty of the mutilation of Carol King’s 
body, which was repeatedly stabbed in the pubic area, 
Starkweather claimed Caril had committed out of jealously. 
Starkweather passed several polygraphs supporting tales of 
Caril’s involvement.

It was difficult, if not impossible, for the public to accept 
that Caril Fugate had lived for several weeks with Charles 
Starkweather and did not have an opportunity to escape and 
inform the authorities of the crimes that had transpired. 
Fugate claimed she feared for her life and that Charlie often 
tied her up, but the fact that she lived with Starkweather in 
her parents’ home, with their bodies decomposing only feet 
away, cast serious doubts on the credibility of her defence. 
Caril claimed that she didn’t know her parents and baby 
sister were dead. 

LEFT A downcast expression 
on Fugate’s face, 
photographed on 30 January 
1958, a day after the arrest 

RIGHT 8 May 1958, and 
Charles is led to court. It 
would be a year before he 
was eventually executed
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FROM MURDER 
TO MYTHOLOGY
DR JEAN MURLEY, ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR 
AT QUEENSBOROUGH COMMUNITY COLLEGE 
AND THE AUTHOR OF THE RISE OF TRUE 
CRIME: 20TH-CENTURY MURDER AND 
AMERICAN POPULAR CULTURE, ON THE 
REAL NATURAL BORN KILLERS  

It has been said that the 
Starkweather crime spree was the 
first killing spree in the TV era. 
What role do you feel television 
may have played in this crime?  
The Starkweather crimes were 
covered extensively in the true 
crime magazines of the time, and 
they struck a chord with readers 

for several reasons: first and foremost, this was the 
time period when anxiety and fear about juvenile 
delinquency and youthful criminality was running 
high in the nation, just after World War II. As the first 
wave of the baby boomers hit adolescence in the late 
1950s, law enforcement authorities began to warn of 
a coming crime wave, as it was understood even then 
that younger people tended to commit more crimes. 
18-year-old Starkweather and his 14-year-old girlfriend, 
Caril Ann Fugate, fit the profile of the juvenile offenders 
of that period – young, aimless and heartless kids. The 
stunning randomness of their murders also hit home, 
as this murder spree rocked the country’s seemingly 
safe heartland. Starkweather and Fugate seemed like 
harbingers of teenaged doom and the fulfilment of the 
darkest prophecies of paranoid cops and parents. I 
think these murders have spawned so many pop culture 
iterations because of the three-fold nature of the spree: 
it was a mixture of romance, violence and random 
criminality, three elements of endless fascination for 
both producers and consumers of popular culture. A 
perfect storm of audience interest.

What does this popularisation of murder say about 
our culture and collective memories this event?   
It’s a huge subject; the short (and inadequate) answer is 
that fascination with crimes like this (serial and spree 
killings) points in the same direction that fascination 
with crime fiction does – that true crime functions as a 
catharsis, a way of relieving anxiety about crime, a mode 
of processing the violent and incomprehensible actions 
of others. I believe that the majority of viewers and 
readers seek some form of relief from fear. What’s most 
interesting to me is that the fear of crime is detached 
from and not correlated with actual crime statistics; rates 
of violent crime have plummeted in this country over the 
past couple of decades, but our appetite for true crime 
(and crime fiction) has remained steady.

When she was tried for her crimes, Starkweather was 
brought in by the prosecution to testify against his former 
lover. On 21 November 1958, Caril Ann Fugate was found 
guilty and her jury gave her a life sentence. On 25 June 1959, 
Charles Starkweather was put to death by electric chair. 
For the most part he was unrepentant about the murders 
he committed and steadfastly stated that Fugate had been a 
willing participant, not a victim.

Caril Fugate’s sentence was commuted in 1973. She was 
awarded parole in 1976. Fugate moved to Lansing, Michigan 
where she worked as a janitor in a hospital. She married 
Frederick Clair in 2007 and moved to Stryker, Ohio. She was 
injured and widowed when her husband died in a car crash 
in Tekonsha, Michigan in 2013, once more bringing her into 
the public spotlight. The infamy of their crimes refuses to go 
quietly into the cold of a winter night. 

 OF THE MUTILATION OF CAROL KING, 
REPEATEDLY STABBED IN HER PUBIC AREA, 

CARIL COMMITTED THE ACT OUT OF JEALOUSY 
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Starkweather crime spree was the 
first killing spree in the TV era. 
What role do you feel television 
may have played in this crime?  
The Starkweather crimes were 
covered extensively in the true 
crime magazines of the time, and 
they struck a chord with readers 

for several reasons: first and foremost, this was the 
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Background
On the morning of 1 May 2001, 24-year-old 
Chandra Levy dressed to go for a jog, turned 
on her walkman and left her apartment. She 
would never be seen alive again. Chandra’s 
parents failed to hear from her for almost a 
week and were concerned that something 
was wrong. The police obtained a warrant 
and visited her apartment, finding her ID, 
her mobile phone and her computer still 
switched on, but no sign of Chandra. The 
first officer on the scene attempted to access 
her last internet search, but inadvertently 
crashed the hard drive, leaving all of her files 
corrupt. The police also failed to access the 
security camera recordings nearby, which 
could have revealed the time she left home 
and whether or not she was alone. 

After speaking with Chandra’s aunt, 
the police found out that she had been 
having an affair with Gary Condit, a US 
Congressman. This line of enquiry went 
on for months, as the police tried to find 
out whether Condit had anything to do 
with Levy’s disappearance. Although he 
was reluctant to cooperate with the police 
and seemed secretive throughout the 
investigation, nothing could ever be pinned 
on the powerful politician. Six weeks after 
Chandra disappeared, the police were finally 
able to access her internet history, and found 
that her last search had been for trail routes 
through Rock Creek Park. They conducted 
a search of the area, but found nothing. The 
police continued to work on the case, but 
when the events of 9/11 came to pass, the 
investigation was stopped dead in its tracks.

On 22 May 2002, a dog-walker stumbled 
across some human remains 73 metres 
from the western trail in Rock Creek Park. 
Using dental records, these were matched 

to Chandra Levy. Although the police finally 
had the location of the deceased, they 
were unable to make any headway in their 
enquiries. The case went cold for five years.

Turning point
A new team of investigators were tasked 
with looking into the Chandra Levy case in 
2007, and they were quick to put right many 
of the police’s mistakes. They stumbled 
across reports of a man attacking women 
in Rock Creek Park at the time Chandra 
went missing. One of the women who was 
attacked immediately reported what had 
happened to a park ranger, who called for a 
police helicopter to track down her assailant. 
The police came across a man by the name 
of Ingmar Guandique, an illegal immigrant 
from El Salvador. 

Guandique had recently lost his job and 
had started hanging out in the park, where 
he would drink heavily and use drugs. 
He was asked whether he had ever seen 
Chandra Levy, who was missing at this time, 
to which he said that he had. Somehow the 
police managed to omit this vital information 
from the original investigation. Guandique 
confessed to attacking two women in Rock 
Creek Park, and was sentenced to 10 years in 
prison. The team reinvestigating the case was 
shocked, they couldn’t understand how a link 
between Guandique and Chandra Levy had 
not been made earlier. 

The investigators decided to interview 
Guandique’s girlfriend at the time of 
Chandra’s disappearance. She revealed 
that on that very same day, Guandique had 
come home after spending the day at the 
park with scratches all over his body, and 
provided no explanation of how he sustained 
these injuries. The team continued to dig 

further, questioning some of Guandique’s 
former cellmates. One prisoner revealed that 
the suspect had boasted about killing “the 
famous girl in the park” – Chandra Levy. 
The investigators published their findings, 
which exonerated Gary Condit and identified 
Ingmar Guandique as the most likely suspect. 
The police interview turned up another 
significant discovery. To their amazement, 
Guandique had a picture of Chandra Levy 
pinned to the wall of his cell. After almost 
a decade and a catalogue of errors by the 
police, the new investigating team were 
confident that they had their man. 

Aftermath
Already serving a ten year sentence for 
assaulting women in Rock Creek Park, 
Guandique was charged with the murder of 
Chandra Levy. In spite of the new evidence 
he chose to submit a not-guilty plea. The 
prosecution set about building its case, based 
mainly on the information provided by his 
ex-girlfriend and the evidence given by 
Guandique’s former cellmate. The jury was 
quick to find him guilty of murder, and he 
was duly sentenced to 60 years in prison.

We’ll never know exactly how the victim 
died (the majority of forensic evidence was 
destroyed by the great outdoors), but the 
most credible theory is that Guandique 
attacked Levy while she was jogging 
and then tied her up. She was probably 
incapacitated by her injuries, and died from 
her wounds or exposure. Some believe that 
the inmate who told police of Guandique’s 
confession to the murder said this only to 
gain favour with the prosecutors. Whether or 
not this is true is yet to be revealed, but it’s 
hoped that a retrial will shed further light on 
Chandra Levy’s final moments alive.

B R E A K T H R O U G H

A US CONGRESSMAN FALLS UNDER SUSPICION, BUT WHO 
REALLY MURDERED A YOUNG INTERN IN AMERICA’S CAPITAL?
WORDS PHILIP WATTS
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to Chandra Levy. Although the police finally further, questioning some of Guandique’s 
former cellmates. One prisoner revealed that 
the suspect had boasted about killing “the 
famous girl in the park” – Chandra Levy. 
The investigators published their findings, 
which exonerated Gary Condit and identified 
Ingmar Guandique as the most likely suspect. 

A US CONGRESSMAN FALLS UNDER SUSPICION, BUT WHO 
REALLY MURDERED A YOUNG INTERN IN AMERICA’S CAPITAL?

THE MURDER OF THE MURDER OF 
CHANDRA LEVY WHAT  MURDER WHERE  
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THE MURDER OF CHANDRA LEVY

“To their amazement, Guandique had a picture of 
Chandra Levy pinned to the wall of his cell... they 

were confi dent that they had their man” 

“To their amazement, Guandique had a picture of 
Chandra Levy pinned to the wall of his cell... they 

His ten year stretch turned to 60 
following his conviction. Pending 
retrial, he will be 88 on release

Chandra Levy - in her graduation 
photo - was romantically linked to 
US Congressman Gary Condit

Photos of Levy displayed in a 
memorialr at the Modesto Centre 
Plaza on 28 May 2002, shortly 
after her body was discovered

There was little more than a 
skeleton left on the spot where 
Chandra had been left
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UNSOLVED CASE

THE GRUESOME DISCOVERY OF THREE BATTERED AND MUTILATED 
BODIES AND A MISSING CHILD BEGAN A DECADES-LONG INVESTIGATION 
INTO A CASE THAT STILL PROVOKES CONSPIRACY AND CONTROVERSY

THE CABIN IN THE 
WOODS MURDERS 
WORDS MARTYN CONTIERO
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The foothills of the Sierra Nevada are a four-hour drive 
north-east of San Francisco. Yet such is the contrast 
between metropolis and pastoral idyll, it could be a 

million miles away. The ancient land is almost impossibly 
scenic; a hiker’s dream landscape. Trails pass through sun-
dappled pine forests, verdant valleys and lush meadows. 
Undulating hills clash with rougher shaped jagged peaks. 
Inviting rivers and waterways run with an abundance 
of trout. The national parks draw holidaymakers and 
recreational sports enthusiasts like moths to flame. The 
region is also home to one of the world’s largest specimens 
of tree: the mighty sequoia. Locals smilingly refer to the 
foothills as ‘God’s own country’. The place is a kind of 
paradise, certainly, but the picture postcard vistas belie a 
sickening trauma just beneath the surface of this heavenly 
part of California. One that stubbornly refuses to go away - or 
to yield its secrets - 34 years on.

Plumas County and the town of Quincy never felt the 
same after the triple homicide and kidnapping, in Cabin 28 
at the Keddie Resort, on 11 April 1981. In the decades since, 
residents have described feeling haunted by what happened 
to Glenna Sharp (36), John Sharp (15), Tina Sharp (12) and 
Dana Wingate (17). It wasn’t just the shock of murder in a 

tranquil American town, but the ferocious brutality and the 
mutilated state of their bodies. This was more than killing. 

THE KEDDIE RESORT
As a resort, Keddie rented out 33 cabins or offered single 
rooms in the lodge. The Keddie Lodge restaurant was known 
in northern California for its fine locally-sourced barbecue 
cuisine and wines, today renowned around the world. Such 
was its reputation as a fine eatery, folk would readily drive in 
from afar as San Fran and Sacramento. 
By the late 1970s and into the early 1980s, however, the 
resort had fallen onto hard times. Owner Gary Mollath 
began renting out the cabins to low-income families and 
while by no means a disastrous policy, it is said small-time 
criminality followed. The distribution and sale of marijuana, 
in particular, was prevalent.

In November 1980 a recently single mother, Glenna Sharp, 
arrived in town with her brood and moved into Cabin 28. 
Her children ranged in age. John, Sheila and Tina were 
teenagers or thereabouts. Ricky and Greg were aged 10 and 
5. After the murders took place residents gossiped about 
Glenna, who was known to all by her middle name ‘Sue’. The 

THE CABIN IN THE WOODS MURDERS 
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UNSOLVED CASE

woman was deemed a bit of a loner. It is said she let her 
kids run wild and townsfolk postulated that a lack of 
parental skills led the family on the road to ruin. To this 
day, many in the town feel the murders were related to 
some sort of drug deal gone very wrong. 

Living close by to the Sharp family, in Cabin 28, was 
chef and occasional drug dealer, Martin Smartt, his wife 
Marilyn and their children. One of them, Marty’s young 
stepson, Justin, would be present in Cabin 28 at the 
time of the killings, and his confused witness statements 
led many to believe he saw something important.

SHARP FAMILY BLUES 
As the sole parent in a new neighbourhood, Glenna 

had attracted the attention of several men in the area. 
One of these men was John Boubede, a decidedly shady 
fellow, who would later become a prime suspect in the 
slayings. Glenna’s relationships at the resort prior to her 
death are not well documented, save for a gentleman, 
known as Daryl, who left a week before the murders. 
Witnesses attest to a blazing row between the pair 
with plenty of cussing, but the guy was tracked down 
by investigators in neighbouring Butte County and his 
alibi and whereabouts checked out. He was not the man 
responsible for the massacre in Cabin 28. 

If the Sharps were far from a model of family 
unity, it did not make them bad people. They were a 
working-class, single-parent clan experiencing hard 
times. For a mother to lose her grip on the situation 
is not uncommon, but neither is it a particular source 
of shame. Kids, after all, are prone to rebelling against 
mum and dad as part of their formative experiences. 
As many attested, Glenna Sharp loved her kids and 
they did not lack that vital emotional nourishment. The 
FBI’s Behavioural Sciences Unit, however, declared the 
victims as ‘high risk’ individuals. This belief stemmed 

NO CLEAR MOTIVE. CABIN 28 LEFT MORE QUESTIONS THAN ANSWERS.

THREE MUTILATED BODIES 
AND A MISSING GIRL

The detectives found no sign of forced 
entry into Cabin 28, which discounted 
the idea of a burglary gone very wrong 
and presented the chilling possibility 
the victims knew their killer. 

CLUE NO FORCED ENTRY

A resident known as Arthur J 
walks by cabin 28 at 23:30 
and notices the porch light is 
off. This is deemed unusual, 
as it normally left on.

WITNESS

ABOVE Cabin 28 showed no signs of forced entry. Whoever killed them... knew them

A hammer and two knives were left at the scene by 
the killers. One knife and the hammer were on left 
on a wooden table in the living room. Detectives 
also recovered a steak knife from the scene with a 
peculiar 25-degree bend.  

CLUE THE KNIVES AND HAMMER

Dana Wingate was found 
lying in the living room, as 
per the others, and his head 
was partially resting against 
a cushion removed from the 
sofa. Cause of death: head 
trauma and strangulation. 

VICTIM DANA WINGATE
Dana Wingate was found 
lying in the living room, as 
per the others, and his head 
was partially resting against 
a cushion removed from the 
sofa. Cause of death: head 
trauma and strangulation. 

At 01:15, a couple occupying Cabin 16 wake up 
and believe they hear ‘muffl ed screams’. 

WITNESS
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The FBI presented 
multiple scenarios 
in their report of 
the crime scene. 
This included her 
abduction, removal 
from the cabin and 

murdered somewhere else and, in a later 
report, direct involvement in the event. 

VICTIM TINA SHARP
The FBI presented 
multiple scenarios 
in their report of 
the crime scene. 
This included her 
abduction, removal 
from the cabin and 

murdered somewhere else and, in a later 

Although no sign of a violent struggle was found, 
aside from several pieces of rearranged furniture, 
blood specks and splatters were evident in all 
rooms of the cabin. Even the adjoining bedroom 
where the three children slept. 

CLUE BLOOD TRACES IN EVERY 
ROOM OF THE CABIN

An employee known as Kathy 
A. leaves the Back Door Bar at 
02:20 and has she approaches 
her car in the north-west section 
of the car park, she hears a car 
door shut and what she believed 
to be a male and female voice. 

WITNESS

A 36-year-old single mother 
going through the divorce 
process, Glenna Sharp is tied 
up with electrical cord and 
tape. Cause of death: collective 
injuries and stab wound to aorta 
and hemothorax. 

VICTIM GLENNA ‘SUE’ SHARP
A 36-year-old single mother 
going through the divorce 
process, Glenna Sharp is tied 
up with electrical cord and 
tape. Cause of death: collective 
injuries and stab wound to aorta 
and hemothorax. John Sharp, like his mother, 

was tied up and suffered 
blunt and sharp force trauma 
to the head and body. Cause 
of the death: the stab wound 
to his right carotid artery, 
vein and larynx. 

VICTIM JOHN SHARP
John Sharp, like his mother, 
was tied up and suffered 
blunt and sharp force trauma 
to the head and body. Cause 
of the death: the stab wound 
to his right carotid artery, 
vein and larynx. 
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from associations with crooks. (John Sharp was friends 
with Dana Wingate, a kid with a troubled home life and 
was well known to the local fuzz, due to his various 
criminal activities.) 

SAVAGE NIGHT: 11 APRIL 1981
As deadly events conspired against the unknowing 
Sharps, the night began so ordinarily as to render 
what happened not only a tragedy beyond words, but 
horrendously perverse. How on earth could a family be 
murdered so viciously and with neighbours oblivious to 
what had occurred? Some of the cabins were mere feet 
apart. It is but one sorry element of the Keddie Murders 
which defies belief and comprehension. 

Sheila had arranged a sleepover at the Seabolts next 
door, Glenna was at home with Greg, Rick, Tina and their 
friend Justin came over to spend the night. They played 
and watched television, until they went off to sleep 
between 20:00 and 22:00. When they awoke the next 
morning, to see Sheila ordering them to follow her out of 
the bedroom window, their lives would change forever. 
Justin told the police Tina was missing. How could he 
have known, if he had slept right through? He later told a 
police officer during an interview about a dream he had 
had, where Tina had fallen overboard. Prior to getting 
their heads down for the night, the kids had watched the 
television series, The Love Boat. Was Justin mixing up 
dream with reality or was it a nightmare cruelly jumbled 
up in his head as having significance to the case? The 
problem with Justin’s statements to the authorities were 
that they kept changing - and he was a kid. 

Two particular narrative strands may have led directly 
to the murders. Firstly, John Sharp and his friend Dana 
Wingate had been partying with acquaintances and 
friends, and hitchhiked both to and from the party at 
Oakland Camp. This was in direct defiance of a promise 
Wingate had made to his foster parents. Had they met 
their opportunistic murderer(s) and bummed a ride 
with them? Secondly, Marty Smartt, John Boubede and 

UNSOLVED CASE

THE SKULL
In 1984 Robert Pedrini, out looking for old 
bottles, found a human skull 200 yards from a 
campsite used by the Boy Scouts of America, 
known as Camp 18, nine miles from the local 
beauty spot, Feather Falls. A remote location, 
it is situated 50 miles south from Keddie, in 
Butte County. 

Pedrini called the local sheriff’s office 
and they recovered the skull. A deputy from 
then contacted Dr Turhon Merhad, forensic 
anthropologist at Chico State University, and 
asked him to study the skull. Was it modern or 
prehistoric? If it was the latter, the cops would 
hand it over to a Native American tribe and 
that would be that. However, Dr Merhad filed 
a preliminary report and revealed the skull 

belonged to a child aged between 11-12. 
The skull was in good shape, there was 

nothing to signify evidence of blunt force 
trauma or sharp force trauma. No cause 
of death could be determined. Dr Merhad 
suggested rodents, perhaps squirrels, had 
denuded the skull of all flesh, which left 
it exposed and clean as a whistle. When it 
came to approximating a timescale related to 
the child’s death, it was found very difficult 
to answer. There was no grease found on 
the skull and it was odourless. One part of 
the skull was covered in dirt and the other 
side had been exposed to sunlight and was 
bleached out. Dr Merhad concluded therefore 
that for the bleaching process to occur, it 

would take roughly a year or maybe even a 
couple of years. 

After an anonymous phone call was received 
on 30 May, on 8 June, a remarkable find was 
made: an investigative team recovered a piece 
of lower jaw while undertaking a painstaking 
re-examination of the area, based on the 
anonymous tip. The Department of Justice’s 
missing persons unit sent X-rays, the skull and 
useable part of the lower jaw to help identify 
the body. These were compared with Tina’s 
dental records and a forensics expert, Dr 
Norman Sperber, confirmed to the authorities 
the skull belonged to the missing child. Instead 
of settling matters, it only provoked more 
head-scratching.

 HOW COULD A FAMILY BE MURDERED 
SO VICIOUSLY AND WITH NEIGHBOURS 

OBLIVIOUS TO WHAT HAD OCCURRED? 

THE GHOULISH DISCOVERY OF A CHILD’S SKULL 
ANSWERED ONE QUESTION, BUT RAISED MORE

ABOVE One body had been partially covered with a blanket, suggesting remorse from the killer(s)
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ABOVE Blood on Glenna Sharp’s feet suggested she had initially survived the attack ABOVE A child’s skull was found 50 miles from Keddie. It belonged to Tina Sharp

THE CABIN IN THE WOODS MURDERS 

THE TWO MET IN A HOSPITAL FOR VIETNAM VETS AND BECAME PRIME SUSPECTS IN THE CABIN 28 MURDERS

THE TALE OF MARTY SMARTT AND JOHN BOUBEDE

Martin Smartt scarpered from Keddie Resort a couple of weeks 
after the murders. His marriage was toast and he well knew the 
cops were looking at him closely. One day in mid-April, Smartt 

was spotted walking alone along Highway 70 near Portola, hauling 
a backpack and wearing his green army jacket. It’s the sympathetic 
Vietnam-vet-as-social-outcast image with a perverse twist. Smartt 
knew the heat was on. He had made an attempt to plead his innocence 
to a close pal, but wasn’t that interested in staying around to fight 
against any future potential charges. 

A cook by trade, Smartt served two tours in ’Nam and believed his 
experiences of war left deep psychological scars. The truth was far 
less honourable: he was there as a chef and was stationed well away 
from the fighting. Like many soldiers over there, he took advantage of 
the easy access to drugs and returned to the US acting like a five-star 
lunatic. One time, he threatened to kill his brother and blow up his 
parents’ house. His behaviour upon rotating back to the world was 
erratic, violent and unpredictable. Smartt also routinely threatened the 
lives of his wife and children. 

Marty’s propensity to anger quickly and act violently towards others, 
even his nearest and dearest, as well as a lack of a solid alibi during the 
night of 11 April and into the early hours of 12 April, created suspicion 
among folk. Marilyn’s doubts about her husband stemmed from his 
abusive nature, his lightning quick temper and the fact she thought 
he was more than capable of committing murder. He also knew the 
victims and Boubede had expressed an interest in getting to know 
Glenna Sharp on a romantic level. 

In the early months of 1981, Marty was regularly attending a hospital 
for veterans, in Reno, Nevada, to receive counselling. Smartt told the 
therapist about his anger issues, marital woes and that he was suffering 

post-traumatic stress disorder. A month before the killings took place, 
Smartt befriended John Boubede, during the stay on Ward 4A. John 
was known to everybody as ‘Bou’. Marty invited John to move into 
the Smartt’s cabin, numbered 26, without any prior notification and 
became a fixture in the household. Marilyn dared not say a word about 
their new house guest, in case it riled her husband. Marty and Boubede 
became bosom buddies, but did it spark off a folie à deux situation, one 
which led to murder? It takes two to tango, a gun needs bullets, and a 
stick of dynamite requires the spark of a flame to ignite.

Unlike Marty Smartt, whose dalliances with criminality were minor 
(he sold hash occasionally to residents), Boubede was a convicted 
criminal with a charge sheet including breaking and entering, home 
invasion, bank robbery and allegedly he had links to the Chicago Mafia. 
‘Bou’ was a bad egg and certainly not the kind of man you bring into a 
sleepy rural community. 

Smartt and Boubede were interviewed by the police on 13 April 
and gave statements. These interviews were taped and transcribed. 
In them, both men related their comings and goings during the night. 
The accounts are evasive and possibly total fiction after a certain point. 
Incredibly, when such holes in their statements appeared, detectives 
Harry Bradley and PA Crim Jr, conducting the interviews, failed to 
recognise them. Marty concocted a tale about two guys he’d never seen 
before, drinking in the Backdoor bar who they looked odd. No other 
witnesses interviewed recalled these two men. Boubede played the 
‘I’m new in town and don’t know nothing’ card. Acting dumb worked 
for him. He was able, also, to hide the fact he had a record as long as 
his arm. Later, Boubede was driven to a local bus station and he left 
town for Klamath Falls, Oregon. Smartt remained and undertook a 
polygraph test on 17 April, passed it and left Keddie for good.
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UNSOLVED CASE

COPS WERE STUMPED BY THE SENSELESS SLAYING, 
BUT THE FBI DEVELOPED A COMPELLING THEORYTHE INVESTIGATION

Sheila Sharp returned from the sleepover at 
the Seabolts, right next door to Cabin 28. She 
was up bright and early because she’d decided 
to join the family at their local church service. 
It was 7.45 a.m. She walked the short journey, 
literally a few yards, and opened the front door. 
She found her mother, her brother and his 
friend, Dana, lying close together, dead in the 
living room. 

Sheila, traumatised but spurred immediately 
into action, ran back to the Seabolts and with 
their help, managed to pull Greg, Ricky and 
Justin through a bedroom window, so they did 
not have to see the state of the living room. 
Unable to use the phone, they ran over to 
the caretaker’s cabin, number 25, and made 
a call to the sheriff’s office. The cops arrived 
approximately ten minutes later, around 8.00. 
Police entered the crime scene and were 
overwhelmed by the grotesque nature of 
what they saw. This was big city-type evil, 
not the sort of thing which happened in 
quiet little Plumas County. The victims were 
not only killed, but mutilated and beaten 
beyond recognition. As Patrol Commander 
Rod DeCrona told the press, whoever was 
responsible for the murders was a ‘psychopath’. 

In later years, the Plumas County sheriff’s 
department would come in for much criticism 

for their handling of the case, which included 
neglecting potential DNA evidence and failing 
to secure a crime scene properly. As the 
surviving eldest, Sheila provided the police 
with information about her mother, brother and 
sister. As well as Tina being physically absent, 
Sheila reported she had not seen her the night 
before, and assumed she’d been out playing 
with friends. Also missing from Cabin 28 was a 
shoebox Tina had made for a class project. She 
had a particular attachment to this shoebox. A 
red nylon jacket and shoes were gone, too. 

The police devoted 4,000 man-hours and 
eight investigators to solving the murders, but 
the mysteries only seemed to deepen. Nothing 
could be tied together to fit any particular 
scenario. The lack of clear motive, no sign 
of forced entry and Tina’s disappearance 
continued to stump authorities. The ground-
breaking Behavioural Science Unit at the FBI 
pitched in with their rather surprising version 
of events. John Douglas profiled the potential 
suspect, too, but even he remained cautious as 
to the likelihood of the scenario’s veracity.

Douglas also noted that Dana Wingate had 
had a troubled home life, was in foster care, had 
been known to commit crimes such as burglary 
and displayed antisocial behaviour. Wingate 
also had a penchant for cruelty to animals. 

Douglas concluded he was therefore likely 
to know the criminal element in the Plumas 
County area and be involved in illegal activities. 
Did he lead the killer or killers to the Sharps’ 
unassuming door? 

Of the crime scene, he stated the killings 
were an ‘afterthought’ and not premediated. 
He deduced this by the materials and weapons 
used in the murders (a steak knife, a claw 
hammer and bindings derived from the home). 
Douglas, too, did not discount the idea there 
was a sole perpetrator. But he would have been 
physically strong and in complete control of the 
environment. 

The big twist in the five-page report is 
that Douglas postulated the key involvement 
of Tina in the crimes. He also stated Glenna 
and John Sharp knew their murderer. Glenna 
was covered in a blanket from her bed. It’s an 
unusual detail, for sure, but one that Douglas 
believed was crucial to interpreting the scene. 
Why cover up the body? Is there remorse 
involved? Being respectful of a person who may 
be upset by the body? Douglas felt the crime 
was committed by a man involved somehow 
with the younger Sharp and murdered Glenna, 
Johnny and Dana, who was never a target, but 
in the wrong place at the wrong time, out of 
warped love and sense of duty toward the child. 

The Sheriff released this 
drawing of the two men 
they wanted to speak to
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THE AFTERMATH 

In the absence of the truth, the murders in Cabin 
28 on 11 April 1981 became swamped in wild tales 
involving drug trafficking, the Mafia, hired assassins, 
sex rings and all sorts of sordid nastiness. It began as 
something very real, but soon turned into stories of the 
supernatural.  

Ghosts make perfect metaphors for the haunted 
past and soon enough locals and those brought up 
in Plumas County and the nearby town of Quincy 
spread legends of ghostly goings on. Cabin 28 was 
dubbed ‘Murder House’ and the place considered to 
be rampant with poltergeist activity. Teens would get 
their kicks breaking in and relating stories to their 
pals about hearing spooky noises or seeing spirit 
manifestations. Scott Lawson, executive director of 
Plumas County Museum, told a San Francisco Gate 
reporter in 2001, “It’s the whodunit of the century 
around here.” It wasn’t easy letting go. 

The Keddie Resort was never the same after that 
bloody night and it slowly fell apart. Within the space 
of a year, folk began to leave and the owners put it up 
for sale in 1984. The asking price was $1.8 million, but 
nobody was interested. Vagrants began to occupy the 
deserted cabins and it effectively became a ghost town. 
There were attempts to rebuild the community, but 
it was never the same again. In 2004, Cabin 28 was 
demolished for good, not long after a former owner 
described to the press her terrifying experiences of 
living there. She’d even wanted the place exorcised, at 
one point. 

For Sheila Sharp and others directly affected, the 
killings continued to plague their lives. Survivors 
and relatives of murder victims are presented with a 
horrible existential conundrum: trying to move on, to 
live with the pain the best they can, but with memories 
lurking at the back of the mind. Like a wound, it can 
fester and spread. Learning to cope is a great emotional 
challenge. Some get by, others fail miserably. The 
Keddie Murders rank as one of California’s greatest 
unsolved crimes and one of the most baffling. The 
truth may never be known. 

34 YEARS LATER, THE CASE CONTINUES 
TO HAUNT PLUMAS COUNTY

 THE KEDDIE MURDERS RANK AS ONE 
OF CALIFORNIA’S GREATEST UNSOLVED 

CRIMES AND ONE OF THE MOST BAFFLING. 
THE TRUTH MAY NEVER BE KNOWN 
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THE CABIN IN THE WOODS MURDERS 

The once idyllic town of Keddie has 
forever been tainted by this crime 
and the mystery that surrounds it

Marilyn Smartt set off for a night out at the Back Door Bar, 
their local watering hole, Marty insisted on Marilyn inviting 
Glenna, so that his buddy John had some female company. 
Boubede had taken a shine to Glenna, but she didn’t want 
to go and told Marilyn so. Later on, though Marilyn is a 
somewhat unreliable witness, she told the police the rejection 
left Marty and John stewing and in a grumpy mood. But 
would such a slight kick off a mass killing? 

Between 22:00 and the following early hours of 12 April, 
the killer(s) entered Cabin 28, tied up Glenna, Johnny and 
Dana with duct tape and electrical cord, stabbed and beat 
them to death with a knife and claw hammer. Sue had been 
gagged with a blue bandana and her panties. They were 
embedded deep within her mouth and throat. The killer(s) 
tied her up with two types of electric cord, one coloured 
brown and the other black. White adhesive tape had also 
been used to bound her hands and ankles. The subsequent 
autopsy report and photographs noted the marked tightness 
of the ligatures. She suffered multiple bruises and lacerations 
to the face, stab wounds to the throat (her larynx was 
severed) and chest area and her teeth were fractured. Her 
lounging dress was saturated with blood. Her body was next 
to Dana Wingate’s, directly in front of the sofa. 
John was found closest to the front door, his hands and feet 
tied with the same kinds of duct tape and electrical cord. A 
bent steak knife was found very close to his body. The head 
and face was severely beaten. The brain had swelled from 
the trauma of the blows. He was stabbed in the throat – the 
right carotid artery, vein and larynx were cut – and his chest 
also received puncture wounds from a knife. The right orbital 
bone was fractured. 

Dana’s murder differed on several fronts. He was not 
stabbed, but died from asphyxia brought on by strangulation. 
As with the others, his teeth were fractured and there was 
swelling of the brain from repeated blows to the head. 
When his body was discovered, his head was placed on a 
sofa cushion and his arms and legs were not tied up like the 
others. Dana had an electrical cord and white adhesive tape 
on left arm and the left ankle of his hiking boots, but they 
were not connected with the right arm or leg. 

Had Dana helped the assailant(s) with Glenna and Johnny 
before his own grisly demise? Why had Sue been covered 
up with a blanket from her bed, too? The FBI found this 
particular detail very telling, and they summed up – much 
to the shock of the surviving family – that Tina may have 
taken part or aided the killer or killers in their activity that 
night. But when it comes to the Keddie Murders, the lack of 
a clear motive and the array of theories muddied the waters. 
Tina disappeared from the face of the earth for three years, 
until partial remains were recovered (the skull and detached 
lower mandible) in 1984. This resolution of sorts offered too 
few solutions to dislodge the case from true crime infamy 
and urban myth, inspiring in part 2008 home invasion horror 
movie The Strangers. 
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GUNS, DRUGS AND THE DARK NET
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AFTER THE TURN OF THE MILLENNIUM A SURGE OF CRIMINAL ENTERPRISES ENTERED THE 
DIGITAL AGE, BUT NONE OF THESE HAVE COME CLOSE TO THE SUCCESS OF SILK ROAD

LEFT Ross Ulbricht (centre) 
with his mother and father 

(Kirk and Lyn). Following his 
graduation, he discovered 

Bitcoin and the “means to 
abolish the use of coercion 

and aggression amongst 
mankind.”

WORDS 
HEATHER SUTFIN
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February of 2011 marked the launch of one of the most 
sophisticated criminal marketplaces ever conceived. 
Operating within the anonymous realm of the dark web 

and accessible only through advanced cryptographic network 
relay software, Silk Road offered a smorgasbord of illicit 
substances, firearms, credit card numbers and black market 
services. Utilising a reputation-based user rating system 
similar to that found on eBay, it quickly rose in popularity, 
single-handedly rivalling drug smuggling operations 
previously reserved for cartels and street hustlers. Much to 
the chagrin of law enforcement agencies the world over, a 
truly remarkable innovation in black market sales had been 
born – and behind it all was one man.

Birth of an Empire
Mild-mannered 27-year-old libertarian and recent Penn 
State graduate Ross Ulbricht aspired to create something 
the modern world had never seen, ‘An economic simulation 
to give people a first-hand experience of what it would be 
like to live in a world without the systematic use of force.’ 
It was this vision, combined with his libertarian ideals 
that would lead Ulbricht to construct the illicit Silk Road 
marketplace. The rise in popularity of the anonymous Tor 
network, in conjunction with the cryptocurrency Bitcoin, 
created the perfect opportunity for Ulbricht’s idea to come to 
fruition and, ultimately, turn a former physics student into a 
worldwide business mogul overnight.

Adopting the moniker ‘Dread Pirate Roberts’, Ulbricht 
went to work, building the website’s central infrastructure 
from the ground up. Taking its name from the ancient trade 
routes that spanned Europe  and Indochina in 206 BC – 220 
AD, the Silk Road marketplace was a welcome addition to the 
range of nefarious websites already operating through Tor. 
Word spread throughout the Tor community and Silk Road 
rapidly gained a reputation as a trustworthy platform for 
the purchase and sale of black market goods.The centralised 
control of the site, along with the veil of anonymity that Tor 
and Bitcoin respectively provided, allowed for operations to 
flow freely with little fear of intervention by law enforcement. 
Working closely with several other users, Ulbricht’s only 
concerns were to ensure that the website ran smoothly and to 
collect his cut of the profits at the end of the week.

As word spread of the marketplace and its popularity 
skyrocketed, so did the pressure on law enforcement officials 
to take it down. Investigators, lacking knowledge on how the 
dark web operated, found themselves in over their heads with 

the operation. The DEA would have to assemble a specialised 
task force – enter DEA agent Carl Force.

Infiltration by Force
Agent Force didn’t know much about computers, nor 
Bitcoins for that matter, when he was offered a position 
on the Baltimore-based Silk Road Task Force. What Force 
lacked in technical skills, he made up for in his dedication to 
making a name for himself by taking on this ground-breaking 
case. Force, along with 40 other agents assigned to the 
multi-agency task force, mulled over PowerPoint slides and 
technical diagrams, stuffing their brains with any information 
available on the inner workings of Silk Road, the Tor network 
and cryptocurrency.

Satisfied with the dark web crash course provided at the 
Silk Road summit, Force was ready to begin heading the 
covert operation to take down the marketplace once and for 
all. Armed with a government--issued laptop, Force adopted 
the online persona of Nob – a big-time drug smuggler 

THE EBAY FOR CRIMINALS
HOW SILK ROAD ANONYMOUSLY JOINED DODGY DEALERS WITH WILLING BUYERS

ABOVE With drugs being as easy as 
hitting a ‘Buy it Now’ button, it was 
only a matter of time before the Feds 
shut the Silk Road down, leaving its 
users facing this page

1. CURRENCY EXCHANGE 
To purchase something from the Silk Road 
marketplace, the buyer must fi rst exchange 
their currency for Bitcoins. This assures that 
the buyer’s identity remains anonymous.

2. BITCOIN TRANSFER
Once the buyer’s funds have been exchanged 
for Bitcoins they are now able to transfer their 
newfound cryptocurrency into a specifi c Silk 
Road account.

3: BUYER MAKES PURCHASE
The buyer is now able to purchase items 
freely from the online marketplace using the 
Bitcoins they have stored within their Silk 
Road account. 

4. FOR SAFE KEEPING
Once the buyer makes their purchase, the 
Bitcoins are held in an escrow account until 
the vendor verifi es that the buyer’s package 
has been shipped.

GUNS, DRUGS AND THE DARK NET

B



43

from the Dominican Republic. It was through this persona 
that Force initially reached out to the DEA’s prime target, 
expressing an interest in purchasing the website outright.

Dread Pirate Roberts was quick to respond to Force’s 
enquiry. He told the agent that he was reluctant to let go 
of the company he had so carefully nurtured. For Ulbricht, 
the website was more than just a business, it was the 
embodiment of a political ideology that had become his 
lifetime achievement. Force remained diligent in pushing 
Ulbricht into selling the website for several weeks, only to be 
met with similar responses. Perhaps growing weary of Force’s 
persistence on the matter, Ulbricht finally told Force that he 
would be willing to part with the site for a modest $1 billion – 
a price that Force was unwilling to pay.

Whether Ulbircht would be willing to sell off the site 
was of little difference to Force. His only intention was to 
slowly integrate himself into Dread Pirate Roberts’ elite inner 
circle, and his plan worked. Force continued to correspond 
with Dread Pirate Roberts, making bold business proposals 
for the website and offering new ideas on how to expand 
marketplace operations. These correspondences would allow 
Force to set up a major cocaine deal with Ulbricht’s right-
hand man – a Silk Road administrator known as Chronicpain. 

As an administrator for the website, it was Chronicpain’s 
job to handle customer complaints and settle seller disputes. 
The disabled former paramedic, self-proclaimed opiate 

addict and semi-pro poker player spent most of his days on 
the Silk Road message forums, instructing other users on 
the ins and outs of opiate use. It was through his role as an 
active forum user that Chronicpain was offered the job as 
site administrator by Dread Pirate Roberts himself. Eager to 
take on such a prestigious role, the 49-year-old grandfather 
worked upwards of 18 hours a day for the website.

Force again reached out to Ulbricht. He claimed that he 
had received a sizable shipment of pure Peruvian cocaine and 
wanted his close confidant, Dread Pirate Roberts, to help him 
move some of the product. Ulbricht asked his administrator, 
Chronicpain, if he would be interested in procuring the 
shipment. Chronicpain agreed to the deal.

Green Takes the Bait
Curtis Green was at home in Spanish Fork, Utah with his 
two chihuahuas when he heard a knock on the door. Outside, 
waiting on his front step was the package he had been 
waiting for – $37,000 worth of powdered cocaine. Huffing 

 OUTSIDE, WAITING ON HIS FRONT DOORSTEP 
WAS THE PACKAGE HE HAD BEEN WAITING FOR 
– $37,000 WORTH OF POWDERED COCAINE 

5. SILK ROAD HAS ITS BITE
Once the transaction has been completed, 
Silk Road takes out a small percentage of 
the vendor’s profi t from the sale as a fee for 
facilitating the transaction.

6. VENDOR IS PAID
After Silk Road has taken its commission, 
the rest of the Bitcoins from the sale are 
transferred directly into the vendor’s Silk 
Road account. 

7. MOVING MONEY
Once the vendor receives their Bitcoins from 
the sale, they are free to transfer the currency 
from their Silk Road account into a Bitcoin 
exchange whenever they’d like.

8. CURRENCY EXCHANGE
After the Bitcoins reach the Bitcoin 
exchange, the vendor is able to exchange 
the funds for the currency of their choice, in 
complete anoymity.

ABOVE Ross Ulbricht’s supporters 
gather outside the courtroom during 
his trial in January 2015. 

GUNS, DRUGS AND THE DARK NET
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LEVEL S: “CLEARNET” 
Level S is where most of the websites we browse 
daily are stored. This level houses content such 
as social media websites, search engines and 
Wikipedia entries.

LEVEL 1: “SURFACE WEB”
Level one web content mainly consists of websites 
that may require a search engine to find. The 
content stored here includes message boards, user 
created content and shopping websites.

LEVEL 2: “BERGIE WEB”
The second level of the web hierarchy is home to 
websites that are commonly restricted by search 
engines. Often these websites are found through 
word-of-mouth and include content such as 
anonymous message boards and services to share 
illegally obtained media.

LEVEL 3: “DEEP WEB”
Level three is the area of the Internet inhabited 
primarily by hackers and pornographers. This is 
where users can find hacking guides and restricted 
photographs of illicit subjects.

PROXY SERVICE REQUIRED 
BEYOND THIS POINT
Once a user begins to embark upon level three 
of the Internet hierarchy, it is recommended that 
specialised software is used in order to help mask 
the user’s location.

TOR-LIKE SERVICES REQUIRED 
BEYOND THIS POINT
While level three of the Internet hierarchy could 
be described as a grey area, as far as legality is 
concerned, all websites beyond that point are 
highly illegal and are only accessible through 
cryptographic software like the Tor network. 

LEVEL 4: “DARKNET”
Some level of technical expertise is required in 
order to explore level four of the Internet hierarchy. 
This is the Internet underground, where all manner 
of black market sales occur and Silk Road once 
made its home.

BENEATH THE SURFACE  
THE FRIENDLY, SANITISED INTERNET WE SEE HIDES VAST VOLUMES OF 
CRYPTIC AND DARK CONTENT

and puffing as he moved his parcel inside to take a better 
look at the product, he quickly found himself staring down 
the barrel of a gun as federal agents busted through his front 
door. Still open on a table, agents seized Green’s computer 
and quickly identified him as the Silk Road administrator 
known as ‘Chronicpain’. Meanwhile, nearly $820,000 worth 
of Bitcoins were found to have been stolen from various Silk 
Road accounts. Transaction logs stored within the website 
indicated that the missing funds had been funnelled into an 
account owned by Chronicpain. 

Meanwhile, Ulbricht carefully weighed his options. He 
couldn’t allow some small-time site administrator to rob him 
of everything he had worked so hard for and he knew what 
he had to do. He reached out again to agent Force, explaining 
what had happened with Green and enquired if there was a 
way to ‘take care of the problem’. Force promptly responded 
to Ulbricht’s message and told him that he had some contacts 
who could take care of Green once and for all.

Still in police custody, Force informed Green of the 
murder-for-hire contract taken out by his old friend Dread 
Pirate Roberts. Having already agreed to work with the 
agents in exchange for a plea deal, Green signed an affidavit, 
which allowed the DEA to stage a torture video that was 
intended for his former boss. Days later, Force informed 
Dread Pirate Roberts that the job was done. Included in the 
message was the staged video and photographic evidence of, 
what appeared to be, Green’s battered corpse. 

Cyber Squad 2
Back in New York, the FBI had set up its own task force 
in order to take down Silk Road, known as Cyber Squad 2. 
Unlike the guys from Baltimore, the team working in the 
New York offices had the technical expertise required to give 
Dread Pirate Roberts a run for his money. Headed by Chris 
Tarbell – the agent responsible for taking down the online 

ABOVE Despite his supporters’ protests, the prosecution made a compelling 
case that there were, indeed, ‘victims’ in Ulbricht’s criminal activities
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hacktivist organisation LulzSec – the group spent months 
scouring the depths of the Internet, waiting to hear of any 
potential vulnerability within the website’s framework.

The big break the team had been waiting for would finally 
come in the form of a Reddit thread. Buried within the online 
community, a Silk Road user had pointed out a fatal flaw 
that Dread Pirate Roberts had overlooked. A tiny snippet of 
code was left out of the website’s parameters. This oversight 
would allow for investigators to manipulate the website and 
intercept an IP address for the marketplace.

Ulbricht was alerted to the issue well before it went public 
on Reddit, but whether through sheer laziness or the fact 
that success had gone to his head, the warning went ignored 
and the security breach was never properly attended to. This 
news was sweet music to Cyber Squad 2’s ears.

The team was able to trace the IP back to the Thor Data 
Center, a state-of-the-art facility located in Iceland. Working 
with local authorities, the team flew to Iceland and was able 
to acquire the server where The Silk Road’s data was stored. 
Now in the possession of their version of the holy grail, 
Tarbell and his team took their treasure back to their New 
York offices and got to work.

Using the information stored on the server, the team 
meticulously reconstructed the Silk Road’s website, allowing 
them superuser access. As superusers, the team was able 
keep tabs on Dread Pirate Roberts’ every move. His private 
messages, his financial transactions and, most importantly, his 
personal IP address were all visible to the agents. There was 
nowhere else for Ulbricht to hide.

As Cyber Squad 2 was in New York, building their case 
against Dread Pirate Roberts, customs officials at the 
US-Canadian border had intercepted a package bound for 
the home of  ‘Joshua Terrey’. Inside the parcel were nine 
different fraudulent identification cards, all bearing the same 
photo and address. This raised the eyebrows of Homeland 
Security and they decided to pay a visit to the address listed 
on the package. Agents arrived at the home, only to find that 
no Joshua Terrey resided there, only a Ross Ulbricht, whose 

photo was on all nine of the counterfeit identification cards.
After a brief interview with Ulbricht, Homeland Security 

confiscated the cards, unaware that they had the infamous 
Dread Pirate Roberts within their clutches. 

Cyber Squad 2, however, knew exactly what Ulbricht 
was up to. After hearing of his meeting with Homeland 
Security, they traced the intercepted package back to a Silk 
Road seller. Comparing notes with other agencies, the team 
discovered that the name ‘Ross Ulbricht’ continually came up 
in connection to the marketplace. The team decided to set up 
surveillance on Ulbricht, following him in order to determine 
if his online activities coincided exactly with those of the 
‘Dread Pirate Roberts’. Time and time again, agents watched 
as Ulbricht opened his laptop and simultaneously, Dread 
Pirate Roberts would pop up online, before disappearing 
as the laptop lid closed. It was no coincidence: the FBI was 
certain they had their man.

DREAD PIRATE ROBERTS 
UNMASKED
THE FBI’S NET WAS CLOSING IN ON ROSS ULBRICHT. SOON 
DREAD PIRATE ROBERTS’ TRUE IDENTITY WOULD BE REVEALED
On 1 October 2013, federal agents tailed 
Ross Ulbricht to the Glen Park Library. 
They monitored Ulbricht’s activities as 
he sat down at a table, opened his laptop 
and logged into the administrator area of 
Silk Road. Plain clothes agents created a 
diversion to distract Ulbricht as another 
ran to grab the laptop.

Ulbricht was charged with seven 
counts related to drug trafficking, money 
laundering and computer hacking. 

Though prosecutors did attempt to charge 
him for the murder-for-hire contracts 
against Green, the charges were later 
dropped. Ulbricht was found guilty of all 
charges and is now serving life in prison.

In another twist, two federal agents, 
including Agent Force, were later charged 
with embezzling thousands of dollars 
worth of Bitcoins from the website – the 
same Bitcoins Ulbricht believed to have 
been stolen by Green.

 BURIED WITHIN THE ONLINE COMMUNITY, A 
SILK ROAD USER POINTED OUT A FATAL FLAW 
DREAD PIRATE ROBERTS HAD OVERLOOKED 
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Background
The day after Minnie and Ed Maurin, 83 
and 81 years old respectively, went missing, 
witnesses reported that they had seen the 
couple’s car abandoned on the road. When 
the police went to examine it, they made a 
telling discovery. The inside of the vehicle 
was covered in blood, and the keys were still 
in the ignition. 

Five days after they were last seen, the 
Maurins’ bodies were discovered in a 
wooded area, on Christmas Eve in Chihalis, 
Washington. The police quickly established 
that they had both been shot from behind 
with a shotgun. As further witnesses came 
forward, the events of that fateful night 
became clearer. The police received reports 
that the car had been seen at the Sterling 
Savings and Loan bank on the night of their 
disappearance, and discovered that Ed 
had made a withdrawal of $8,500 from his 
account. This immediately suggested to the 
police that the Maurins had been forced to 
withdraw money by their assailant, before 
they were killed and their bodies dumped. 

Two primary suspects were quickly 
established by the police. These were 
two local brothers, John and Rick Riffe, 
who were known to the police for their 
involvement in a range of criminal activity. 
The police were desperate for more 
witnesses to come forward, someone had 
to have seen or heard something that could 
place the two brothers at the Maurins’ house 
or in their car. 

The investigation continued, and by the 
1990s the police were almost certain that 
the Riffes were responsible for these horrific 
crimes, but didn’t have sufficient evidence. 
Detectives even interrogated the brothers 
and gave both of them a polygraph, which 

they both failed, but still there were no 
prosecutors that were willing to charge them 
with the murders. 

In the early 2000s, Minnie’s son Dennis 
Hadaller decided that enough was enough. 
He was furious that the Riffes were still at 
large, and decided that he would hire private 
detectives to look deeper into the case.

Turning point
Hadaller was relentless in his search for 
the truth; he had decided that he would do 
whatever it took to get to the bottom of his 
parents’ death, even if it bankrupted him. In 
2005, a young, dedicated investigator by the 
name of Bruce Kimsey took over the search 
for evidence, and spent the next eight years 
reviewing thousands of pages of information 
from the time of the murders and the years 
that followed. 

He began to re-interview the witnesses 
who came forward at the time, and asked the 
many people who had known the Maurins 
and the Riffe brothers during the 1980s. 
People started to reveal more and more detail 
about what they had seen that night, and 
what they knew about the Riffe brothers.   

When Jonathan Meyer was elected as the 
new Chief Prosecutor for the area in 2010, 
things really began to move forward. He 
was not afraid to go after the two brothers, 
and knew he had one shot at putting them 
away for good. His efforts helped even more 
witnesses to come forward, and with the 
help of the current police team and the team 

that had worked on the original case, they 
finally had enough evidence to take down the 
Riffes once and for all. The case against the 
brothers was suddenly overwhelming; it was 
time to make an arrest.

Aftermath
The police quickly made arrangements 
to travel to Alaska to arrest the two, the 
state that they had both moved to in 1987. 
Somewhat ironically, John passed away just 
a week before the Lewis County Sheriff’s 
Office travelled to make their arrest, leaving 
only Rick Riffe to face prosecution. John 
might have dodged a bullet, but the full 
weight of the law would come down upon 
his surviving sibling.

During the six week trial, Rick remained 
silent and motionless, showing no remorse 
as both his and his brother’s horrific crimes 
were exposed by the prosecution. It was 
suggested that the Riffe brothers’ reputation 
at the time of the murders had made 
witnesses scared to come forward; both were 
dangerous, small-time drug dealers during 
the 1980s who weren’t to be messed with. 
They had a reputation of finding and hurting 
anyone who gave information against them, 
and had reportedly threatened to kill anyone 
who spoke to the police about the Maurins. 

The police and private investigators 
involved in the case had finally succeeded 
in convincing people that the Riffes were no 

B R E A K T H R O U G H

AFTER 30 YEARS, POLICE FINALLY PINNED THE MURDER OF THIS 
ELDERLY COUPLE ON THEIR TWO PRIMARY SUSPECTS
WORDS PHILIP WATTS
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THE MURDER OF ED 
AND MINNIE MAURIN

they both failed, but still there were no 
prosecutors that were willing to charge them 
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that had worked on the original case, they 
finally had enough evidence to take down the 
Riffes once and for all. The case against the 
brothers was suddenly overwhelming; it was 
time to make an arrest.

Aftermath
The police quickly made arrangements 
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that had worked on the original case, they 
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“When Jonathan Meyer was elected as the new 
Chief Prosecutor for the area in 2010, he was not 

afraid to go after the two brothers.” 
Chief Prosecutor for the area in 2010, he was not 
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threat; 90 different witnesses attended the 
trial and testified against both of them. 

On 18 November 2013, Rick Riffe was 
found guilty of the kidnapping, robbery 
and murders of Ed and Minne Maurin. 
The couple’s son was finally able to fulfil 
a promise he had made to his parents on 
the day of their funeral; he would find the 
people responsible for their deaths. Riffe 
was sentenced to just shy of 103 years in 
prison, ensuring that he will spend the rest 
of his life locked up.

Lewis County Sheriff Steve Mansfield 
said frankly of John and Rick Riffe, in a 
press conference following the conviction of 
the two brothers, “I believe in karma. These 
are bad, evil people.” 

Although the family feel some degree 
of comfort now that the killers have been 
brought to justice, there is no way that a 
guilty verdict can minimise the destructive 
damage that the Riffe brothers caused the 
Maurins. Their family was torn apart, for a 
measly $8,500. ©
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Dennis Hadaller, the couple’s son 
laid his hand on their caskets in 
1985 and swore to find their killers

Both brothers literally got away 
with murder, but only Rick Riffe 
(pictured) ultimately faced a trial

Lewis County Sheriff’s office released 
these drawings of the Riffes, John 
(left) and Rick (right)
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DENNIS NILSEN CAUSED HORROR IN THE QUIET SUBURBS OF NORTH LONDON WHEN, 
IN 1983, HE WAS DISCOVERED TO HAVE MURDERED AT LEAST 12 YOUNG MEN. NOT 

JUST MURDERED, BUT ALSO DISPOSED OF THEIR BODIES IN THE GRIMMEST POSSIBLE 
FASHIONS AFTER PLEASURING HIMSELF BY ENACTING HIS SEXUAL FANTASIES WITH THEIR 

CORPSES. WHY? HE WAS TERRIFIED THEY WOULD LEAVE HIM
WORDS DR K CHARLIE OUGHTON

“ I could only relate to a dead image of the 
person I could love. The image of my dead 

grandfather would be the model of him at his 
most striking in my mind. It seems necessary 
for them to have been dead in order that I 
could express those feelings, which were the 

feelings I held sacred for my grandfather ... it 
was a pseudo-sexual, infantile love which had 
not yet  developed and matured. The sight of 
[my victims] brought me a bitter sweetness 

and a temporary peace and fulfilment.“

THE LONELY PSYCHOPATH
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Dennis’s young life was marked by the mappings of 
the lowlands of Scotland. A native of the remote 
Fraserburgh, he was born in 1945 to parents Elizabeth 

and Olav and had several siblings. His parents fought 
frequently and divorced early, but while this bothered 
Dennis, he became closely attached to his grandfather. 
Neither boy nor man was particularly the cuddly sort and 
instead they would avail themselves of long walks across the 
windswept shorelines, for Grandfather was, like most men 
in the area, a fisherman. The older man was something of 
a hero to the quiet youngster. The sea, space and elements 
were their life. They communicated with each other through 
the conversation of the wind. Solitary figures: one large, one 
small. Grandfather would tell Dennis stories of his perilous 
times at sea and the boy would listen on in enraptured 
silence. The world moved, undisturbed, around them.

Dennis was naturally pleased, if bemused, when his 
mother invited him into his room to see Grandfather upon 
his return from another adventure through the dangerous 
waters. As the child looked up, the older man’s face was 
ashen and waxy-pale as he lay on the table, dressed all in 
white. Grandfather was dead. Dennis’s mother, a devout 
Christian, had forgotten to mention this minor fact or indeed 
prepare her young charge for what he was about to see. 
Through her own tears, she was primarily concerned with 
ensuring the proper funerary rites were adhered to.

It has been argued that in that instant, love and death were 
irrevocably fused in the youngster’s mind. The images of the 
beatific brow, with Grandfather’s particular spectacles and 
the walks on which they had led his small mind, were all 
he had left, and soon they would be taken from him before 
rotting set in on the corpse. At least for that moment in death, 
they could still be in each other’s company. Dennis couldn’t 
understand why, if Grandfather had gone to Heaven and it 
was as marvellous a place as Mother had said, Grandfather 
hadn’t taken him along, too.

Dennis grew up. Times changed. Rather than following the 
wishes of his mother and settling down, he wanted to better 
himself with a career that rural Scotland could not offer. He 
did what many other loners before him had done and joined 
the armed forces, for he was literally all at sea.

The Cruising Caterer
Military life suited Dennis Nilsen. He realised that his 
attraction to men’s bodies was not simply his reverence for 
the ideals of his heroic Grandfather, but something else, and 
at that time homosexuality wasn’t considered ‘acceptable’. 
In the army, he could drink away his woes and join in 
camaraderie with the lads, catch the occasional sex session 
with a male prostitute without being caught, and learn a 
trade that would bolster his sense of worth: he became a chef. 
His job was to feed the hungry and he would spend his days 
learning how to handle, butcher and prepare meat to give life 
to his fellow men. They would not, however, see him in all his 
glory for he would not shower with them for fear they would 
see the enormous erections he would get in their presence. 
The ritual bathe was one he took entirely on his own.

While the forces afforded Dennis the opportunity to 
couple with local boys, the fixation with death caused by the 
very visual demise of Grandfather stayed with him. In the 
Forces the spectres of war and death will always naturally 
linger close by. In a typical barracks marked by bravado, he 
posed with fake gunshot wounds, re-enacting the morbid 
event for fun. He even encouraged a colleague he fell for to 

play in this way for the camera, though he was heartbroken 
when the man did not return his feelings.

Dennis learned that by positioning himself in a mirror 
but keeping his face out of the frame, he could see the 
figure in the reflection as another person and the penis he 
would then masturbate would not be his own. He could 
project his erotic emotions on to flesh – any flesh – without 
feeling anything but physical pleasure and the joy of the 
image and the ideas the male form it had held for him. This 
lasted for the rest his service in the armed forces; he could 
please himself. The problem was, when he left the army and 
returned home, he had to decide what to do with himself. 
His sexuality and ardent political convictions (common in 
folk from Fraserburgh at the time) affected his personal 
relationships, resulting in an infamous incident wherein his 
older brother outed him as gay to their mother, who had 
become concerned at Dennis’s lack of a female partner. He 
never spoke to his older brother again and remained only in 
infrequent contact with his mother. Provincial Scotland was 
still not ready to accept ‘poofs’ and he fled to the home of the 
queer: London and its central hub, Soho. 

London Loving
Taking what might seem a slightly strange career turn for 
a former cook, he first became a policeman. He enlisted in 

ABOVE Police recruited local cadets to search the back garden to Nilsen’s 
London home at Melrose Avenue in Muswell Hill, for any evidence. It was 
here that he burned some of his victims’ corpses under tyres 

ABOVE RIGHT Having conducted a search, police erect a tent over Nilsen’s 
back garden for forensics to search for bodies. None of the victims were 
buried; they were chopped up and either boiled and fl ushed, or burned

Nilsen was a chef 
in the army, which 
allowed him focus on 
two things: pleasing 
hungry men and a 
sinister latent talent, 
how to pare the limbs 
from a carcass
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the police force, but faithful and staunch in the rightness of 
his convictions, he felt that orders to disrupt lovers’ trysts 
were immoral and he left to become a politically lobbying, 
but otherwise quiet, careers advisor. One can only guess 
at the impact of his abrupt manner on some of the waifs 
and strays that would turn up at his office looking for a job, 
state ‘benefits’ or both. A softer side to him was, however, 
discovered by one David Gallichan: a young, handsome man 
who beguiled the young officer.

The officer and the gentleman met one night outside a pub. 
Gallichan was naturally overawed when the gallant Dennis 
stepped in and saved him from an altercation at the hands of 
two other men; neither David nor Dennis was a stranger to 
the threat of woe from those who refused to recognise the 
potential for love even in the unlikeliest places. Dennis took 
David to the safety of his flat; they talked and drank together 
for hours. A bond, of sorts, had been made.

Pretty soon, the beaus had got it together, set up a comfy 
home in the leafy London suburb of Cricklewood and even 
got a lick-happy, bounding pooch they named Bleep. Dennis, 
or ‘Des’ as he was known, had found domestic bliss.

While it was true he had a temper, especially when on 
the drink, home brought out what might have been the best 
in Des. There is an old home video on YouTube that shows 
firsthand how he was, and it makes it easier to understand 
how men would want to be with him and maybe even 
love him. Here was a young, athletic-looking man with a 

handsome face peeking out from underneath a gentle chaos 
of dark curls, voice a light but liquid Scottish brogue. While at 
first he barks orders (only part in play) at the unseen camera 
operator, the next moment this charismatic man is rolling on 
the floor, messing and fussing with his tiny, daft-as-a-brush 
dog. He looks like a big old softie, his dry wit a defence of the 
wary, someone who has been hurt and is learning to trust 
again. Hope seemed possible, and past lovers say he was great 
fun to be around and had a cracking sense of humour.

But modern life can be lonely, and sometimes romance 
only really works in the movies. Dating apps have only partly 
replaced the scene where folks cruise clubs, bars and even 
supermarkets with eyes swiping left and right to the new 
opportunities around each corner. Des and David drifted 
apart, David moved out and the flat was cold without him.

Stephen Dean Holmes
London is, however, the city for living and there were plenty 
more fish in the sea, even if Dennis was still smarting after 
two further failed relationships. It was down the Cricklewood 
Arms that he encountered young Stephen Holmes. Young 
was indeed the operative word, for unbeknownst to Dennis, 
Stephen was only 14 years old and a glorious youth with 
the silver tongue of the Emerald Isle to match. A tousled 
concoction of curls atop his head, he and Dennis talked and 
drank the night away. Come closing time, the boys headed 
off together and wound up back at Dennis’s Melrose Avenue 

 HE COULD CATCH THE OCCASIONAL SEX SESSION WITH A 
MALE PROSTITUTE WITHOUT BEING CAUGHT 

Even the bold tabloid headlines of 
the day seem understated in the 
light of the sickening truth

HE COULD CATCH THE OCCASIONAL SEX SESSION WITH A 
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HOW TO GET RID OF A BODY
FORENSIC MEDICINE PRACTITIONER DR JUDY MELINEK, QUALIFIED EXPERT WITNESS AND 
CO-AUTHOR OF WORKING STIFF, TALKS ABOUT THE PRACTICALITIES OF CORPSE DISPOSAL

Would it be possible to contain the effects (blood, 
noise, smell and so on) of dismembering a body using a 
kitchen knife?
Dismembering a body using a kitchen knife would spill 
quite a lot of blood (gallons) and would take at least an 
hour, or more, depending on how small you wanted the 
pieces to be and how sharp your knife is. It wouldn’t make 
any loud noises and the smell would pretty much stay in 
the room, unless the body was decomposed. The most 
difficult part would be locating the joint spaces, in order 
to disarticulate the limbs. You wouldn’t really be able to 
cut through the bones with a kitchen knife. To get through 
the large bones on the arms and legs you would need a 
saw. That would make noise if it’s an electric saw. If it’s 
just a hack saw it would be quieter, but it would take a lot 
of time and would eventually damage the saw. The blood 
could be contained with a tarp or by doing your work in a 
bathtub, allowing the blood to drain. 

What would happen to a dismembered or complete 
body burned on a bonfire?
It would be hard to completely burn down a body on a 
bonfire. A bonfire would mostly scorch the outside of the 
body, contracting the limbs in what we call a ‘pugilistic’ 
posture, but you would need a sustained fire for many 
hours at a very high heat to actually cremate a body. Even 
then, most of the large bones will retain their structure.

How would dismembering a body within a week 
compare to dismembering a body eight months later?
After about three days a body starts to decompose and will 
be terribly noxious. Containing the stench in a densely 

populated area (like an apartment building) would be 
impossible. If the body were left to decompose for many 
months, it would mostly be skeletonised, and should be 
easier to break apart and dispose of. The hard thing would 
be finding a place to put the body for that amount of time 
to allow it to decompose and skeletonise. If the conditions 
were such that it mummified or dried it could actually 
make the dismembering more difficult, as the dried flesh 
gets hard and leathery.

How would rigor mortis effect the ability to 
manipulate a body?
Rigor mortis is maximal at about 12 to 24 hours after 
death, depending on the ambient temperature. A body 
in the midst of rigor can still be autopsied, and the rigor 
in the limbs ‘broken’, by warming them and pressing 
down on the joints to loosen them. Or you could just wait 
another 24 to 48 hours and the rigor will pass on its own, 
though just as heavy and much smellier, with possible skin 
slippage and erupting decomposition fluid, and various 
other complications to handling it.

What would be the practical issues of boiling the flesh 
off a body? 
First you would have to cut the body down into pieces 
that would fit into your pot. We do this sometimes at the 
medical examiner’s office to de-flesh parts of cadavers in 
order for the anthropologist to assess the underlying bone. 
(There is a description of this in Working Stiff.) It can 
take many hours until the flesh falls off the bone. I have 
only seen this done on decomposed bodies that need to be 
identified; as such, the smell is horrific.

Even for a bachelor 
pad, Nilsen’s flat was 
diabolically filthy. 
His victims were 
butchered near his 
stove and he kept 
limbs in wardrobes 
and cupboards
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residence. It was a ground-floor flat on a quiet (and it has to 
be said, nondescript) suburban street, with each banal house 
looking like the mirror image of both its opposite and its 
neighbour. Under the cover of this posed propriety, Dennis 
and Stephen spent the night together.

Next morning, the room stuffy with their stale breath, 
the sun threatened to expose the secrets of the Avenue’s net 
curtains. Dennis panicked. His gorgeous boy would go. After 
all, how could domesticity with an ageing civil servant with 
an alcohol problem and a temper compare to the handsome 
young lad’s no-strings hostel and the freedom to explore the 
city in all of its glory, holes, nooks and crannies? Reaching for 
his office necktie, Nilsen strangled Stephen Dean Holmes. 
He had decided his new friend was to remain with him 
forever, so he submerged Stephen in spiritual death, locking 
him under the current of his conscious by drowning him, 
a clear recollection of his boyhood memories of his own 
beloved grandfather. As a token of his appreciation, Nilsen 
masturbated over the corpse twice, perhaps assuming that 
the dead eyes liked to watch from the other side. Done, 
he piled the boy’s body under the floorboard of his flat. It 
was quick stowage, but also a method of keeping his ‘lover’ 
with him. Stephen’s body stayed under those floorboards 
in Nilsen’s flat for eight months. Like with any festering 
relationship, eventually nothing Nilsen did could mask the 
atmosphere caused by his dead beau and he burned the 

corpse whole in his backyard. The local nippers came to 
watch. Nilsen later said it would have been fitting if they’d 
maybe sang a mourning melody to mask the squealing tyre 
he had used to cover the murdered boy’s musk. As it was, the 
fire’s music cooed o’er the food of his love, so he played on.

Dead men don’t argue, so Nilsen’s days were increasingly 
filled with lifeless lovers. He was not even sure how many 
there were. He would go carousing about the sometimes 
sordid but exciting buzz of the city’s gay spots picking up 
the young men who wandered into his way. Often they were 
either homeless or had substance misuse issues – it was the 
Eighties and economic decline had brought poverty to the 
streets of the capital. He would find them in pubs, doorsteps 
or strip-lit amusement arcades. They, like he, were often lost 
and sought company; a friendly face to take it all like friends. 
The offer of booze and maybe even a bed for the night was 
almost too good to be true, especially from one who seemed, 
on the face of it, respectable. In Nilsen’s twisted sense, that’s 
in some ways exactly what they got, and he was called the 
Kindly Killer for his methods and treatment of their corpses. 
After killing them, either through suffocation or suffocation 
followed by drowning, he would gently bathe their bodies, 
mask any wounds with makeup, hold them, talk to them, eat 
with them and masturbate in their company.

Gentle Cricklewood averted her eyes and obediently 
covered her nose for his bonfire, but when he had to relocate, 
the “mind-forged manacles” of his desperation to avoid 
London’s loneliness did not fit his new prison. Nilsen moved 
to 23d Cranley Gardens in Muswell Hill and unfortunately 
he had a ‘type’ – the building he chose to live in, and indeed 
the street that surrounded it, was remarkably similar to that 
at Melrose Avenue. It was house upon house in suburbia. But 
while the boxes may have looked the same, there was one 
deadly difference: Dennis moved into the attic flat. He later 
said it’d be the making of him. He had no use of the garden 
or indeed moveable floorboards, so boys under the bed and 
former lover-style furnaces were out of the question. If he 
killed again, he’d have to dispose of new remains by other 
means – the ex-chef butchered them.

After killing and ritually washing the bodies in his usual 
fashion, disposing of them became akin to tidying up after a 
romantic meal gone sour. Some segments were boiled down 
to separate skin from bone, smaller parts were tipped down 
the flats’ communal toilet, as though Nilsen was disgusted by 
the ‘leavings’ of his romantic urges. Other body parts were 
simply stuffed in bin bags and left in a wardrobe; belongings 
waiting for that stilted collection after a breakup.

He never stopped hoping, and widened his look for love. 
He even met another man, Martyn Hunter-Craig, who 
became a periodic partner and long-term friend, though 
one who refused to move in with him on the basis of his 
alcoholism. Thus, Nilsen’s jaunts continued, frequenting 
more and more of the scene, from the cafes of boho Soho to 
the drag clubs of Camden. According to acquaintance and 
now renowned sci-fi author Roz Kaveney, he frequented The 
Golden Lion and was an occasional ‘relief washer’ in a local 
café. The owners later told the regulars: “We want you to 
know that we never let him anywhere near the meat pies.” 
Drag queens such as Carl Stottor, a rather fetching blonde, 
appealed to him and, as a result, occasionally eluded his 
grasp, if not his shadow. The stench of loneliness seemed to 
follow Nilsen around and sank into those who came across 
him as well. He simply couldn’t keep a partner.

Now as any confirmed bachelor knows, you can only let 
bad hygiene go unnoticed for so long, but then Nilsen was 

ABOVE Nislen leaves Highgate 
Magistrates Court in cuffs. From his 
cell, he wrote frequently, although 
repeated court appeals to allow his 
autobiography to be published have 
been denied    

 HE MASTURBATED OVER THE CORPSE TWICE, 
PERHAPS ASSUMING THAT THE DEAD EYES 
LIKED TO WATCH FROM THE OTHER SIDE 

THE LONELY PSYCHOPATH



THE LONELY PSYCHOPATH

not just any bachelor with bad hygiene (he never cleaned his 
kitchen at the best of times). Things came to a head when 
complaints were made that the communal toilet would no 
longer flush properly and cleaning operatives were called in. 
The Dyno-Rod operative, Michael Cattran, rolled his sleeves 
up, removed the drain cover and discovered something that 
looked unlike anything he’d previously found in a suburban 
sewage system: the goo looked suspiciously human. As it 
was the close of the day, and understandably fearful that he 
was overreacting, he went home to think it through. Nilsen, 
rumbled as if it were by a well-meaning relative rather than 
concerned cleaner, gutted the drain of what he could find of 
the leftovers of his lovers.

The next day, his neighbours and the cleaner spoke to 
Nilsen as he came back from work, but the blasé civil servant 
is said to have simply commented that it was the remains 
of his singleton’s fried-chicken supper, joking that: “It looks 
to me like someone has been flushing down their Kentucky 
Fried Chicken.” Despite his dismissive comment, the police 
were called.

Guilt will show through a façade, though, and sure enough, 
deeper in the depths of Nilsen’s pipe, the debris of his desires 
was found in the form of what Charing Cross Hospital’s 
Professor of Forensic Medicine confirmed were parts of 
a human hand – Nilsen had been ‘fingered’ by his former 
flames. The other fragments were confirmed not only as 
human, but skin from a neck that still screamed its ligature 
mark. Police and environmental health inspectors set off in 
search of the house of the curious civil servant of 23d Cranley 
Gardens. It was utterly surreal.

They informed the mild Scot of remains in his drains and 
they witness his ‘shock’. “How awful!” he claims.

But they are having none of it.
Stepping forward is Detective Peter Jay. A heavy-set man 

from the no-nonsense seaside town of Felixstowe, Peter 
gets up close in Dennis’s face and snaps: “Don’t mess about; 
where’s the rest of the body?” and after maybe a second 
of reflection, Nilsen knows it’s over. He’s relieved. The lies 
about his hidden life are at an end. Under the blue-grey 
North London sky, he leads the officers over the threshold. 
Underneath the familiar whiff of detergent in the flat of a 
man desperately hiding his lack of domesticity is the smell 
of rotting flesh. As they breathe, their stomachs turn, their 
heart rates quicken and thought of it sticking to their clothes 
lingers in the air.

While the cars casually roll along the busier street up at 
the top of the road, Detective Peter Jay opens a wardrobe 
containing two black bin bags full of body but declines to rip 
the plastic to confirm this otherwise apparently inoffensive 
man’s terrible claims. Instead, they ask if there are other parts 
to be found. Nilsen replies: “It’s a long story; it goes back a 
long time. I’ll tell you everything. I want to get it off my chest. 
Not here – at the police station.” As a song popular in the 
gay clubs at the time said, there was ‘no stardust, no sign of 
romance… enough is enough’.

 THE OTHER FRAGMENTS 
WERE CONFIRMED NOT ONLY 
AS HUMAN, BUT SKIN FROM A 
NECK THAT STILL SCREAMED 

ITS LIGATURE MARK 

THE ONE THAT 
GOT AWAY
THE BRAVE MAN WHO HOPED TO FIND SOME 
HUMANITY IN THE COWARD WHO DROWNED HIM

Carl Stottor’s confused smile still recalls that of the beautiful, blonde 
young man he was when he met Dennis Nilsen. It’s understandable 
simply because his life is impossible to comprehend. After spending an 
evening together, Carl borrowed Nilsen’s sleeping bag, nodding away 
Nilsen’s warning that the zip was temperamental. Carl awoke to find his 
new acquaintance not helping extricate him from it, but executing him 
with it, his neck bleeding from strangulation. Nilsen would attempt to 
drown him in the bath before giving him the kiss of life. Carl suffered 
flashbacks and wrote to Nilsen, asking simply: why me? Nilsen replied 
“What passed between us was a thin strand of love and humanity,” the 
prose of a predator still trying to prove his importance. It was unclear 
Nilsen remembered him at all, hardly the mind a philosopher-genius. But 
as Carl said: “Can anyone really understand the mind of a killer?” even if it 
is himself.

the top of the road, Detective Peter Jay opens a wardrobe 
containing two black bin bags full of body but declines to rip 
the plastic to confirm this otherwise apparently inoffensive 
man’s terrible claims. Instead, they ask if there are other parts 
to be found. Nilsen replies: “It’s a long story; it goes back a 
long time. I’ll tell you everything. I want to get it off my chest. 
Not here – at the police station.” As a song popular in the 
gay clubs at the time said, there was ‘no stardust, no sign of 
romance… enough is enough’.

the plastic to confirm this otherwise apparently inoffensive 
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It was on the drive to the station that Nilsen was 
asked whether the remains belonged to one body or two. 
Considering his listless, long-lost lovers, he replied: “15 or 
16, since 1978.” Detective Jay, driving, was so shocked there 
was nearly a car incident to mirror the mess this man had 
made of his life. In no uncertain terms, this mess included 
shopping bags filled with the Scotch broth of body parts: a 
spleen, gall bladder, liver, kidneys and a human heart, two 
parts of a man’s chest, each with one arm and one full torso 
complete with arms, but missing its hands. Two heads, one 
a skinless skull and one retaining its wearer’s flesh and hair, 
also bore eyeless witness to their owners’ plight. Other parts, 
of their bodies and presumably Nilsen’s psyche, were found 
over the following days.

Nilsen never expressed emotion for his crimes. Instead, as 
stated in his co-written autobiography, Killing for Company, 
he wrote: “Nobody must see me weep for victims… that is 
our private grief.” While a truly awful thought that attempts 
to confer on Nilsen a status of pain that he clearly does not 
deserve to share with those he murdered, it does suggest 
how fractured and utterly fragile he is. He sees his feelings 
and it is suggested, psychical pain, as interchangeable with 
those whom he killed. His apparent agony may form some 
comfort for the families and friends of those whose lives 
were lost. In addition to Stephen Holmes, their names are 
Kenneth Ockenden, Martyn Duffy, William Sutherland, 
Malcolm Barlow, John Howlett, Graham Allen, and Stephen 
Sinclair. Their full names are listed here to show them the 
respect that Nilsen states in Killing for Company he saw as 
important for himself, but was too careless to accord to these 
men. Other victims were never formally identified.

Nilsen was taken to the police station. He was charged for 
six of 15 murders as police were unable to identify the other 
bodies. As Detective Peter Jay later stated, it was a murder 
enquiry in reverse as it began with the confession. Chaotic at 
home as ever, Nilsen had had six or seven bodies under his 
floorboards at one time. This type of behaviour continued in 
court, where he hired and fired his legal representative 
(Ronald Moss) repeatedly, threatened to strip naked 
rather than wear prison clothes and, like an animal, 
threw his (full) cell toilet’s contents at the officers 
guarding him. A calm and well-behaved prisoner, he 
was not as intellectual and civilised as he otherwise 
likes to think himself to be. 

Nilsen resides in Full Sutton prison. His activities 
are still reported in the news owing to the sale and 
resale of his old London lodgings. Ever the frustrated 
intellectual, he collaborated with Brian Masters 
on the book Killing for Company, and periodically 
attempts to win legal permission to publish his other 
personal musings. These, however, are details of his 
thoughts only an aficionado would know. Underneath 
the pretensions of romance, of odes to lost boys 
clinging by bodily bridges to an idealised amour, is a 
‘lover’ so inept that he never even bothered to learn 
the name of the first boy he killed. Philosophy can be 
admirable if it is well-thought through, otherwise it’s 
just a whistle in the wind. Nilsen is casual rather than 
caring, his actions bourn of bluster for himself rather 
than the promise of affection with another.

He is now just an old man languishing lost in the 
silence of others’ souls, apparently updating a social-
media site. The men he could have married and lives 
he could have led will continue to haunt him to the 
end of his days, despite pretty words to the contrary.

THE LONELY PSYCHOPATH

court, where he hired and fired his legal representative 

FOR SALE
MUST SEE PROPERTY

PROPERTY DEMAND IN LONDON IS HIGH BUT NONETHELESS, FOLK DO WANT 
A BED IN WHICH THEY CAN SLEEP SOUND AT NIGHT. BOTH OF NILSEN’S OLD 

HOMES, THE UPMARKET 23D CRANLEY GARDENS AND 195 MELROSE AVENUE 
HAVE BEEN ON AND OFF THE HOUSING MARKET IN RECENT YEARS. ESTATE 

AGENTS RIGHTMOVE DESCRIBE THE FORMER AS ‘WITHIN WALKING DISTANCE TO 
MUSWELL HILL BROADWAY AND IT’S [SIC] BARS AND CAFES’. NEAR THE BOTTOM 
OF THE ADVERT IS A NOTE: ‘BUYERS ARE ASKED TO RESEARCH THE HISTORY OF 

THIS PROPERTY’. BOTH FLATS ARE NOW OCCUPIED.
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THE MOVIE 
‘CASINO’ SHOWED 
HOW THE MOB 
CONTROLLED THE 
CASINO SKIM, 
BUT IT DIDN’T 
TELL THE STORY 
ABOUT WHO WAS 
PULLING THE 
STRINGS – THE 
KANSAS CITY 
MAFIA
WORDS SETH FERRANTI

The Kansas City Mob is a traditional old school Sicilian 
Mafia, or La Cosa Nostra, formed by Sicilian immigrants 
in the early 1900s and modernised during the Prohibition 

era. In the 1930s, they made a lot of money in bootlegging 
and were heavily intertwined and connected to the KC 
political boss, Tom Pendergast. They advanced each other’s 
causes in exchange for help at election time – it was a case 
of one hand washes the other. This cabal basically ruled KC 
until 1939, when a ‘Clean Sweep’ movement shook up the 
state and local government. Tom Pendergast went to jail for 
tax evasion, but the mob stayed in business – pulling the 
strings from the shadows.

The Kansas City Mob has historically been involved in 
large-scale thefts from truck lines, jewellery and fur stores. 
They ran a few ‘protected’ card games in the back of bars and 
inside a few private residences. They did a little loansharking 
and ended up ‘busting out’ a few businesses. When strip 
clubs became more fashionable and popular, mob members 
started a couple of high-end strip or ‘Gentleman’s Clubs’. 
However, by the early 1970, the main source of La Cosa 
Nostra’s money was Las Vegas.

Controlling the 
Teamsters Fund

“Kansas City Mob boss Nick Civella had compromised and 
put in his pocket Roy Lee Williams, who rose to power in 
the Teamsters (truck drivers’ union) in KC and was made 
the director of the Central States Teamster Conference in 
Chicago. As such, he had a seat on the board of the Teamsters 
Pension Fund,” William Ouseley told Real Crime. Ouseley 
retired as supervisor of the Organized Crime Squad, Kansas 
City FBI Field Division, after a 25-year career. 

“Civella controlled Williams’s votes on loans, many for 
Vegas properties the Fund considered. Other Fund members 
were controlled by mob bosses in Chicago, Milwaukee and 
Cleveland.” With mob control of the loans, those applying 
for money to purchase Vegas hotels or casinos had to be 
sponsored by those crime families. In return for getting 
the loan approved, there was normally a kickback, and 
management of the casino had to be turned over to people 
working for the mob so the profit could be skimmed. The 
proceeds were then shared among the four crime families.
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As well as controlling a vote on the Fund, Civella played 
a very prominent role in the conspiracy, as he was well 
respected by the Chicago crime family who had the final say 
and by organised crime elements operating in Vegas. In this 
manner, the mob gained control of the Stardust, Freemont, 
Hacienda and Marina hotels and casinos owned by San Diego 
businessman Allen Glick.

“During the late 1940s into the 1970s, the KC Mob created 
a relationship with powerful local Teamsters union officials,” 
said Gary Jenkins, who was assigned to the Kansas City 
Police Department’s Intelligence Unit from 1976 to 1984 as a 
detective and spent years investigating the mob. “The union 
officials used mob muscle to intimidate any opposition from 
within the union and truck lines that resisted their efforts to 
obtain a better contract.”

In Kansas City, this started with the mob helping to 
intimidate rivals of their supported candidate in a union 
election. They intimidated trucking company executives to 
help get better contracts. Because of these past activities, 
mob guys were given jobs on the docks and they set up 
thefts. They kicked back money from these thefts to union 
leaders and kept them in power. Later, the mob was allowed 
to influence who was able to borrow Teamster Pension Fund 
money. They then kicked back to the Teamster officials. 
There were no innocent parties to this unholy alliance; both 
the mob and the upper level Teamsters officials made money 
off the backs of the rank and file.    

“The KC Mob teamed up with Chicago, Milwaukee and 
Cleveland mob families and manipulated the Central States 
Teamsters Pension Fund to make loans to persons wanting 
buy into the Vegas casino scene,” Jenkins told Real Crime. 

BRINGING DOWN THE CASINO KINGPINS

THE MEN AT THE TOP OF THE KC MOB

THE MAIN PLAYERS

“Kansas City Mob boss Nick Civella was incredibly respected 
on a national level and one of the major string pullers in 
the Mafi a’s longtime vice grip over the Las Vegas gaming 
industry,” Scott Burnstein told Real Crime. “The ‘skim’, or 
stealing off the top of casino proceeds, was a Midwest mob 
operation. Since KC was in the heart of the Midwest, the 
Missouri heartland became the off-the-Strip nerve centre 
for the entire massive conspiracy. This was Civella and his 
syndicate’s territory and that gave them a lot of weight.”

NICK CIVELLA

Carl ‘Tuffy’ DeLuna (the Artie Piscano 
character in Casino) was the underboss 
of the Kansas City Mob. Tuffy was the 
guy who took care of hits and other 
street activities when necessary. For 
example, when a rival group threatened 
the Civella rule, Tuffy organised and 
led a small crew of hit men to attack 
and kill one man isolated in a public 
place (a bar). Shortly after, Tuffy 
caught the three Spero brothers inside 
another bar and led a three-man 
team to kill them. They killed one and 
wounded the other two. Tuffy was 
the person assigned to travel to Las 
Vegas to tell Allen Glick, partner in 
the Stardust casino operation, that 
he must sell the casino. Tuffy earned 
his nickname because of his tough 
reputation. He died a natural death in 
2008, a decade after being released 
from prison. 

THE MEN AT THE TOP OF THE KC MOB

Carl ‘Tuffy’ DeLuna (the Artie Piscano 
character in 
of the Kansas City Mob. Tuffy was the 
guy who took care of hits and other 
street activities when necessary. For 
example, when a rival group threatened 
the Civella rule, Tuffy organised and 
led a small crew of hit men to attack 
and kill one man isolated in a public 
place (a bar). Shortly after, Tuffy 
caught the three Spero brothers inside 
another bar and led a three-man 
team to kill them. They killed one and 
wounded the other two. Tuffy was 
the person assigned to travel to Las 
Vegas to tell Allen Glick, partner in 
the Stardust casino operation, that 
he must sell the casino. Tuffy earned 
his nickname because of his tough 
reputation. He died a natural death in 
2008, a decade after being released 
from prison. 

CARL ‘TUFFY’ 
DELUNA 
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“In one case, they made a $62 million loan to a 32-year-old 
real estate developer named Allen Glick. He bought the 
Stardust and three other smaller casinos, but he was forced 
to hire Frank ‘Lefty’ Rosenthal, the Robert De Niro character 
Ace Rothstein in Hollywood mob movie Casino, to run the 
operation. Lefty set up a stream of skim from casino gaming 
receipts back to Chicago.” 

Nevada casino owners and gaming officials had already 
created an ‘anything goes’ atmosphere in Vegas. The early 
casino owners came out of the illegal gambling business 
and they were already connected to the mob. By the 1960s, 
Nevada gaming officials became more sophisticated and 
started to tighten up on the industry. For example, they 
created the ‘Black Book’, which listed professional gaming 
cheaters and other professional criminals who were banned 
from the casinos. .

The Casino Skim
As incomes in the US and particularly southern California 
increased, gambling moved from a small industry into a big 
money business, with major corporations wanting to build 
Vegas hotels and get into the gaming industry. The mob used 
their influence over the Teamsters Union Pension Fund to 
ensure certain people obtained those loans to buy casinos and 
hotels. Once that happened, they demanded a kickback in the 
form of skim from the cash receipts. This was achieved by 
the mob forcing the new owners to place their associates in 

positions of power selecting the employees who counted the 
money. These employees would then skim off a percentage 
for the mob.

“They shared that with the Kansas City, Milwaukee and 
Cleveland families,” Jenkins told Real Crime. “This was done 
by having key employees inside the count room. The cash 
was brought from the tables, uncounted, and deposited inside 
this secure room. The count room employees then set aside 
a percentage of that cash and counted the rest. This was the 
money sent back to Chicago. We don’t know exactly how 
much this was.”

Independent of this scheme, Civella gained control of 
the Tropicana hotel and casino when a former Kansas City 
resident sought his help in getting a Teamster Fund loan for 
the resort, which was in dire financial straits. Civella shared 
the skimmed monies with Chicago as a show of respect.

“In the Tropicana operation, the courier was intercepted 
with two months’ skim, and that total was $80,000,” said 
Jenkins. “This was a separate skimming operation set up 
by Nicholas ‘Nick’ Civella, the Artie Piscano character in 
Casino, head of the KC Mob family. Because he didn’t need 
the help of Cleveland or Milwaukee to establish his control of 
the Tropicana count room, he didn’t have to share with them. 
The Kansas City family was given the job of management of 
the skimming operation.” 

At this time, the skimming operation meant the Midwest 
mobs had a regular stream of income. This money was used 
to grow mob power by making political contributions and 

Nick’s brother Carl ‘Cork’ Civella was his adviser and held a 
slightly lesser position in the organisation. Cork was given his 
nickname because of his explosive temper. He once exposed 
himself in the hallway of a courthouse in front of newspaper 
reporters. He died while still in prison for the skimming. 

CARL CIVELLA
Cork’s son was a made member of the family and responsible 
for more white-collar crime businesses. He created a ‘gray 
market’ drug scheme in which a local nursing home ordered 
extra discounted supplies after overstating their beds. These 
supplies were then sent to Nevada where they were sold at 
retail. The extra profi t went straight into the pocket of Tony 
Ripe. He was also married to the sister of Tuffy DeLuna. 
Nobody knows the origin of the name ‘Ripe’ He died a natural 
death a few in 2006.

 ALL THESE MURDERS DREW THE LAW ENFORCEMENT HEAT 
THAT LED TO THE UNCOVERING OF THE SKIM 

‘Willie the Rat’ was the most feared enforcer on the streets 
of Kansas City. He had a crew of professional criminals 
who committed large-scale thefts on his orders. He was 
called ‘the Rat’ because he once owned a rat terrier and 
was said to love watching it catch and kill rats. Although 
he was not involved in the skimming business, his son 
Willie Cammisano Jr is listed in the Black Book of people 
excluded from Las Vegas casinos. The Rat died a natural 
death in 1995. 

WILLIAM CAMMISANO 
ANTHONY ‘TONY 
RIPE’ CIVELLA 



keeping people in government on a regular payroll. Casino 
money was directed to certain politicians in order to acquire 
influence. This movement into manipulating corporate 
entities educated mob members about more sophisticated 
scams, and they began watching the stock market and 
attempting to cash in on inside casino information. 

“Those of us working organised crime long knew of the 
situation in Vegas with the skim,” Ouseley told Real Crime. 
“I also was well aware of Civella’s interests in Vegas and 
had reason to believe he was getting money from there. 
His control of Roy Williams was also well known, as was 
the fact the Teamsters Pension Fund was akin to a mob 
bank financing Vegas properties, and the Teamsters union 
was mob infiltrated. However, doing anything about it 
was another matter. So, it took a break and the ability to 
capitalise on it by way of getting, as an investigative tool, legal 
electronic surveillance.”

Problems for the Kansas
City Mob

The 1970s was a very tumultuous time in the Kansas City 
underworld. The Civella mob’s authority was challenged by 
the independent Spero brothers, who blamed Nick Civella 
for ordering their sibling’s murder. The rackets in the city’s 
then burgeoning River Quay neighbourhood, a cluster of bars, 
nightclubs and restaurants on the waterfront, were being 
fought over in a nasty skirmish that raged between Civella 
and Civella’s street boss William ‘Willie the Rat’ Cammisano 
and mob soldier David Bonadonna, whose son Freddy 
was the main property developer behind the River Quay 
resurgence and made a loose alliance with the Speros. 

“Kansas City was a city losing its downtown core and 
white folks were moving out to the suburbs, like most major 
cities,” says Jenkins. “The KC mob and their associates 
were moving into that void and trying to upgrade their old 
strip clubs to discos and moving into the newly created 
entertainment district close to downtown. This area was 
called the River Quay and it was a lot like the East Village in 
New York City or the French quarter in New Orleans.”

Bodies fell, including David Bonadonna, in a hit total 
that was in the double digits. As the 1980s approached, the 
River Quay district was in shambles, practically completely 
abandoned. The Speros would all be killed and Cammisano 
sent to prison for extortion based partially on Freddy 
Bonadonna’s testimony. It was a chaotic time that attracted a 
lot of law enforcement attention in Kansas City.

“The River Quay murders were part of a dispute between 
Willie Cammisano and a man named Fred Bonadonna,” 
explains Jenkins. “Fred’s father, David Bonadonna, was part 
of Willie’s crew. Fred was an influential bar owner in the 
River Quay organisation and he was warning other business 
owners and the Kansas City liquor control officials that mob 
guys were wanting to get liquor licenses in this area and 
they should be kept out. He also had a bunch of unused city 
parking leased and he was charging parking fees at night.”

Willie the Rat thought he should get a piece of that action. 
When Fred refused to cooperate with Willie, his father David 
was killed. A friend of David’s named Sonny Bowen then 
killed a Civella associate named John ‘Johnny Green’ Amaro 
in retaliation. Sonny bragged about that killing and was soon 
killed in retribution because it had been done in Civella’s 
home neighbourhood. 

At the same time, another small criminal organisation led 
by a young mobster named Carl Spero wanted to move in on 

some of the Civella’s rackets, enacting a street tax on the strip 
clubs and fencing operations. But the Speros were quickly 
rubbed out. He and his brothers Mike ad Joe Spero were 
all killed by the Civellas. All these murders drew the law 
enforcement heat that led to the uncovering of the skim. 

The Gangland Wire
“Interestingly and maybe a little bit ironically, an FBI bug 
planted in a local mobbed-up KC restaurant looking for 
information on murders spawning from the River Quay 
war sprouted the initial intelligence regarding the Midwest 
mob’s Las Vegas casino skim,” Scott Burnstein, an attorney, 
journalist and organised crime historian who wrote Motor 
City Mafia and runs gangsterreport.com told Real Crime. 
“This intelligence discovery was parlayed into the legendary 
Operation Strawman I and then Operation Strawman II, the 
pair of federal racketeering cases that broke the Mafia’s hold 
over Vegas.”

Law enforcement officials Gary Jenkins and William 
Ouseley both played pivotal roles in the operation that ended 
the mob’s control of the casino skim.

“The Strawman case was initiated in 1978 in Kansas 
City as the result of an FBI hidden microphone in a mob-
frequented restaurant wherein the acting crime family boss 
and the street boss were discussing their interest in ongoing 
events at Vegas casinos,” Ouseley told Real Crime. “This led 
to expanded electronic surveillance here and in Las Vegas, 
Milwaukee and Chicago. Kansas City was the lead FBI office 
in this case.”

A hidden mic in a Kansas City bar caught Tuffy DeLuna 
and Cork Civella talking about Vegas casinos, Teamsters 
money, making payments and naming prominent Vegas 

ABOVE Detectives overheard Cork 
Civella and Carl DeLuna discussing 
the Vegas casino skimming on a 
wire tap while the two were at the 
Villa Capri restaurant in Kansas City

RIGHT Carl ‘Cork’ Civella was made 
boss in 1983 following the death of 
his brother, but his reign was short-
lived - he was arrested in 1984 and 
he died in prison in 1994
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casino persons. One night, as they discussed this subject 
generally, Tuffy made a statement that he had to “get to a 
phone.” This led to the wiretapping of several pay phones, 
and monitoring agents started hearing Tuffy DeLuna talking 
to a Vegas mole named Joe Agosto about specifics. Later, 
these conversations led agents to place a hidden mic inside 
a house where Nick Civella, Tuffy DeLuna, Carl Civella, Joe 
Agosto and Carl Thomas talked very specifically about how 
to skim money from a casino. “The skimming had been going 
on as long as the state of Nevada had been taxing the profits,” 
Jenkins explains. “Part of the reason to skim was to avoid the 
gaming taxes. In the early 1970s, the Midwest mobs obtained 
sole control of the Vegas area, the skimming became more 
organised and sophisticated.”

When Allen Glick obtained the $62 million loan to buy the 
Stardust, the Marina, the Hacienda and the Fremont hotels 
and casinos, his mob handlers told him to hire Frank ‘Lefty’ 
Rosenthal, the Chicago mob associate and gambler. Lefty 
set up underlings to skim the money. One of these schemes 
was uncovered by a gaming official named Dennis Gomes. 
He caught them using a secret switch to alter the weight 
when they weighed coins from the slot machines. The extra 
coins were then changed into cash and transported back to 
Chicago. A man named George Jay Vandermark, John Namce 
in Casino, was the manager of the slot operation. Vandermark 
disappeared after this discovery and has never been found. 
Lefty was allegedly controlled by Joseph ‘Joey Doves’ Aiuppa, 
Remo Gaggi in Casino, out of Chicago.

“I was assigned to the KCPD Intelligence Unit,” Jenkins 
recalled. “I was developing my own sources and informants 
into the mob. I was also assigned to surveillance crews to 
follow these guys around. For example, if we had a hidden 
mic inside a place, or a tap on a bank of pay phones, a 

physical surveillance had to verify that a named target was 
inside the place with the hidden mic or where the pay 
phones were located before they could turn on these devices. 
I got into Intelligence Unit because that is the place where 
we had the freedom to work on the top criminals in the city. 
I liked investigating the mob because they were smart and 
a real challenge to my investigative skills. I liked putting the 
pieces of a criminal organisation in place to make sense to me 
and others.” 

A man named Carl Thomas was employed at the Stardust 
for a while and later inside the Tropicana. He was a long-
time casino executive that seemed to be clean. However, he 
had set up a scheme where he staffed the cash count room 
with trusted underlings and they skimmed off the cash 
directly before it was counted. He was overheard by FBI 
agents on a hidden microphone bragging about stealing from 
the Circus Circus casino when he was younger and made a 
statement to Nick Civella and Tuffy DeLuna how he “loved 
taking money outta these joints.”

“We know at least $40,000 was taken monthly from the 
Tropicana alone,” Jenkins told Real Crime “They were 
getting other five-figure payments monthly from the Chicago 
mob and that was coming from the Stardust.”

 Thomas was charged in the Strawman case and he 
became a witness against the mob bosses. He was in witness 
protection for a while and later came back and tried to get 
hired in a Colorado casino during the 1990s. He was denied 

 HE CAUGHT THEM USING A SECRET SWITCH 
TO ALTER THE WEIGHT WHEN THEY WEIGHED 

COINS FROM THE SLOT MACHINES 

THE CASINO SKIMMING SCAM KEPT 
DIRTY CASH ROLLING IN FOR KANSAS 
CITY’S GOODFELLAS

MONEY, MONEY, 
MONEY

At the casino skimming trial in 1985 in Kansas City, 
Angel A Lonardo, one of the highest ranking Mafia 
members to turn government witness, testified that the 
mob was skimming up to $2 million a year from the 
Stardust and Fremont casinos that Allen Glick operated 
after securing the $62.7 million dollar Teamsters loans. 
The Teamsters officials involved in securing him the loan 
were getting payments of $1,500 a month, the Cleveland 
mob was getting $40,000 a month, and Kansas City 
and Chicago were getting even more. Nick Civella, the 
Kansas City mob boss, also had a separate skim set up at 
the Tropicana that was generating $40,000 in additional 
funds a month for his family. The Mafia families 
from Chicago, Kansas City, Milwaukee and Cleveland 
who orchestrated the skim through their Teamsters 
connections were getting rich. In the 1970s, $2 million 
was the rough equivalent of $12 million today.
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Many thanks to 
Ganglandwire.com for 
supplying images and details 
on this case, without which 
this Real Crime feature 
would not be possible.



THE BUG OP THAT UNCOVERED MORE MOB 
BUSINESS THAN ANYONE BARGAINED FOR

DOWN THE WIREa license and has since died in a suspicious traffic accident 
in the Las Vegas area. Another Tropicana employee involved 
was Joe Agosto. He was a Sicilian-born guy who had a 
relationship with Nick Civella, although it is unknown how 
the two became connected. He had made himself a valued 
employee at the Tropicana and worked with Carl Thomas to 
set up the skim. He also became a government witness and 
died of natural causes before the trials were over. 

The Strawman Case
“The Strawman case was the culmination of a long journey,” 
Ouseley told Real Crime. “To be a part of a case that not only 
saw the demise of the Civella organisation, but toppled other 
notable mob bosses and family members in other cities – 
for all intents purposes ended mob rule in Las Vegas – and 
resulted in the cleanup of the corrupt Teamster Pension 
Fund, was the high point of my career. 

“I spent over 20 years working the Civella crime family. 
I saw it when it was riding high, and law enforcement 
was struggling to make inroads. La Cosa Nostra families 
were formidable entities with a long history of operating 
in the USA. We were eventually successful because the 
FBI was committed long term to its eradication, and its 
various organised crime squads were manned by dedicated, 
innovative and motivated agents.” When he retired, Ouseley 
wrote a book, Mobsters In Our Midst: The Kansas City Crime 
Family, about his investigation into Nick Civella’s crew.

Kansas City was the locale of two major trials in this 
case. The first had to do with the Tropicana. Nick Civella 
died in March 1983, prior to any trials. His brother Carl 
was sentenced to 30 years and died in prison. Carl DeLuna, 
the street boss, got 30 years. He is now deceased. Charles 
Moretina, a key family member, got 20 years. He is also now 
deceased. Carl Caruso was the skim courier who transported 
the stolen money to Kansas City. He got three years probation 
and is now deceased also.

In the second trial, which had to do with the Stardust 
and other properties, Carl Civella got ten years to run 
concurrently with the Tropicana sentence. Carl DeLuna got 
16 years also to run concurrently with his Tropicana sentence. 
Pete Tamburello, Nick Civella’s driver and confidant, got five 
years on a guilty plea He is now deceased. Of note, other 
defendants in this trial included the Chicago boss Joe Aiuppa, 
the Chicago underboss Jack Cerone and two family capos – 
Joe Lombardo and Angelo LaPietra. Also Milwaukee Boss 
Frank Balistrieri and Cleveland mob figure Milton Rickman 
received substantial sentences. 

“When it comes to La Cosa Nostra, the crime families 
are structured to protect the top leadership and its more 
important members,” Ouseley told Real Crime. “They operate 
behind the scenes and are not involved in the day-to-day mob 
criminal activities. The codes the members and associates 
abide by – loyalty, silence, need to know and fear on the part 
of those who do business with the mob or know things about 
the mob – all make prosecutions difficult. So of course the 
top leadership – boss, underboss, consigliere, captains of 
crews – will always be difficult. 

“Considering that, the big guys are normally the hardest 
to bring down, however, as has been proven in Kansas City, 
and around the country, having the laws to work with and 
the proper tools, such as legal electronic surveillance, in the 
end no one is immune.” That’s the back story to the movie 
Casino and how the FBI ended the skim that was making the 
Midwest Mafia family millions. 

Two of the Kansas City Mob’s main players, 
Carl ‘Tuffy’ DeLuna and Cork Civella, were 
heard talking about the casino skimming 
business on a wiretap that was meant to 
discover info on the River Quay murders.

As law enforcement in Kansas City was 
investigating the violent and ghastly River 
Quay murders, they inadvertently found out 

about the casino skim being generated from 
the Las Vegas casinos that the Mafia had 
control of. 

Imagine their surprise as Tuffy DeLuna 
and Cork Civella handed them the makings 
of one of the biggest cases against the mob 
ever that has been immortalised in the 
movie Casino. 
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BUG TRAP
Covert listening devices - or ‘bugs’ - in the 
1970s and early 1980s were far bulkier 
affairs than today. But the palm-sized 
device powered by AA batteries was still 
discreet enough for the detective to stick to 
the underside of a dining room table at the 
restaurant without anyone noticing.

PIZZA TIME
In the knowledge that the East 
Side Villa Capri pizza restaurant 
was a favourite haunt of the 
mob, police stake it out, before 
sending an undercover detective 
to plant the bug. 
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DELUNA: ...I say fuck Jay Brown, I don’t say 
fuck Joe Agosto. Now, now they don’t care about 
(overlapped – unintelligible) — 
CIVELLA: (unintelligible) — about nobody. 
DELUNA: — that’s their attitude. They don’t 
give a fuck about nobody. But to me it’s showing 
us a discourtesy if, for them to treat somebody 
that we call our acquaintance, our friend, Joe 
Agosto is our friend, plus the fact it looks like 
we’re going to make a buck with this guy. 
CIVELLA: I’ll tell you what, my brother blasted 
Lefty when he’s with ‘im in California. 
DELUNA: Yeah, I remember that. 
CIVELLA: I’m sure that they — if we could close 
the territory when they, they okay their needs 
up north. You know if they okay their needs, 
an’ then we’ll, we’ll meet with them guys. An’ 
he will, I’m sure he will (unintelligible) Lefty 
(unintelligible) get this guy (unintelligible) 
DELUNA: Carl, we’re gonna have to give this 
guy an answer right now, tonight. 
CIVELLA: Well, we will, tell ‘im see what he 
says fi rst. 
(The next segment peaked detectives’ interest. 
When they say that Genius’s debt service is 2 
million a month, they are talking about Allen 
Glick, the owner of Argent, and how much he 
has to pay back to the Teamsters each month.)
DELUNA: — Uh, can’t be 2 million a year Carl, 
can’t be — 
CIVELLA: — 2 million a month, (unintelligible) 
25 million a year, they can’t make it. 
DELUNA: If it is something like 2 million a 
month, if it is, where the fuck is his, his debt 
service ah, I’m talking about the Genius’s debt 
service. Can’t be nowhere near that, can’t be 2 
million a month Carl. Where is his net gonna be 
monthly? (unintelligible)Unless, like you said, 
are we gonna get a piece of (unintelligible)? Are 
we in with them on that? ‘Cause if you gotta pay 
2 million a month for rent, now we’re only in 
with the operators, right? 
CIVELLA: ‘Member, you remember the deal in 
Chicago, talkin’?
DELUNA: Yeah, four and half million — 
CIVELLA: A year. 
DELUNA: Right, a year, right. 
ClVELLA: Doesn’t seem, does it seem possible 
20-some million? 
DELUNA: Right.
CIVELLA: Oh, yeah? 
DELUNA: Ah, yeah, 24 (unintelligible).
CIVELLA: The guy wanted four and half, and 
Carl told ’em try to get ’em down, try to get ’em, 
remember? 
DELUNA: The guy wanted what?
CIVELLA: The guy wanted four and half million. 
DELUNA: Right, four and half, right.           
That’s right. 
CIVELLA: A year?

EAVESDROPPING
LISTEN UP
The bug transmitted via radio frequency to 
the police surveillance room a few miles 
away. There, the team typed furiously as the 
mobsters talked serious fi nancial fi gures and 
connections with the chicago outfi t.

STAYIN’ ALIVE
To their frustration, not only did the 
surveillance team have to strain to listen 
over everyday restaurant noise, but a 
famous Bee Gees hit was playing very 
loudly on the jukebox.

SLIP OF THE TONGUE
Mobsters at the time were aware that police covert 
listening devices had a limited battery life, and often 
waffl ed on about mundane topics for hours before 
getting down to business. Civella and DeLuna however, 
handed the police their entire scam, which led to mob 
businesses and homes being bugged.
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MICHEL FOURNIRET – THE OGRE OF THE ARDENNES – CONFESSED TO NINE MURDERS, BUT WERE THERE MORE?
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MICHEL FOURNIRET – THE OGRE OF THE ARDENNES – CONFESSED TO NINE MURDERS, BUT WERE THERE MORE?

A photo dated from 
1992 of Michel 
Fourniret, whose 
horrific crimes earned 
him the title ‘Ogre of 
the Ardennes’

A
lmost 15 years after his last crime, there’s still a lot 
of mystery surrounding French serial killer Michel 
Fourniret. He was dubbed the ‘Ogre of the Ardennes’ 
by the media, but how accurate was that title? Why 

did he confess? Was he working alone? Just how many lives 
did he really claim? This far into the puzzle, all the police 
have to go on is Fourniret’s word. 

His decades-long crime streak began way back in 1966 
when he was arrested and proved guilty of child molestation. 
His marriage to his first wife disintegrated shortly after 
because of it. He was slightly more successful in his next 

marriage – he fathered three children with his second wife 
– but it ended as quickly as the first after he was arrested 

yet again, this time for the rape and indecent assault of 
minors. The charges against Fourniret were piling up 
as fast as his wives were ending their relationships. His 
crimes were accumulating over time and would soon 
conclude with the worst crime of them all: murder.

THE WIFE 
While Fourniret was in custody awaiting his trial 

for sexual assault in Paris, 1987, he put an advert in a 
Catholic magazine, looking for a pen pal. Amazingly, 

someone replied, a hospital nurse and mother of three 
named Monique Olivier. The couple continued to exchange 
letters for a while, before finally meeting at Fourniret’s trial, 
where he was convicted. Like Fourniret, Olivier had a dark 
past. Unlike him, however, she had been the victim. She had 
suffered years of abuse at the hand of her former husband. 
Fourniret empathised with her and together they made a 
pact that turned into a Strangers-On-A-Train-like agreement: 
he would kill her abusers and she would assist him with the 
future crimes he was planning to commit. 

Many killers have triggers, a motivation for murder, and 
for Fourniret that trigger was virgins. It’s unclear where 
his fixation started exactly, but a lot can be said of the fact 
that he had a history of premature ejaculation. According 
to a survivor of Fourniret’s attack, he was a virgin when he 
married his first wife, but found out on their wedding day 
that she was not. Perhaps this revelation was what sparked 
his need to prey on the chaste. Perhaps he was simply 
dissatisfied with his own sexual prowess. Whatever the case, 
he cultivated a need to spill blood. First, however, he needed 

some help, which is where Olivier came in.
After the pact Fourniret and Olivier had made, 

the former failed to deliver. But that 
didn’t stop Olivier helping her 
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new husband to orchestrate his next string of crimes. She 
became Fourniret’s virgin hunter. Her new job was to provide 
him with a selection of ‘tight slits,’ as he would call them. 
He wanted young, virginal girls to rape and kill, and Olivier 
would be the one to bring them to him. 

At the end of 1987 and after three and a half years in 
prison, Fourniret was finally released. He moved in with 
Olivier not long after, and the pair decided to relocate to 
Saint-Cyr-les-Colons, where they could settle down together 
in relative privacy. That was the police’s first mistake. The 
couple weren’t being monitored, so they were free to do 
whatever they wanted. Almost 16 years later, Fourniret 
confessed to the kidnap, rape and murder of nine girls 
since being released from prison. He and Olivier were both 
arrested and convicted. The prosecutors labelled them “a 
devil with two faces”. 

“Killing someone, me? No.”
Fourniret and Olivier began their 14-year-long killing spree 

just before Christmas 1987. Their first victim was a young 
girl named Isabelle Laville, who lived in the central French 
region of Burgundy with her family. There was nothing 
unusual about Laville that might mark her out; she was just a 
regular girl with friends and schoolwork, but she disappeared 
in December 1987 and was never seen alive again. Her family 
had no idea what had happened to her nearly 20 years later, 
when her skeletal remains were discovered in Auxerre. 
After Fourniret’s confession in 2004, the true nature of her 
disappearance came to light: Fourniret and Olivier abducted 
Laville on her way home from school, luring her into their 

car. According to later court 
documents, Fourniret “grabbed 
her by the hair and asked her 
was she a virgin, and she replied 
in the affirmative.” They took 
time over her, picking her up 
like a hitchhiker and slipping 
her a sizable dose of Rohypnol 
to ensure she would adhere to 
their plan, whether she wanted 
to or not. She became the first of 
seven young girls the murderous 
couple admitted to having 
abducted and killed.

At 28 years old, Farida 
Hamiche was Fourniret’s oldest 
victim and the girlfriend of one 
of Fourniret’s cellmates from 
his stint in prison. His name 
was Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch, 
a member of a famous gang 
of bank robbers known as the 
‘Gang des postiches’ (which 
translates as the Wigs Gang). 
Hamiche’s life became the 
price that Fourniret would pay 
in order to be able to access 
Hellegouarch’s funds. She died 
at his hands on 12 April 1988, but 
Fourniret never revealed where he had buried her. He then 
bought Chateau de Sautou with the money. 

INSET After searching the 
grounds, investigators eventually 
discovered the burial place of 
several of Fourniret’s victims

An aerial photo of Fourniret’s 
chateau in Northern France, 

on the Belgian border

Monique Olivier helped 
Fourniret with his evil 
desires, luring the victims 
to their peril
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The third victim was Fabienne Leroy, a student from 
Belgium who had moved to France to complete an internship 
in Châlons-en-Champagne. While she was running errands 
at a supermarket, Leroy was abducted from the car park and 
never seen again. Like with Laville, Fourniret and Olivier 
lured her into their car; they disclosed details of their plan 
during the trial. They pretended Olivier was pregnant and 
near term, and needed treating at the local doctor’s office. 
Leroy offered them help, but instead of following her 
directions, they raped and murdered her. At first, the pair 
attempted to inject air into her veins, but when that method 
failed they turned a gun on Leroy and killed her by shooting 
her at point-blank range in the heart.

The following year, Fourniret and Olivier claimed their 
fourth victim. Jeanne-Marie Desramault was raped then 
murdered. But as Fourniret assaulted her, she desperately 
insisted that she wasn’t a virgin. Predictably, her frantic 
protests didn’t make a difference. 

Fourniret kept her body in a freezer for two days after her 
death, before hiding it on the grounds of the Sautou chateau. 
Desramault’s body was not found, but rather recovered by 
police in July 2004 once her killer had confessed to the 
murder and disclosed where he had hidden her remains all 
those years ago. The confession led to a wider investigation 
in which police prepared to dig up a large patch of woodland 
near the French-Belgian border, looking for more bodies. 
They had reason to believe that up to a dozen girls and 
women might have been killed.

Desramault’s murder was also a strange one in terms 
of keeping with Fourniret and Olivier’s pattern. Hers was 
the only murder that Olivier was charged with throughout 
their trial. For the rest of the victims, Olivier was separately 
charged with complicity in murder and kidnapping. But in 
court, Olivier denied having directly murdered anyone. She 
said, “I know I witnessed terrible things, but killing someone, 
me? No.”

Three more bodies would be found over a decade after 
they had been killed. They belonged to three young women 
who had been murdered just before the final victim and 
before Fourniret and Olivier’s arrest. That supposed final kill 
was of a 16-year-old girl who worked for the two killers as an 
au pair. Olivier later revealed that her husband had murdered 
her at some point in 1993. However, the au pair’s body was 
never recovered and the accusation never confirmed. The 
girl’s identity – if she ever even existed – remains a mystery 
to this day. 

After the dedication and commitment Olivier showed 
towards her husband during his murdering spree, her 
reaction to his arrest was very peculiar. When Fourinet’s 
confessions got too hot for her to handle, she denounced him, 
insisting she was less of a part in the on-going plot as she 
appeared to be. In actual fact, she had been spooked by the 
prospect of serving a prison sentence after hearing about the 
Marc Dutroux case. Dutroux and his wife Michelle Martin 
were put on trial the very same year. Dutroux was a serial 
killer, rapist, child molester and kidnapper who had tortured 
and sexually abused six young girls, murdering four of them. 
Although Martin hadn’t been directly involved with some of 
the nastier activities, she had been tried as an accomplice and 
sentenced to 30 years. 

Fourniret had finally been arrested on 26 June 2003, after 
a botched kidnapping attempt. The following year he would 
confess to nine cases of kidnap, rape and murder. He was 
sentenced to life in prison. Olivier was eventually charged 
with one murder and assisting Fourniret with six others.

THE VICTIMS
DUMPED IN WOODS, ON A BEACH, IN A WELL, BURIED: BODIES WERE 
FOUND EVERYWHERE BUT THE METHOD MURDER WAS THE SAME

Their fourth was a 22-year-old who disappeared 
from Charleville-Mézières railway station on 18 
March 1989. Desramault’s body was not found, 
but rather recovered by police once Fourniret 
had confessed to the murder and revealed that 
he had hidden her remains on his estate.

JEANNE-MARIE DESRAMAULT, 22 
Their fourth was a 22-year-old who disappeared 
from Charleville-Mézières railway station on 18 
March 1989. Desramault’s body was not found, 
but rather recovered by police once Fourniret 
had confessed to the murder and revealed that 
he had hidden her remains on his estate.

JEANNE-MARIE DESRAMAULT, 22 
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The fi nal girl was a 16-year-old who worked 
for Fourniret and Olivier as an au pair. 
During their trial, Olivier revealed that her 
husband had murdered her at some point 
in 1993, but her body was never found and 
the accusation never confi rmed. The girl’s 
identity – if she ever existed – still remains 
a mystery.

The fi nal girl was a 16-year-old who worked 
for Fourniret and Olivier as an au pair. 
During their trial, Olivier revealed that her 
husband had murdered her at some point 
in 1993, but her body was never found and 
the accusation never confi rmed. The girl’s 
identity – if she ever existed – still remains 
a mystery.

Their fi rst victim lived in Burgundy and 
disappeared on 11 December 1987 while 
walking from school. Laville had long brown 
hair, which was why Olivier had chosen her; 
her husband wanted virgins who represented 
his wife. Her skeleton weas found in July 
2006 at the bottom of a well.

ISABELLE LAVILLE, 17 
Their fi rst victim lived in Burgundy and 
disappeared on 11 December 1987 while 
walking from school. Laville had long brown 
hair, which was why Olivier had chosen her; 
her husband wanted virgins who represented 
his wife. Her skeleton weas found in July 
2006 at the bottom of a well.

ISABELLE LAVILLE, 17 

Natacha disappeared from Nantes in 
November 1990 while out shopping with 
her mother and was found dead on a beach 
just a few days later. Once again, Olivier 
was charged with being an accomplice to 
the crime.

NATACHA DANAIS, 13 
Natacha disappeared from Nantes in 
November 1990 while out shopping with 
her mother and was found dead on a beach 
just a few days later. Once again, Olivier 
was charged with being an accomplice to 
the crime.

NATACHA DANAIS, 13 

Fabienne was a student from Belgium. She 
was abducted by Fourniret and Olivier from 
a supermarket car park on 3 August 1988. 
They drove her to a quiet spot in a nearby 
forest before raping and murdering her. Her 
body was found near French military camp 
Mourmelon-le-Grand. 

FABIENNE LEROY, 20 
Fabienne was a student from Belgium. She 
was abducted by Fourniret and Olivier from 
a supermarket car park on 3 August 1988. 
They drove her to a quiet spot in a nearby 
forest before raping and murdering her. Her 
body was found near French military camp 
Mourmelon-le-Grand. 

FABIENNE LEROY, 20 

The teenaged schoolgirl disappeared from 
Sedan on 5 May 2001 and a year later, 
she too showed up dead in Belgium, in 
the Nollevaux forest. Strangely, Fourniret 
admitted kidnap and murder, but denied 
raping her. 

MANYANA THUMPONG, 13 
The teenaged schoolgirl disappeared from 
Sedan on 5 May 2001 and a year later, 
she too showed up dead in Belgium, in 
the Nollevaux forest. Strangely, Fourniret 
admitted kidnap and murder, but denied 
raping her. 

MANYANA THUMPONG, 13 

The Belgian girl was the couple’s fi fth victim. 
She went missing from Namur in 1989 
and her body was fi nally recovered from its 
burial site on Fourniret’s estate in 2004. 
Fourniret’s wife was charged with complicity 
to her murder.

ELISABETH BRICHET, 12 
The Belgian girl was the couple’s fi fth victim. 
She went missing from Namur in 1989 
and her body was fi nally recovered from its 
burial site on Fourniret’s estate in 2004. 
Fourniret’s wife was charged with complicity 
to her murder.

ELISABETH BRICHET, 12 

Saison was taken from Charleville-
Mézières on 16 May 2000 after a high 
school exam: she was killed on a country 
road before the 18-year-old’s body was 
dumped in a Belgian wood near his 
house, and found two months later.

CÉLINE SAISON, 18 
Saison was taken from Charleville-
Mézières on 16 May 2000 after a high 
school exam: she was killed on a country 
road before the 18-year-old’s body was 
dumped in a Belgian wood near his 
house, and found two months later.

CÉLINE SAISON, 18 

 WHEN FOURNIRET’S CONFESSIONS GOT TOO 
HOT FOR HER TO HANDLE, SHE DENOUNCED 

HIM... SHE HAD BEEN SPOOKED BY THE 
PROSPECT OF A PRISON SENTENCE. 
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THE ELUSIVE FACTS 
OF THE CASE
Michel Fourniret from Sedan, France, made headlines when 
he confessed to the rape, kidnap and murder of nine girls over 
a period of 14 years in 2004. He was tried, convicted and 
sentenced to life, but since then new evidence has emerged that 
suggests his confession wasn’t entirely truthful.

It’s impossible to know for sure what exactly Fourniret is guilty 
of without more facts, and he certainly isn’t going to share any 
information. But there is one person left who could shed some 
light on the subject: his wife, Monique Olivier, who helped him 
hunt virgins to rape and kill.

We do, however, know the details of the nine murders he 
confessed to, how his victims’ bodies were found all over France 
and Belgium, down wells, in forests, washed up on beaches and 
buried under the grounds of his estate.

Both Fourniret and Olivier had a terrible way of thinking, but 
both did at least show signs of regret. Whether that be regret at 
what they had done or just regret at their life sentences remains 
to be seen. 

The collection of deadly items that 
was used as evidence in the Michel 
Fourniret case

Monique Olivier on trial at 
the courthouse in Charleville-
Mézières, Ardennes, France

LOOSE ENDS
Fourniret’s confession seems like it ought to be the end of 
his story, but some things still don’t add up. Firstly, he was 
adamant he did not commit any crimes between 1990 and 
2000, but police across France, Belgium, Germany, Denmark 
and the Netherlands have since gathered evidence to suggest 
otherwise, including sketch artist drawings made during rape 
investigations that look startlingly like Fourniret. 

However, DNA tests surrounding these accusations have 
never proved anything conclusively. Plus, if Fourniret had 
been guilty, you could ask why he wouldn’t confess to these 
crimes along with the rest of them? But the motives of 
serial killers are never clear, and if there’s one thing we’ve 
learned from notorious killers like Gary Ridgway and Richard 
Ramirez, knowledge is the only power they have over anyone 
once they have been caught. Perhaps by holding onto the 
knowledge of the remote final resting places of his other 
victims, or by denying any involvement in the murder of 
others, Fourniret retains some control over the authorities 
responsible for his state of utter powerlessness. 

Along with those he did confess to, Fourniret was 
suspected of ten additional murders, including nine in France 
and one in Belgium. He was found guilty of seven of them, 
but the other three were left hanging with no explanation. 
There were also rumours of him being the real murderer of 
eight-year-old Marie-Dolorès Rambla, who was kidnapped 
and stabbed to death on 3 June 1974. The man who was 
convicted for the crime, Christian Ranucci, was guillotined 
for it in 1976, but decades later people are still questioning 
whether Ranucci was the right man. Ranucci confessed, he 
knew where the murder weapon was hidden, and a pair 
of pants covered in blood of the same type as Rambla was 
found in his car, but evidence has since emerged that proved 
Fourniret was holidaying in Marseille (where the murder 
took place) that same summer. He also had the same colour 
car as Ranucci, was the same age as him, and, unlike Ranucci, 
had a record of sex offenses. Even more strange is that none 
of the witnesses of the kidnapping identified Ranucci as the 
actual perpetrator, but it’s likely we’ll never know if this was 
a case of mistaken identity.

OGRE OF THE ARDENNES



BRITISH CONNECTION
Despite being arrested and sentenced 
in the early 2000s, fresh evidence 
on old murders that fit Fourniret’s 
modus operandi still bobs to the 
surface. The most recent re-
emergence of an unsolved case that 
has Fourniret’s hallmarks all over 
it is the murder of British language 
student Joanna Parrish. The 20-year-
old from Gloucester in England 
was on a placement at a school in 
the Burgundy region of France as 
part of her degree course. She had 
advertised her services as an English 
teacher in a local newspaper and 
disappeared in May 1990, having 
left one evening for private lessons 
with a male client. Whether he was 
Fourniret setting a trap, or whether 
she was murdered on her way to or 
from the meeting, is not known. 

Joanna turned up in the Yonne 
River in Auxerre on 17 May. 
She had been bound, raped and 
strangled. Her parents, Roger and 
Pauline, arrived in France three 
weeks later, after their daughter’s 
body had been returned to the UK, 
to try to make sense of her death. 
Shockingly, they were assured that 
Joanna had not been raped, only 
to find out the truth a fortnight 
later from the coroner. The crime 
scene had been contaminated by 
journalists and DNA evidence 

taken from the scene had, unbelievably, also been lost. 
At best this implied incompetence and a breakdown in 
communication on the part of the French authorities. At 
worst, this was a high-level cover up… although for what 
reason is anyone’s guess. Olivier even told detectives that she 
had witnessed Fourniret rape, murder and dump a young 
woman into the river, before retracting her confession, 
claiming it had been extracted under duress. So despite 
the murder happening at the right time in the right place 
and with the methodology that Fourniret favoured, putting 
together a case that pointed the finger at him as the serial 
killer proved impossible. 

As late as May 2015 – on the 25th anniversary of Joanna’s 
death – her family were calling for the French authorities to 
pursue a new investigation, with a formal request to French 
magistrates for Monique Olivier to be re-interviewed with 
the assistance of Gloucestershire Police. Her case was re-
opened in 2013 after a tip-off pointed to a 46-year-old, jailed 
French rapist, Thierry Villetard. Subsequent progress has 
been painfully slow. 

Everything adds up, and yet there’s nothing that can 
conclusively bind the killer to the crimes. There are many 
loose ends that would only make sense with a complete 
confession from the Ogre of the Ardness. But serial killings 
of this magnitude can rarely be wrapped up with a blood-red 
ribbon to present to the public, so it’s likely that the true face 
of the Ogres of Ardennes’ crimes will remain shrouded, a 
mystery that we’re unlikely to ever get to the bottom of.
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BRITISH CONNECTION
Despite being arrested and sentenced 
in the early 2000s, fresh evidence 
on old murders that fit Fourniret’s 
modus operandi still bobs to the 
surface. The most recent re-
emergence of an unsolved case that 
has Fourniret’s hallmarks all over 
it is the murder of British language 
student Joanna Parrish. The 20-year-
old from Gloucester in England 
was on a placement at a school in 
the Burgundy region of France as 
part of her degree course. She had 
advertised her services as an English 
teacher in a local newspaper and 
disappeared in May 1990, having 
left one evening for private lessons 

ribbon to present to the public, so it’s likely that the true face 

 IT MAKES NO SENSE 
FOR FOURNIRET 
TO CONFESS TO 

SOME THINGS AND 
NOT OTHERS IF 
HE COMMITTED 
EVERYTHING HE 

WAS ACCUSED OF 

Arrested in 2003, 
Fourniret could have 
killed far more girls than 
he was convicted of  

The van thought to have 
been used to capture 
disabled 19-year-old 
Marie-Angele Domece
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WHEN DE BEERS LOANED ITS MOST VALUABLE COLLECTION OF RARE 
DIAMONDS, INCLUDING THE 203.04-CARAT MILLENNIUM STAR, TO THE 
UK’S MILLENNIUM DOME EXHIBITION, THE VAULT IT WAS STORED IN WAS 
THOUGHT TO BE ‘IMPREGNABLE’. HOWEVER, SEVEN LOCAL CRIMINALS 
WERE ABOUT TO PROVE EVERYONE WRONG
WORDS BEN BIGGS

£200 MILLION 
DIAMOND

The information the police had to go on was sketchy: 
Detective Superintendent Jon Shatford knew that Lee 
Wenham and his gang of career criminals were going to 

strike again, he just didn’t know where or exactly when. The 
crew had popped up on the Flying Squad’s radar with the 
attempted armed robbery of an armoured car at 9 Elms Lane 
on the south bank of the River Thames using a flat-bed lorry 
with a huge iron spike welded onto the back. The idea was 
to stop the security vehicle, ram the armoured doors with 
the spike and then make off with the £10 million cash haul 
inside it. However, the plot was foiled when a driver who had 
been blocked in and was oblivious to the robbers’ plot took 
the keys from the ignition of the lorry in anger. Hamstrung, 
the raiders set the vehicle alight and made their getaway in a 
motorised dingy across the Thames. 

Five months later, on 7 July 2000 in Aylesford, Kent, 
another attempted armoured vehicle robbery using a 
ramming spike was thwarted, this time by a police car that 
happened to be in the area. Once again, the robbers escaped 
on a boat – but this time their calling card was found. The 
raiders had named the spike ‘Gertie’ on the original vehicle, 

Lee Wenham, his wife and 
daughter appear on CCTV 
camera number 73, crossing 
the road to the Millennium 
Dome. Ostensibly taking 
his family on a day trip, he’s 
seen checking access points 
on the outside of the Dome. 
This could simply be the 
actions of a nosey family, 
but the Flying Squad’s man 
at the cameras knows better 
and ‘Operation Magician’ is 
formed to set a trap.

10.33
25 AUGUST 2000

and in this suspected second robbery of theirs, the label 
‘Gertie 2 – persistant arnt we!’ [sic] left police in no doubt that 
they were dealing with the same gang. 

Detective Superintendent Dolden from Kent Constabulary 
recognised the vans used in the raid as the same ones he had 
seen when investigating stolen vehicles at Tong Farm. This 
lucky break meant that Shatford and his team could zero in 
on the son of a local farm owner and scrap metal dealer, Lee 
Wenham. Once a surveillance team was in place, Wenham 
was seen meeting with professional criminals Ray Betson, 
Billy Cockram and Terry Millman. 

Wenham had spent £58 on a family ticket to the 
Millennium Dome and, as they were scratching their heads, 
one of the detectives chipped in: “Unless they’re going to 
steal the Millennium diamond.” It was a joke, of course: 
the De Beers collection of 11 flawless stones, including the 
£200 million 203.04-carat Millennium Star, was housed in 
glass toughened to withstand a sustained 30-minute assault 
from any tool, behind walls of thick reinforced concrete and 
security doors. But Shatford’s mind went to the position of 
the Millennium Dome, right on the Thames. 

STEALING THE

 HAMSTRUNG, THE RAIDERS SET THE VEHICLE ALIGHT 
AND MADE THEIR GETAWAY IN A MOTORISED DINGY 

ACROSS THE THAMES 
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Wenham inevitably visits 
the diamond vault where 
the De Beers Collection is 
on display – three times. It 
isn’t hard evidence of a plot, 
of course, but his behaviour 
isn’t convincing the police 
force otherwise.

12.56

The diamonds are due to 
go on display in Tokyo. 
Following consultation 
with De Beers security, the 
Operation Magician team 
decides that the transit to 
De Beers’ London HQ is 
the most likely opportunity 
Wenham will take to attack. 
An armoured convoy leaves 
the Dome at dawn and 
undercover armed police 
prepare for a possible arrest 
at the Blackwall Tunnel.

06.00

The convoy enters the 
tunnel and the entire 
operation – from the guards 
in the convoy vehicles and 
the vans full of armed police 
on standby to the helicopter 
hovering above and the 
heads of the operation 
watching and listening 
remotely from headquarters 
– ready themselves.

06.10

The convoy passes through 
the tunnel, under the river 
Thames and out the other 
side with no incident. 
The diamonds reach the 
safety of De Beers with 
everyone turning out for 
the party except the raiders. 
Superintendent Shatford 
is baffled, and Operation 
Magician is suddenly in 
jeopardy. Had they been 
tipped off? Was there an 
inside man?

06.20

Later on the same day, 
Wenham’s colleagues, Betson 
and Cockram, are caught on 
camera at the Millennium 
Dome, unaware that the 
gems they are viewing are 
replicas. The crew is still 
in the process of casing 
the joint, and it suddenly 
becomes clear that not only 
do they have no inside man, 
but they intended to attack 
the ‘impregnable’ diamond 
vault itself. 

11.00

The abandoned JCB at the 
entrance to the Millennium 

Jewels display. The scene has 
been taped off by police

1 SEPTEMBER 2000
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Undercover cops tail 
Betson and Cockram and 
video record him meeting 
a previously unknown 
member of the gang, Aldo 
Ciarrocchi, in a car park. 

16.05

The police spot the gang 
testing a JCB backhoe loader 
– and they have no idea what 
it would be used for.

15.42

Around this time, the police 
surveillance operation at 
the Dome starts to notice a 
pattern in the regular visits 
of the gang. They figure 
out that the time and date 
they appear correspond 
with a high tide in the 
Thames - all the better for 
the gang’s escape. With this 
information, police would be 
able to deploy exactly when 
it was necessary. 

19.40

The team see that the next 
high tide will be in the 
morning of 6 November. So 
in the early hours, several 
hundred armed officers are 
dressed up as cleaners and 
tour guides, then smuggled 
into the Dome.

02.00

Reports come in that the 
JCB is leaving the coal yard 
– could this be it?

06.50

Lee Wenham had stripped out heavy 
and cumbersome components from 
inside the JCB, modifying it to lighten 
the load, increase its power and fi t all 
the raiders inside the cabin

STEALING THE £200 MILLION DIAMOND

18 SEPTEMBER 2000 22 SEPTEMBER 2000 6 NOVEMBER 2000
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Just over an hour later, the 
JCB leaves the coal yard. 
Short of another bolt from 
the blue, there’s no doubt 
that the gang will strike 
within the hour. 

08.43

The JCB moves off the 
main road and onto the road 
around the perimeter of the 
Dome. The disguised officers 
quietly replace Dome staff 
and a coachload of school 
children are ushered away 
from where the police 
suspect that the raiders will 
begin their strike.

09.30

One of the masterminds (if not the sole one) behind the 
heist was Lee Wenham, part of a local Kent traveller 
family that enjoyed a kind of fearful respect normally 
reserved for notorious criminals in the local village. 
The Wenhams were well connected with the London 
underworld and were certainly not above fl exing their 
muscles to get what they wanted. Lee’s father, James, 
allegedly bought Tong Farm for £220,000 in cash, and 
when a tenant refused to move, he simply rammed the 
walls of the cottage with a JCB until they fl ed in terror.

DIAMOND GEEZER
NO SIMPLE FARMER’S SON, MILLENNIUM 
HEIST ORGANISER LEE WENHAM 
AND FAMILY HELD THE VILLAGE OF 
HORSMONDEN, KENT, IN A GRIP OF FEAR 
WHEN THEY MOVED INTO TONG FARM

Another stroke of bad luck 
for the operation: there’s 
an accident outside the 
Millennium Dome and, 
naturally, the traffic police 
turn up. There’s no way 
the raiders will attempt the 
heist now. Superintendent 
Shatford is wringing his 
hands in frustration. The 
tide charts are consulted 
again and there’s another 
opportunity the next day.

08.10

The gang has re-grouped 
and appears to be on the 
move again: Operation 
Magician has readied armed 
officers at the Dome and 
on the water. The gang’s 
boat is being towed by a 
white transit van, with Terry 
Millman driving, down the 
A13 road to be positioned 
on the north side of the 
River Thames – opposite the 
Millennium Dome.

07.26

Minutes later, the JCB lines 
itself up with a gap in the 
fence and then accelerates…

09.33 

The 203.04-carat Millennium Star 
is the second largest in its category 
after the Centenary Diamond

Robert Adams is seen on CCTV 
swinging a sledgehammer into 
the case holding the diamond

7 NOVEMBER 2000
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3 The four men are armed with smoke 
and ammonia gas grenades that 

obscure the immediate view around the 
area of the Money Zone, stinging the eyes 
and lungs of anyone who might happen to 
breathe the gas in. Safely obscured, the 
men run into the vault carrying tools.

2 Having breached the outer perimeter, the 
robbers in the JCB drive right up to the 

Money Zone with the Millennium Diamonds 
on display inside, then climb out. They’re 
wearing gas masks and look more like 
terrorists than a gang of raiders.

4 One of the raiders is carrying a 
sledgehammer – not a worry in 

itself, the case is designed to withstand 
such a battering. But the other carries a 
powerful nail gun, which he presses up 
to the glass and fires repeatedly before 
they set to work with the sledgehammers. 
This is an effective strategy: weakened by 
the sharp impact of the nails, blunt force 
from the sledgehammer now begins to 
open a hole in the glass.

1 Charging towards the Dome, 
the gang’s JCB easily takes 

out a reinforced concrete post, 
moves onto the perimeter road, 
through a security gate and 
straight into the side wall of 
the Dome, close to where the 
diamonds are being held. The 
police watching on CCTV can’t 
quite believe what’s happening.

STEALING THE £200 MILLION DIAMOND

5 Watching the CCTV cameras with the 
head of De Beers security, Superintendent 

Shatford decides that the time has come and 
gives the order. Armed police, themselves 
equipped with gas masks, spring the trap, 
surrounding the JCB and using stun grenades in 
the vault. The robbers are taken completely by 
surprise and immediately give themselves up.
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They had their men, and bang to rights, too: one of the 
robbers the gang had recruited the night before, Robert 
Adams, said to the officer who arrested him inside the vault: 
“Have I been bubbled? I was 12 inches from payday… it would 
have been a good Christmas.”

Instead, the gang had been allowed to come within a hair’s 
breadth of stealing the gems. This would make it difficult for 
their defence to argue for the charge of theft over the charge 
of robbery, which carries a more severe prison sentence. 

Moreover, there had been no deaths or injuries despite, or 
maybe because of, the overwhelming firepower that favoured 
the police – a fact that both Superintendent Shatford and the 
chief executive officer of the Millennium Dome at the time, 
Pierre-Yves Gerbeau, were pleased with.

It was nearly a year before the case came to trial, and in 
that time, Terry Millman had died of cancer. Six men stood 
at the dock and attempted to plead guilty to conspiracy to 
steal, but not rob. The initial argument had some weight to it. 
“I couldn’t believe how simple it was,” said Cockram. “There 
was nobody in the vault, no security… no one was going to get 
hurt, there was no one to hurt.” 

Cockram also reinforced the fact that they brought the nail 
gun only to break the glass and not as a weapon, although 
less convincing was the argument that the ammonia grenades 
were to destroy any DNA the robbers left behind and the 
body armour was for a meeting with the buyers following 
a successful raid (under UK law, using body armour in a 
robbery is a crime in itself ).

The jury didn’t buy it. Raymond Betson and William 
Cockram were sentenced to 18 years in prison for conspiracy 
to rob. Aldo Ciarrocchi and Robert Adams each got 15 years 
for conspiracy to rob. Kevin Meredith, who had been aboard 
the boat, was found guilty of conspiracy to steal but not of 
conspiracy to rob, and thus received five years. Lee Wenham, 
who Shatford accused of having a hand in masterminding 
the raid, got four years for conspiracy to steal but was then 
given a further nine years for the attempted robbery of the 
Securicor vehicle in July 2000.

Shatford speculated that there were others involved – 
there had to be people with the cash and underground 
contacts to purchase and deal with the diamonds. There was 
no way that even experienced criminals like Wenham and 
Cockram could have moved such hot potatoes without the 
involvement of big players. But there was little more than an 
underground whisper of who might have been behind the 
heist, so this was the end of the show for Operation Magician.

12 INCHES  
FROM PAYDAY
MONTHS OF PREPARATION HAD RESULTED IN A 
SUCCESS FOR OPERATION MAGICIAN. BUT WHO WAS 
REALLY BEHIND THE RAID?

 THERE WAS NOBODY IN 
THE VAULT, NO SECURITY… 

NO ONE WAS GOING TO 
GET HURT, THERE WAS 

NO ONE TO HURT 

6 At the same time, a powerboat with half a 
dozen armed police heads the raiders’ escape 

vessel off at the Millennium pier, arresting 
helmsman Aldo Ciarrocchi. 

DO(O)MED FROM 
THE VERY START

THEY HAD PLANNED THEIR RAID TO PERFECTION, 
BUT, SADLY FOR THE GANG, SO HAD THE POLICE. 
OPERATION MAGICIAN SET THEIR TRAP, AND THE 

WOULD-BE THIEVES WALKED RIGHT INTO IT
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HIS UNCLE IS FEARED AS THE BACKPACKER MURDERER RESPONSIBLE FOR 
HORRIFIC ACTS IN THE 1990S, RUINING AUSTRALIA’S REPUTATION AS THE 
GAP YEAR DESTINATION OF CHOICE. BUT ALISTAIR SHIPSEY BELIEVES IVAN 

MILAT IS INNOCENT, AND HE’S DETERMINED TO PROVE IT

“MY UNCLE IS 
NOT A SERIAL 

KILLER”
WORDS JAMES HOARE

78

The dark green canopy and dusty 
trails of Belanglo State Forest 
will forever be associated with 

one man, and the seven decomposing 
bodies discovered there in 1992 and 
1993 – each one bound by the wrists, 
mutilated and murdered, either by 
blade or bullet.

Sentenced to seven consecutive 
life sentences plus 18 years without 
parole for the slaughter of British 
backpackers Caroline Clarke and 
Joanne Walters in 1992; German 
backpackers Gabor Neugebauer, Anja 
Habschied, and separately Simone Schmidl, in 1991; Deborah 
Everist and James Gibson, two Australians on their way to 
a musical festival, in 1989; as well as the attempted murder, 
false imprisonment and robbery of British backpacker 
Paul Onions in 1990, Ivan Milat has entered the collective 
nightmare as Australia’s most infamous serial killer.

He has inspired two horror movies, endless newspaper 
articles and countless documentaries since his conviction in 
1996 and his macabre reputation still looms large. As recently 
as 2015 he was linked to cold cases in the press, while a 
two-part TV mini-series named Catching Milat inspired both 
ratings and controversy.

For Alastair Shipsey, Ivan’s eldest nephew, this attention 
hurts. “Last night, at 11 o’clock, they had a major [TV show] 
on him,” says Shipsey over the phone from his home in 

New South Wales, “and they kept 
saying a dozen times how he took 
seven backpackers into the Belanglo 
State Forest and tortured them and 
slayed them – and he didn’t, there’s 
no proof that he killed anybody. 
It breaks my heart because what 
they’re saying is so bad and none of 
it’s true. It’s like a movie. They’ve 
made a movie.”

BODY OF EVIDENCE
That Ivan’s guilt may be in doubt 

might come as a surprise to many, but as Shipsey points out, 
even the trial judge admitted that there’s no evidence at the 
scene of the murders that directly testifies to Ivan’s presence, 
nor any conclusion as to whether the stomach-churning 
crimes were committed by just one person or several. 

Shipsey, who released a collection of his correspondence 
from Ivan as a single self-published volume, The Milat 
Letters: The Inside Story From The Backpacker Murderer – 
in November 2014, is dedicated to digging up every possible 
nugget of information, every possible lead and every possible 
inconsistency and sharing it on his Facebook page, which you 

BIO
The eldest nephew 
of Ivan Milat, 
Alistair Shipsey is 
campaigning for his 
uncle’s retrial. Shipsey 
has released a book 
of letters sent by Ivan, 
available now from 
www.themilatletters.

com and due to be published in the UK through 
Austin MaCauley. He is working on a second book 
collecting the evidence to prove Ivan’s innocence.

ALISTAIR SHIPSEY
The eldest nephew 
of Ivan Milat, 
Alistair Shipsey is 
campaigning for his 
uncle’s retrial. Shipsey 
has released a book 
of letters sent by Ivan, 
available now from 
www.themilatletters.

com and due to be published in the UK through 

RIGHT Ivan Milat laughs as he leaves the Supreme Court in a police car 
after representing himself in his appeal against his conviction of the 
murders of seven backpackers

INTERVIEW
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“MY UNCLE IS NOT A SERIAL KILLER”

 IT BREAKS MY HEART BECAUSE 
WHAT THEY’RE SAYING IS SO BAD AND 
NONE OF IT’S TRUE. IT’S LIKE A MOVIE. 

THEY’VE MADE A MOVIE 
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ALISTAIR SHIPSEY

can find by searching for The Milat Letters.
This evidence ranges from inconclusive ballistics and 

unreliable witness testimony to claims that the .22 Ruger 
parts found at the scene were planted by police in a rush 
to wrap the case up before bad publicity derailed the 2000 
Olympics in Sydney. More sensationally, there are the 
accounts of the alternative suspects, who may or may not be 
connected to the case.

There’s more information about the case than can be 
comfortably detailed in one article, but it’s all up there on 
Shipsey’s page – and will perhaps also be in the pages of his 
second book, which at the time of writing has been submitted 
to the publishers for their consideration.

The son of Ivan’s older sister, Olga Milat, Shipsey has 
always been close to the man he describes as his “favourite 
uncle”, and visited his home on Cinnabar Avenue in the 
weeks leading up to his arrest by Task Force Air.

“I was there two weeks before they raided him,” recalled 
Shipsey. “He said, ‘See the house over there? They stopped 
the building work and they’ve been hiding there for the last 
month.’ He thought it was bullshit, he couldn’t believe it.”

The family were no strangers to the police. Ivan’s brother 
Alex had first come to the attention of Task Force Air when 
he reported seeing two young women in a car being taken 
into the forest by a group of men, but his alibi was watertight. 
They sniffed around Richard Milat, another of Ivan’s 
brothers, too, but nothing would stick. 

Only Ivan remained a suspect, thanks to the eyewitness 
testimony from survivor Paul Onions and police raids that 
uncovered weapons and camping equipment linked to the 
murders not just in Ivan’s home, but in properties belonging 
to the whole Milat family. 

“A co-worker told him they were asking about him. He said 
it was something to do with the backpackers’ Task Force Air, 
so they told him and if they told him he knew about it for six 
weeks, you wanna be asking, ‘Why would he have all this shit 
in his house?’ He wouldn’t.” 

Shipsey maintains that far fewer things than those 
reported were directly connected to the victims, while photo 
albums and diaries that could prove Ivan’s innocence were 
taken and never returned.

“They told the people, ‘Oh, the backpacks they found 
belonged to the backpackers.’ Did you know not one thing 
belonged to the backpackers? They gave them all back to the 
[Milat] family, the camping gear and backpacks.

“Someone who wrote books about my uncle reckons that 
they have photos of the property when Paul Onions [was 
attacked],” Shipsey added. 

“Ivan was on the property, he was going through bog hole 
and got caught on the stump, and Billy said he took a picture 
of it, and Billy had to drag him back out with his four-wheel 
drive. They took all that: the photo albums and the diaries, 
never to be seen again. So anything that could help Ivan has 
been destroyed or hidden.”

Shipsey himself was questioned, potentially as an 
accomplice and to potentially link the cigarette butts and 
beer bottles found at the scene to Ivan.

“They said to me, ‘Did you ever tell anyone you were 

DOES IVAN MILAT REALLY DESERVE 
LIFE IN SUPERMAX?

THE CASE FOR 
THE DEFENCE
Alastair Shipsey and other campaigners - particularly 
FIRM (Friends of Ivan Robert Milat) - have compiled 
a dizzying list of inconsistencies thrown up by the 
investigation. These are just a small selection... 

 I CUT THE LOCK OFF THE DOOR AND IT 
REEKED SO BAD, THE SMELL, THAT I CALLED 

THE POLICE 

ABOVE Forensic investigators collect 
evidence after Ivan Milat is taken 
into custody during the investigation 
into the Backpacker Murders

ABOVE RIGHT On 22 May 1994, 
Detective Senior Sergeant Steve 
Leach, left, takes then prime 
suspect Ivan Milat into custody after 
raiding his home in Eagle Vale

BALLISTICS
Although parts from a .22 Ruger were found 
at Ivan’s home, only a damaged barrel was 
recovered. The parts were matched to the 
murder weapon by test firing the breech bolt, 

but Shipsey says this is inconclusive: “422 Rugers were 
sold in the area – there’s thousands of them in Australia.”

BATCH NUMBERS
A serial number was found on an empty box 
of bullets at the scene of two of the murders, 
but according to Shipsey, Alex Milat – then 
head of the local gun club – bought them in 

bulk, “So everybody had the same boxes.”

ALCOHOL AND CIGARETTES
Cigarette butts and empty bottles were found 
at the scene (empty bottles were also seen 
in the killer’s car by Paul Onions), but Ivan 
didn’t drink or smoke, lending credence to 

the multiple killers theory. 

DNA
Of the seven victims, only the bodies of 
Caroline Clarke and Joanna Walters offered 
up DNA evidence, including skin samples 
under the fingernails, hair and sperm. These 

could not be linked to Ivan Milat or the Milat family.

WITNESSES
Paul Onions, the sole survivor of the murders, 
and Joanne Berry, the passerby who rescued 
him, incorrectly identified Ivan’s vehicle in 
court – claiming it had a vertically mounted 

rear wheel rack. His 1991 witnesses statement was also 
lost, although the police officer’s notebook was recovered.

Alibi
Ivan was reported to be off work the day of 
the murders, but Shipsey believes otherwise: 
“He worked on the road gang – even the boys 
said, ‘No way, he worked with us when they 

reckon he did it and they didn’t want our statements.’”
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going shooting with your uncle? Hunting in the forest?’ – I 
said, ‘No.’ – ‘Well, did you ever have any smoke with him or 
drink with him?’ –  I said, ‘He doesn’t drink or smoke, you 
know that’ – then they said, ‘What about jewellery?’ – I said, 
‘What about it?’ – they said, ‘Well, we didn’t find any of the 
backpackers’ jewellery.’ 

“Well that’s a lie because I’ve read articles on it and they 
found jewellery outside. They were asking me that, right, 
because I had gold rings on all my fingers.”

FAMILY BUSINESS
When Clive Small, the head of Task Force Air, sneered into 
the camera for Nine Network TV show Australian Families 
Of Crime that the Milats “aren’t a normal Australian family, I 
like to say they’re the sort of family you see in the Southern 
States of America,” his crude innuendo was designed to 
replace real people with images of Deliverance and The 
Hills Have Eyes. The Milats lived on the undeveloped, 
rural outskirts of Sydney before later decades saw the bush 
swallowed up by suburbia. Ivan grew up as one of 14 children 
born to Stjepan ‘Steve’ Milat, a Croatian immigrant, and his 
wife Margaret. Most accounts agree that Steve was the hard-
working head of the house, that Margaret was unflinchingly 
loyal to her boys, and that the kids were a handful.

“The boys would run amok over the years. In the old days 
most people did, you know? In the old days people didn’t 
have TVs, they had big families,” laughed Shipsey. 

“You know the boys had a bit of a troubled past, but 
nothing violent. I remember [Ivan’s brother] Boris telling 
me he found Ivan shooting animals, but then [brother] Billy 
said, ‘No, it was Boris, it wasn’t Ivan, it was Boris – he was 

UNANSWERED QUESTIONS:

THE AUSTRIANS AND THE CAMPER VAN
The iconic Volkswagen Type 2 ‘Kombi’ 
van is a part of backpacker lore - playing 
a key role in Australia’s other backpacker 
murder, that of Peter Falconio in 2001 - 
but it’s not yet been linked to the deaths 
of Caroline Clarke and Joanna Walters. 
Shipsey has two sources that he believes 
place it firmly in the narrative.

“A personal friend of mine’s told me for 
years [that] he’s seen those two Austrian 
backpackers in the caravan park with a 
Kombi and for two weeks he’s seen them 
there in the caravan park with Caroline 
Clark and Joanna Walters. He went over 
there to buy the Kombi when they were 
finished doing the backpacking. 

“He said [to me], ‘I looked in the van 
and I see a .22 rifle with a bit of rag 
wrapped around it – because I know me 
guns – and there’s a large hunting knife 
hidden on the bench in there because it’s 
decked out.’ 

“Now they were shot repeatedly with a 
.22 and stabbed repeatedly – okay? – with 
a large hunting knife.” 

Roughly a month prior to our interview, 

Shipsey found another reference to the 
Kombi with regards to the murders, 
when one of his friends clued him in to a 
gruesome new discovery.

“When I went to his door, he said, 
‘Yeah, I remember that. Seven of us were 
working back that night; it was one o’clock 
in the morning and one of the boys said, 
‘Look at all the blue lights from outside of 
the storage units’.’ 

“So he walked down to his mate to see 
what was going on, the owner said, ‘Look, 
I can’t talk to you now – there’s too many 
police here.’ So he went down to see him 
in the morning because he knew the guy 
and he said, ‘Yes, what happened was, the 
storage unit, they hadn’t paid the rent for 
ages and it (curiosity) got the better of 
me.’ – ‘Cos he lives there, upstairs – ‘So 
I cut the lock off the door and it reeked 
so bad, the smell, that I called the police 
and when they came here there’s blood all 
through the Kombi van.’ 

“And he said they said to him, ‘They 
tested it, that’s human blood and it’s 
linked to the backpackers’.” 

“MY UNCLE IS NOT A SERIAL KILLER”
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the first one to buy a gun. The first thing he did was shot the 
neighbour’s dog.’ So everything that Boris said [about Ivan], 
that’s him.”

The whole family shared a love of guns and the great 
outdoors. “They had 500 acres down at Wombeyan Caves 
and they used to go camping all the time, and shooting,” said 
Shipsey. “And in those days you were allowed guns, you didn’t 
have gun licenses. Most people had guns in the old days and 
you would if you had a few brothers. He had ten brothers, 
you’d have a few guns between ya. They used to get the black 
powder ones in kits and even make rifles and pistols. 

“We’d go down hunting on the property and shooting 
targets. It was fun. Okay, we used to shoot the odd goat, 
there was lots of wild goats there. We had targets, we used to 
have barbecues and camp there on the river, and think about 
how much fun it was having a big family, camping, drinking, 
cooking barbecues and everybody being down there. That’s 
what people did in the old days.”

While Ivan’s workmates described him as quiet man who 
kept himself to himself, happiest with his gun mags, he was a 
different person around his sprawling family.

“Ivan was a very outgoing person,” said Shipsey. “He just 
didn’t trust people, he kept to himself a bit, but with the 
family he was out there, he was alive, he was cool, he was 
always laughing. He was a ball of light.”

Shipsey also disputes the accounts given by Ivan’s brothers 
George and Boris, and repeated in Mark Whittaker and Les 
Kennedy’s book Sins Of The Brother that the Milat home was 
an abusive one and that Steve often beat the children, once 
hitting one of the boys hard enough to break his arm.

“My mum said he never used to beat the kids,” Shipsey 
asserted. “The things they said was a lie.” 

Instead he describes Steve as a proud and hardworking 
man who was heartbroken when he was unable to find 
employment in his 70s – an age when most men would 
have comfortably settled into retirement. His parents were 
people of means in their native Yugoslavia, and only when 
the communists took control toward the end of World War II 
did the young Stjepan Milat join the thousands of post-War 
Yugoslavian immigrants to Australia.

The grandmother he remembers though is the same 

IVAN MILAT: IN 
HIS OWN WORDS

ALISTAIR SHIPSEY

These letters dated 9, 16 and 22 November 2015 deal with Ivan Milat and Alastair 
Shipsey’s ongoing efforts to exonerate Ivan and spotlight the other suspects.
“I get a couple of letters a week off him because I send him heaps of 
information,” says Shipsey. “He said to me, ‘You know, none of that was in court, 
I never knew about that. How the hell did you find all of that out?’”

BELOW Shipsey leafs through a ring-binder of letters from his uncle, 
many of which are collected in The Milat Letters

kept himself to himself, happiest with his gun mags, he was a 

Shipsey also disputes the accounts given by Ivan’s brothers 

 that the Milat home was 

the communists took control toward the end of World War II 
did the young Stjepan Milat join the thousands of post-War 
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“MY UNCLE IS NOT A SERIAL KILLER”

 THE MEDIA PROFITS FROM ME, AS 
LONG AS THEY SEE A PROFIT, THEY WILL 
CARRY WHATEVER STORY WILL DO IT 

THE MILAT LETTERS
93 of Ivan Milat’s letters - 
including the few that you 
can see here - are collected 
in Shipsey’s book. The 
Milat Letters: The Inside 
Story From The Backpacker 
Murderer is available now from 
themilatletters.com, on digital 
book sellers or in the UK later 
this year.
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FIRST RIGHT In 1994, Task Force Air police search a remote property four 
kilometres off the Wombeyan Caves Road for evidence relating to the 
Backpacker Murders

devoted mother that Ivan’s brothers have described.
“She was always good,” he agreed of Margaret Milat. “You 

know, you’d go and she’d have cups of tea, food, on the big 
wooden table in the house, a mansion house with all the kids 
in there, you know. I remember one room had mattresses on 
the floor because people would stay over and there were so 
many kids. It was a family and a half.”

BAD APPLES
The one crack in the family portrait is Boris (and to a lesser 
extent, George). Following Ivan’s arrest – and with it the 
discovery that one of the children he’d raised as his own 
was actually his brother’s – Boris broke with the family. He 
dropped his notorious surname and now pops up frequently 
in the media to denounce his kin, most recently claiming on 
Australian Channel 7’s Sunday Night that the teenage Ivan’s 
“first victim” was taxi driver Neville Knight, who was shot in 
the spine and paralysed in March 1962. 

Demonstrating the familial loyalty that Boris has since 
discarded, Alan Dillon claimed responsibility for the attack 
– later admitting he only did so to spare his brother who he 
believed was responsible.

“You know why Boris is causing trouble?” asked Shipsey. 
“Because [Ivan’s] been having an affair with Boris’s missus 
for years and Boris only found out it’s [Ivan’s] child when he 
got locked up. And what, Boris comes in after 20 years and 

UNANSWERED QUESTIONS:

THE PAEDOPHILE AND THE SATANISTS
In a video interview available on Shipsey’s 
Facebook page, a woman describes in 
shocking detail the activities of her 
ex-partner, who she claims was part of 
paedophile ring explicitly linked to the 
Backpacker Murders.

“He picked up hitchhikers,” says 
Shipsey, “took them to the forest with a 
group of people, stabbed them repeatedly, 
shot them repeatedly. 

“Apparently he cut up a woman’s body 
and had the children help him put it in 
bags and put it in the car, then he had his 
wife crush the car at the wreckers and she 
couldn’t understand why because there 
was nothing wrong with it. 

“He made her and she was too scared 
not to. She told the police after the 
children told her about him using them in 
paedophile movies and playing with young 
kids, and she told them about the car being 

crushed and how the kids said the woman 
was cut up. 

“When the police pulled the car out, it 
was crushed. They took the panels out and 
it had human blood all through it. She said, 
‘Do you think it’s from fishing? Because he 
goes fishing a lot.’ 

“They told her, ‘No, it’s definitely human 
blood.’ 

“Now where are those panels? Why 
wasn’t a DNA [test] done on it? [The 
family] were known to the police and 
the welfare workers; why weren’t they in 
court? Why didn’t they talk to them?”

The woman further alleges the 
involvement of a Satanic cult (connected 
to reports of an altar being destroyed at 
the Clark/Walters site) and, according to 
Shipsey, has since gone into hiding with 
her family due to the threats she has been 
receiving against her and her children.

ALISTAIR SHIPSEY

SECOND RIGHT Police officers and detectives scour the area around the site 
where skeletal remains from were discovered in 1993

 HE CUT UP A WOMAN’S BODY AND HAD 
THE CHILDREN HELP HIM PUT IT IN BAG 
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says that about the taxi driver, and the guy who shot the taxi 
driver did five years for it because he thought his brother did 
it? [If I were Alan Dillon] I would’ve been visibly upset and 
protested. Don’t you think it’s all a bit fishy?”

Another Milat to contribute more than his fair share 
of unwelcome headlines is Matthew, who at the age of 19 
(acting alongside 19-year-old Cohen Klein) lured 17-year-old 
David Auchterlonie into Belanglo State Forest and killed him. 
He later boasted, “You know me, you know my family, you 
know the last name Milat. I did what they do.” According to 
Shipsey, the media distorted the murder to amplify the Milat 

angle and airbrushed the real reason – crystal meth 
(known in Australia as ‘ice’) – from their reports. 

“His name isn’t really Milat,” he explains. “He 
changed his name to Milat. It was Matthew 
Benham. I’ll tell you something about him: 
what they failed to tell the public was the kid he 

killed was an ice dealer. [Matthew] was on ice. When they 
picked him up he was flying. I’ve seen people doing ice on 
the streets. You can’t even talk to them, they talk babble and 
can’t even think straight. They do stupid shit without even 
thinking and regret it later, and that’s what he did. So they’re 
making out he’s done it because he’s like his uncle and he 
kills innocent people. The kid was on ice and he was the ice 
dealer. They leave all this out.”

Shipsey now knows this first hand. In an April 2015 article 
carried by the Australian Daily Telegraph he was quoted 
saying “[Ivan] may have done a couple [of killings] but I don’t 
think he did them all” – a statement obviously at odds with 
his dogged campaigning.

“Look, I didn’t say that,” he insisted. “She wrote that in 
the paper – whatever her name is. She wrote that and I ring 

UNANSWERED QUESTIONS:

THE SUICIDE 
AND THE 
LEATHER JACKET
In another video interview on The Milat Letters 
Facebook page, a woman explains how her fiancé, an 
NSW police officer who committed suicide in April 1993 
and boasted of being a suspect in a serial rape case, gave 
her a Pilazzi leather jacket similar to the one worn by 
victim Gabor Neugebauer.

“She reckons [he] gave her the leather jacket off the 
German,” says Shipsey. “She was ringing Pilazzi trying to 
find out and they went all weird, wanting to know why 
she wanted to know all these things about it? Then she 
got a friend to ring up a few months later, same story, 
they were weird. Now why didn’t they get that jacket 
and have it DNA’d and checked out, to see if the family 
recognised it.

“This guy I know from [advocacy group] Justice Action, 
he ended up having jacket and he hid it because the cops 
wanted to destroy it. Now, my mother had contact with 
his missus, probably in the last few months, and I’ve 
offered her $1,000 for the jacket and you hear what she 
said? ‘Nah, it’s been burnt.’

“Now, why would you burn a leather jacket? She 
swears he gave her the jacket off a backpacker, so why 
weren’t these people in court?”

The witness recalls how her fiancé was close to a man 
with a horseshoe mustache similar to that worn by Ivan 
and following his death claims to have been visited by 
detectives from Task Force Air, who confirmed that he 
was a suspect.

“MY UNCLE IS NOT A SERIAL KILLER”

 HE HID THE JACKET 
BECAUSE THE COPS 

WANTED TO DESTROY IT 
her up and said, ‘Why did you say that? I didn’t say those 
words!’ People do this to sell their papers, to get publicity. I 
said, ‘Look, if they think he did a couple he may have done 
a couple, but I don’t think he did.’ So she’s reworded it and 
manipulated it.”

Whether you agree with Shipsey’s case or not, one thing is 
clear: the press are not impartial when it comes to his family.

When the badly decomposed bodies of Karlie Pearce-
Stevenson and Khandalyce Pearce were found in Belanglo in 
2010 and 2015, the papers fell over themselves to cry “Milat”, 
leaving them red in the face when 41-year-old Daniel James 
Holdom was arrested for murder on 28 October 2015. All of 
this has hardened Shipsey’s resolve.

“It’s cost me out of my pocket to do all the books now,” 
he says. “I’m not doing it for the money, I’m doing it simply 
because I want this story out there. Truly, because I’m sick of 
them vilifying him, talking about him they way they are. They 
don’t even know him.” 

BELOW Milat’s 
acquaintances told 

police he had an 
obsession with weapons 
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In East Timor, martial artists don’t kow-tow to anyone. 
There’s no slinging harmless roundhouse kicks at 
defenceless punching bags or childish hankerings over 

different colours of fabric. They prefer to chase each other 
through the Southeast Asian nation’s dusty streets, machetes 
in hand, causing such a riot they became a national problem. 

In 2010, Longuinhos Monteiro, East Timor’s police chief, 
stood in front of the nation’s press, dressed in military 
fatigues, and issued a warning to the martial arts gangs: “Any 
ninjas who want to take us on, your final stop will be Santa 
Cruz cemetery,” he said, referring to the largest cemetery in 
the East Timor capital of Dili. 

In 2011, it was estimated that there were 20,000 registered 
members and more than 90,000 unregistered members of 
martial arts groups in the nation of little over one million 
people – so around one in ten people. And between 2011 
and 2013, there were believed to be 12 deaths and more than 
200 injuries related to martial arts violence, which often 
descended into street-corner turf wars. 

It is not known how many fatalities have occurred since, 
because in 2013 the East Timorese government outlawed 
a handful of the 20 different martial arts groups. The now 
banned groups belong to forms of martial arts known as 
‘pencak silat’, which are also practised in Indonesia, Malaysia, 
Singapore, Brunei, the Philippines and Thailand. The 
country’s two largest martial arts gangs were also outlawed: 
Kmanek Oan Rai Klaran (KORK), which translates as ‘Wise 
Children of the Land’, and Persaudaraan Setia Hati Terate 
(PSHT), or ‘Faithful Fraternity of the Lotus’.

So how did it all become so bad? How did something as 
universally popular as martial arts become such a problem 
for Asia’s newest nation? 

FIGHT club
The history of martial arts gangs in East Timor is as long and 
complex as is the history of the country itself. Portuguese 

traders first arrived on East Timor in the 16th century but it 
wasn’t until 1702 that they established a formal colony, then 
known as Portuguese Timor. The other half of the island – 
West Timor – was colonised by the Dutch, as was Indonesia, 
which today controls the western half of the island. As one 
Portuguese colonialist put it: “God created Timor to give us 
sandalwood.” The European invaders also plundered the 
resource-rich land for beeswax and spices. 

Fast forward two centuries and on 28 November 1975 
the Portuguese colonisation of East Timor came to an end. 
Finally, the people had their country back. But only for a 
week. In early December, Indonesian forces landed in Balibo, 
in the western stretches of East Timor, and proceeded to 
recolonise the land as their own, so as to control both halves 
of the island. This occupation was to last for 24 years, during 
which time one third of the population was either killed or 
died of starvation. Finally, in 2002, 300 years after Portugal 
first colonised East Timor, the country gained its much 
awaited independence. 

The story of East Timor’s martial arts gangs begins with 
the Indonesian invasion. Not long after Indonesian soldiers 
landed, bands of independence supporters fled to the 
country’s wild hinterland to wage a guerrilla war. East Timor 
is not a very large country, at 165 miles from east to west and 
57 miles from north to south. Most of its cities and towns 
cling to beach-side flats of land, and much of the country’s 
interior is mountainous and dense with forests. This makes it 
an excellent location from which to wage a guerrilla war.

However, as any soldier knows, wars are won on how 
quickly and regularly supplies can be transported to the 
troops. And this is where the martial arts gangs come 
in. East Timorese guerrilla fighters were dependent on 
loose networks of clandestine supporters who would hide 

BRIEFING

MARTIAL ARTS HAVE LONG BEEN THOUGHT OF AS A WAY OF INSTILLING 
DISCIPLINE AND PATIENCE, OR TAUGHT ONLY FOR SELF-DEFENCE. BUT 
NOT IN THE SOUTHEAST ASIAN NATION OF EAST TIMOR  

EAST TIMOR’S 
KUNG FU KILLERS
WORDS DAVID HUTT

RIGHT Members of the now outlawed Persaudaraan Setia Hati Terate (PSHT) 
martial arts group show off their tattoos in East Timor
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EAST TIMOR’S KUNG FU KILLERS
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BRIEFING

them, supply them with food and shelter and, importantly, 
replenish stocks of guns and ammunition. The fraternal 
martial arts gangs proved influential in this. With many 
based in the capital of Dili, they could transport news from 
the guerrillas out of the country to supporters abroad. 
They could move weapons and money from abroad to the 
guerrillas. They would also, whenever possible, engage in 
a little clandestine violence against the Indonesian colonial 
authorities. Certainly the independence struggle owes a great 
deal to the martial arts gangs for the contributions they made.

However, not all of the martial arts gangs were on the 
side of the independence fighters. In an attempt to fracture 
local communities, the Indonesian colonial authorities 
promoted the creation of loyal East Timorese paramilitaries 
– many of whom are alleged to be guilty of some of the most 
severe human rights abuses in the 24-year occupation. And 
a number of these paramilitary groups were made up of 
fighters from martial arts groups. One, in fact, comprised 
black-clad ‘ninjas’ who roamed the streets late at night, 
terrorising anyone they suspected of supporting the 
independence cause. 

Furthermore, some East Timor experts have said that 
the reason behind the dominance of martial arts gangs in 
the country today is because they were promoted by the 
Indonesian authorities themselves.

During much of its occupation of East Timor, Indonesia 
was under the control of the brutal dictator, General Suharto. 
At home, Suharto’s government also promoted martial arts as 
a form of social control – think the Hitler Youth of Southeast 

Asia. And when they invaded East Timor, they brought this 
ethos along with them. The irony is that while some East 
Timorese joined such groups to show their loyalty to their 
Indonesian occupiers, others were using the invader’s own 
creation against them.

IN-FIGHTING
In 2006, four years after gaining its independence from 
Indonesia, East Timor was consumed with violence. 
Assassination attempts were made on both the prime 
minister and president, entire cities were engulfed in chaos 
and it appeared Asia’s newest nation was struggling to control 
itself. Hostility between certain regions, disaffection with 
politics, crippling poverty – there were many reasons why the 
violence broke out.

In the interim years between independence and the 2006 
troubles, many of the martial arts gangs that fought against 
the Indonesian occupiers found themselves with no one left 
to battle, so they began to fight among themselves. Often, 
as gangs do around the world, they battled for control of 
neighbourhoods or villages.

Most of the various martial arts gangs have national 
structures, with clear hierarchies and leaders. However, 
this rarely translates into a top-down approach and most of 
the groups operate as smaller fractions, often based around 
local communities or villages. For example, the suburbs of 
Dili are divided into villages – ‘aldeias’ in the local language 
– that are often populated with extended families. Most 
of these villagers will belong to a particular martial arts 
gang and, more often than not, violence is sparked as these 
villages battle one another for influence or power. As a 2009 
study put it, “What can sometimes appear to be a [martial 

 MORE OFTEN THAN NOT, VIOLENCE IS 
SPARKED AS THESE VILLAGES BATTLE ONE 
ANOTHER FOR INFLUENCE OR POWER 

them, supply them with food and shelter and, importantly, ABOVE An East Timorese youth 
shows off the emblem of the 
notorious Persaudaraan Setia Hati 
Terate (PSHT) martial arts gang

Three youths watch on in the 
aftermath of an attack during East 
Timor’s 2006 crisis



FOR HACKING AND CHOPPING, SLICING AND DICING, NO EAST TIMOR WARRIOR IS COMPLETE WITHOUT THESE WEAPONS

TOOLS OF THE TRADE
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Pencak Silat is a form of martial arts that 
originated in Indonesia, but is now practised 
across much of Southeast Asia. Believed to 
date back to the 6th century, Sumatran folklore 

tells of a woman who watched as a tiger 
fought with a large bird. 

Taking note, she later replicated the 
animal’s same moves when a group of drunken 

strangers attempted to attack her one night. 
She then passed the techniques onto her 
husband, Rama Isruna, the ‘father’ of the 
martial art form. 

EAST TIMOR’S KUNG FU KILLERS

KUJANG
A perfect weapon for any martial art enthusiast’s 
mantel piece, this sickle shaped blade is native to the 
people of western Java, who once used it for purely 
agricultural reasons, and is now said to hold many 
supernatural powers.

KERAMBIT
Also known in some parts as kuku machan – meaning 
tiger claw – fi ghters insert their forefi nger into the 
hole of this short, curved blade, allowing for easy 
concealment and making it almost impossible for you 
to be disarmed. 

KRIS 
This wavy-edged dagger is the main weapon used by 
many pencak silat fi ghters. Legend says venom used 
to be infused during its forging, leaving your opponent 
dead with the slightest of cuts. Today it is often lethal 
enough with the need of an animal’s secretions. 

SUNDANG
This double-edged sword is the creation of the Bugis 
people on Indonesia’s Sulawesi Island. Perfect for 
stabbing and slashing, the wavy blade is said to be 
more effective than a straight edge since is tends to get 
stuck in an opponent’s bones a little less often.

RENCONG
Hailing for Indonesia’s Aceh region – also known as 
‘The Land of Rencong’ – this mystical, sharp-edged 
dagger is commonly worn during local ceremonies 
around one’s belt, ready to be unsheathed at the 
slightest sign of trouble. 

SABIT 
The thing of nightmares for young blades of grass, 
the common sickle is also an effective fi ghting tool, 
especially for Southeast Asian farmers who have passed 
on centuries’ worth of experience of slicing with their 
deadly weapon. 

TOYA
The most versatile of all the weapons that occupy the 
pencak silat fi ghter’s arsenal, this long staff – often 
made of rattan or bamboo – can be used in close-
quarters or long-distance combat, or simply used to 
punt a boat. 

CABANG
Also known as ‘tekpi’ in Southeast Asia or ‘Sai’ in 
traditional Japanese martial arts, this short-handed 
trident’s curved prongs are used to block and trap the 
opponent’s weapon, and even disarm them. They’re 
used in pairs.

PARANG 
Very much the ‘jack of all trades’ weapon of the pencak 
silat world, this cleaver was often used like a machete 
in the past to cut through overgrowth, but can now 
be trusted to cut through anything – animal, plant or 
mineral – humans included.

PARANG
Very much the ‘jack of all trades’ weapon of the pencak 
silat world, this cleaver was often used like a machete 

CABANG

SUNDANGSABIT RENCONG
Hailing for Indonesia’s Aceh region – also known as 

KUJANG

date back to the 6th century, Sumatran folklore animal’s same moves when a group of drunken 

KRIS
This wavy-edged dagger is the main weapon used by 

martial art form. 

KERAMBIT
Also known in some parts as kuku machan – meaning 
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The Seven-Seven gang flout their 
presence to authorities by leaving 
their mark on a police post in Dili
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in 2013. A rugged and charismatic former guerrilla fighter, 
Gusmao is hailed as the ‘father of independent East Timor’, 
who became the country’s first president in 2002 and only 
left political office early last year. The end of his mercy and 
patience came in connection to his efforts to work with the 
martial arts gangs for more than a decade. “I cannot tolerate 
the situation anymore, and I cannot permit it anymore,” he 
added. He was true to his word. In July 2013, he issued an 
edict banning many of the forms of martial arts practised in 
East Timor, and began a serious crackdown on the gangs. 

Two years on, little is known about how effective this 
ban has been. East Timor is a country that few Western 
academics take an interest in, and many of the local NGOs or 
researchers lack the resources to study this issue in any great 
depth. Many of the people the author of this article spoke to 
in April last year were candid about their membership of now 
outlawed martial arts gangs. 

A local non-governmental organisation named Belun even 
released a report that was critical of the ban, stating that it 
would not be as effective as a ‘stand-alone’ solution to end 
the ongoing violence. It pointed the finger firmly at the 
government, that the violence came from “deep-set structural 
tensions relating to unequal access to public goods and 
services, such as education and security; intense competition 
and unequal distribution and access to resources and 
opportunities, such as land and employment; as well as the 
jealousies borne out of such social and economic conditions. 
Growing numbers of disaffected youth should be considered 
a warning sign, due to their potential to drive into political 
violence and instability.”

The fact is that East Timor is an incredibly poor country, 
which has been devastated by 300 years of colonalisation. 
Martial arts gangs are not the source of East Timor’s 
problems. Instead, they are a manifestation of them. 

arts gang] dispute is often a communal dispute, as each 
community mobilizes its youths to defend its territory. This 
pattern occurs throughout the country, so that sometimes 
quite long standing conflicts are masked as a MAG [martial 
arts gang] or gang conflicts. Conflicts that begin in a rural 
district can spread to the capital, as one family uses a MAG 
to attack another family – for example, over a property 
dispute – and news spreads; then MAG members from other 
families or extended families in the capital become involved. 
Thus what was originally a family dispute becomes a more 
generalized gang conflict.”

As this makes clear, martial arts gangs are often unfairly 
labelled as the instigators of violence when, in actual fact, 
they are often just the enforcers of local conflict. This became 
apparent in an incident in Bairopite, in 2007, when tensions 
between two rival neighbours resulted in the youths of each 
community beseeching the local martial arts gangs to join 
forces and fight on their behalf. However, a more troubling 
side of the country’s martial arts problem emerged during 
the 2006 crisis. An Australian researcher and expert on East 
Timor’s gangs, James Scambary found that they were far 
from corner-brawlers and neighbourhood street toughs. He 
wrote that the martial arts groups had simply inflamed the 
situation and created the potential for conflicting loyalties: 
“Some martial arts group members said deference to ‘wargas’ 
or martial arts masters take precedence over other loyalties. 
Abilio Massoko for example, a former resistance leader, was 
a police commander and leader or warga of PSHT. Massoko, 
also known as Abilio Audian, was arrested for distributing 
guns in the recent conflict. PSHT members received guns, 
although it’s not established if they received them from 
Massoko. Police are also often accused of siding with one 
group against another during martial arts clashes.”  

Scambary also found that martial arts gangs were heavily 
involved in organised crime. Protection rackets were a major 
source of income for the groups, and they hustle anyone, 
from the small street vendor to large construction companies 
and supermarkets. They were also involved in illegal 
gambling, cockfights and prostitution. A number earned a 
few dollars as guns for hire and some even started to move 
towards trans-national crimes. “The emergence of a human-
trafficking and fledgling drug trade in [East Timor] makes 
crime a much more lucrative option for [martial arts gangs], 
and the potential for violent competition even greater, given 
the mass scale of some of these groups.”  

SCAPEGOATS
“I have no more mercy and no more patience,” announced 
Xanana Gusmao, who was prime minister of East Timor 
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IN EAST TIMOR, MARTIAL ARTS CLUBS 
HAVE THE MONOPOLY ON NEWSPAPER 
HEADLINES, WHILE OTHER GROUPS LEAVE 
THEIR BLACK BELTS AT HOME

THE OTHER GANGS

The number of different armed groups and gangs that 
exist in East Timor is troubling. As well as the martial 
artists, there are also groups of veterans who oppose the 
government, gun in hand; clandestine groups that claim 
a whole host of political hostilities; village-based gangs; 
groups of street-toughs with no formal organisation; 
and then the state’s security organisations, which are 
alleged to behave like gangsters at times and are said to 
be involved in organised crime. 

The numerous martial arts gangs might be the most 
populous and, arguably, the most interesting, but they 
are by far not the most dangerous. In fact, in 2008, a 
group of ex-soldiers from the Timor Leste Defence 
Force, one of the country’s military bodies, attempted to 
assassinate the president at the time, Jose Ramos Horta, 
a Nobel Peace Prize winner. Ramos Horta was shot but 
survived, and two hours later the group attempted to 
kill the prime minister.

LEFT  Members of a martial arts gang protest in East Timor’s capital Dili. The 
link between such gangs and the country’s political scene is complex 

LEFT BELOW  Traditional martial arts promote discipline and control, not 
anarchy. Banning martial arts clubs hasn’t proved effective in controlling the 
violence in East Timor, and people still practise despite the law

 TIMOR’S MARTIAL ARTS 
GROUPS HAD SIMPLY 

INFLAMED THE SITUATION AND 
CREATED THE POTENTIAL FOR 

CONFLICTING LOYALTIES 

EAST TIMOR’S KUNG FU KILLERS
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American director Brian Helgeland skips 
straight to the punch with a razor sharp 
focus on the peak criminal careers of 

London’s highest-profile, if not quite its most 
notorious or violent, pair of gangsters: the 
Kray twins.

Despite the humble East-End backdrop it’s 
a sexy flick, with the lead characters living 
up to the panache of the legendary real-life 
criminals on which they’re based. The plot 
in Legend holds true to the history that most 
people will recognise, with Ronnie Kray 
acting as the psychopathic foil to Reggie 
Kray’s measured crime kingpin. Both are 
portrayed with a healthy dose of devil-may-
care cunning by Tom Hardy, who manages 
to convince in playing the street thugs who 
climbed their way up to the position of 
underworld barons.

Hardy, of course, upstages everyone. The 
considerable acting chops of the Hollywood 
A-lister aside, it would be strange for any 

LEGEND
talent in the central roles not to eclipse the 
supporting cast in Legend, especially when 
you’re playing not just one, but two halves 
of a criminal fraternity that for a few years 
in the Sixties had London in the palm of 
its hand. But Hardy makes an effortless 
distinction between the twins while still 
holding true to their fraternal identity.

The quirks that made the Krays the 
unpredictable characters that we broadly 
enjoy today (from a safe distance) come to 
the fore with Hardy’s every scene. In issue 
2 of Real Crime, long-time Kray family 
friend Maureen Flanagan talked about how 
the power Ronnie and Reggie wielded, one 
through fear and the other through respect, 
was encapsulated when they walked into 
the local pub. This atmosphere is perfectly 
illustrated in Legend too, when Ronnie 
throws his toys out of the pram and leaves 
a casual Reggie to face off against their 
somewhat confused rivals alone.

And once again, Hardy shines when 
Ronnie leaves their Philadelphia mob 
contact, Angelo Bruno (played by Italian-
American actor and Mafia-flick favourite, 
Chazz Palminteri) with his jaw figuratively 
on the floor, after dropping a comment that 
could have left any macho underworld figure 
questioning the masculinity of a prospective 
partner in crime – if it was coming from 
anyone else. 

Legend hinges on Hardy’s performance 
and this is certainly his show. The leading 
man succeeds in bringing intense thuggery 
and kingpin glamour where that other Brit 
flick based on the Kray twins and starring 
the Kemp brothers was utterly lacking. 
We’ve already forgotten what that one was 
called… Oh well.

DIRECTOR BRIAN HELGELAND   DISTRIBUTOR STUDIOCANAL   RELEASED 25 JANUARY
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Legend
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This stylish crime noir is set in 1930s New York, 
and is packed full of period dialogue and scene 
setting from veteran author Michael Kurland. The 

plot is ostensibly about an overweight, anonymous, 
individual who is in possession of some incriminating 
photographs of powerful or infl uential local fi gures. 
He wants to know who produced these images, but 
is killed before he fi nds out. Others are also tortured 
and killed – why, and who is so keen to prevent the 
case being solved?

The detective team here is newspaper columnist 
Alexander Brass, his PA Morgan DeWitt, researcher 
Gloria, and an additional paid researcher – the 
widow of the fi rst victim, who Brass employs after 
her husband’s death in rather unconventional 
fashion. The story takes in the worlds of politics 
and burlesque dancing, and although the actual 
revelation of the murderer and motive is slightly 
underwhelming, the panache with which the story is 
written carries the reader along.

Historical detail is well incorporated here, with 
reference not only to the seedy underworld of 1930s 
America, but also to the growing infl uence of the 
Nazis, and their adherents in the States. Various 
infl uences can be detected here, from James 
Ellroy – particularly in terms of his interpretation of 
the Black Dahlia case – to the screwball comedy of 

TOO SOON DEAD

His Girl Friday in terms of the depiction of a 1930s 
newspaper offi ce. However, it is still an original, 
enjoyable and breezy read, confi dently depicting the 
murkiness of politicians’ lives and how power and 
corruption can result in tragedy.  

The Smuggler (The Mule in the US) feels 
like a natural choice for Saw writer Leigh 
Whannell’s fi rst crime thriller, as the true-

story-based tale features plenty of body horror 
alongside its dirty cops, small-time crooks and 
the 1983 Australian boat race victory.

Angus Sampson plays Ray, a decent bloke 
who’s pressured into smuggling a kilo of 
heroin back to Australia from Thailand in his 
belly. He’s picked up at customs but refuses 
to admit to anything, forcing the police (Hugo 
Weaving and Ewen Leslie) to take him to 
a hotel, where he can be held for a week 
without charge. As Ray tries to conceal the 
package, local crime boss Pat Shepherd (John 
Noble) sets about ensuring his silence.

Sampson co-writes and co-directs, and 
it’s an excellent showcase for him. The 
fi lm is at its most stomach-turning when it 
simply focuses on Ray and his plight, and 
the increasingly revolting things he has to 
do to keep his secret. Meanwhile, the police 
drink, discuss the record for how long a mule 
has held out and infl ict occasional brutality 
to help speed things up. Regular Hollywood 
villains Weaving and Noble are clearly having 
a fantastic time.

While the body horror is what gives The 
Smuggler its visceral impact and selling point, 
it’s the subtler moments that really impress, 
as danger comes to the poor lug’s door with a 
smile and the promise of a promise of a free 
keg. Sadly, it all goes to pot somewhat in the 
fi nal act, as unconvincing plot machinations 
ruin the simplicity of the premise, but for 
the most part The Smuggler is a highly 
watchable, contained thriller with plenty of 
dark comedy and some great performances. 

John George Haigh AKA the ‘Acid Bath Murderer’ 
is one of Britain’s most notorious serial killers, a 
man whose crimes shocked a nation, granted 

him the celebrity he’d always craved and a place in 
Madame Tussaud’s ‘Chamber of Horrors’. Gordon 
Lowe’s latest book provides some new insights into 
Haigh’s life and crimes.

Lowe’s style is eminently readable, disdaining the 
dry and dusty tone of many history books. That said, 

THE ACID BATH MURDERS
The Acid Bath Murders is not written in a tasteless, 
frivolous or prurient fashion. Lowe doesn’t glamorise 
or downplay Haigh’s psychopathic personality or 
his horrendous career, but he refuses to revel in 
the gory details either. That’s refreshing in true 
crime writing, where many authors feel a need to 
replace substance with sensationalism. For readers 
unacquainted with Haigh’s crimes, trust us, the facts 
alone more than speak for themselves. 

Lowe skilfully uses unpublished archive material, 
such as Haigh’s letters from prison while awaiting his 
trial and execution, and he amply covers the media 
response to Haigh’s case (which remains deeply 
unsettling in its fetishisation and aggrandisement 
of the horrifi c acts). Haigh’s personality, deeply 
unpleasant though it is, is also vividly brought to 
life. There’s a lot in the book that even seasoned 
crime buffs likely won’t have known previously, like 
Haigh’s sole defence witness, noted psychiatrist Dr 
Yellowlees, having taken immense issue with the laws 
on criminal insanity as they stood at the time. Then, 
and many would say now, Dr Yellowlees seems to 
have had a point.

Was Haigh insane, or merely a cold, calculating 
psychopath? Some will think he knew exactly what 
he was doing and why, but then we strongly doubt 
that he could be considered ‘normal’ in any sense. 
An excellent read all round.

THE SMUGGLER
DIRECTOR TONY MAHONY, ANGUS SAMPSON   
DISTRIBUTOR TRINITY   RELEASED 26 FEBRUARY
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Lowe’s style is eminently readable, disdaining the 
dry and dusty tone of many history books. That said, 

unacquainted with Haigh’s crimes, trust us, the facts 
alone more than speak for themselves. 

Lowe skilfully uses unpublished archive material, 
such as Haigh’s letters from prison while awaiting his 
trial and execution, and he amply covers the media 
response to Haigh’s case (which remains deeply 
unsettling in its fetishisation and aggrandisement 
of the horrifi c acts). Haigh’s personality, deeply 
unpleasant though it is, is also vividly brought to 
life. There’s a lot in the book that even seasoned 
crime buffs likely won’t have known previously, like 
Haigh’s sole defence witness, noted psychiatrist Dr 
Yellowlees, having taken immense issue with the laws 
on criminal insanity as they stood at the time. Then, 
and many would say now, Dr Yellowlees seems to 
have had a point.

Was Haigh insane, or merely a cold, calculating 
psychopath? Some will think he knew exactly what 
he was doing and why, but then we strongly doubt 
that he could be considered ‘normal’ in any sense. 
An excellent read all round.
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Do detective types ever get to have a day off? 
Forensic psychologist Paula Maguire never 
seems to. She’s less than a month away from 

her wedding day when she takes on a new missing 
person case – a university student has disappeared, 
along with a holy relic from a remote Irish church – 
and she’ll be lucky if she can fi nd time to try on her 
dress before walking up the aisle. 

This is the fourth of Claire McGowan’s novels to 
star Maguire, and it’s peppered with references to 
her previous adventures. Like many crime-fi ghters 
before her, Maguire has a chaotic personal life, 
with a mother who went missing 20 years ago, 
a fi ancé she can’t entirely trust, and a child with 
uncertain parentage. Her colleagues, each with their 
own neuroses and interpersonal politics, are all big 
characters in their own way, too. But though fans 
will be happy to catch up with these people, the 
case they’re investigating is fascinating enough that it 
won’t matter if this is your fi rst McGowan novel. The 
missing girl, Alice, seems to have been a mystery to 
her family and friends before she disappeared. Has 
she run away, or was she abducted? What is the 
signifi cance of a similar case from 30 years earlier? 
And what does St Blannad, patron saint of the 
hungry, have to do with any of it?

It’s a cleverly constructed story, with some 
genuinely shocking twists along the way. The 

A SAVAGE HUNGER

Northern Irish setting lends extra signifi cance to the 
action, and the many, many layers of the mystery 
unpeel themselves in a deeply satisfying way. Poor 
old Paula might not get to enjoy her big day in the 
end, but maybe she can fi nd some comfort in a job 
well done – until next time, of course.

Some stories are so big and so compelling that 
they can survive any mutilation. Hugh Glass was 
a genuine fur trapper of the early 19th century, 

who really did, after being mauled by a bear and left 
for dead by the men assigned to give him due burial, 
manage to make his way back, alone and horrifi cally 
wounded, some 200 miles to Fort Kiowa. Yet he was 
also a folk hero whose exploits were already being 

THE REVENANT
mythologised within his own lifetime. Mixing actual 
events, Michael Punke’s 2002 novelisation, and 
some further embellishments of their own, director 
Alejandro G Iñárritu (Birdman) and his co-writer 
Mark L Smith have crafted an immersive epic of tall 
tales and truth that rewrites the history of the West – 
and of the western.

The Revenant has Glass (Leonardo DiCaprio) 
not just surviving his injuries and the elements, but 
also seeking revenge against fellow frontiersman 
Fitzgerald (Tom Hardy) for the murder of his own 
(invented) half-breed son, and being pursued by 
a Ree chieftain who, in a neat inversion of John 
Ford’s The Searchers (1956), is in pursuit of his 
own abducted daughter. Haunted by dreams that 
blend ruined churches with native spiritualism, Glass 
traverses a shifting frontier where civilisation and 
savagery belong in differing measures to all sides. 
Glass is traumatised by the memories of his son’s 
Pawnee mother being murdered, but then he himself 
encroaches upon the territory of bear cubs and 
their mother, in an encounter that will end in similar 
violence to all parties. 

DiCaprio may just nab an Oscar for his raw, 
grizzled performance, but the real star here is 
cinematographer Emmanuel Lubezki, who shoots 
tight and close to his characters, and takes in the 
vast outdoor vistas almost incidentally. Here man is 
the greatest wilderness.

AUTHOR CLAIRE MCGOWAN   PUBLISHER HEADLINE   RELEASED 10 MARCH

REVIEWS

8

It’s a good indication of just what a golden 
period the Seventies were for US cinema 
that Peter Yates’ The Friends of Eddie Coyle 

isn’t always mentioned when discussing that 
decade’s great American crime movies. While 
The Godfather, Dog Day Afternoon, Badlands 
and The French Connection are consistently 
name checked as highlights, Yates’ adaptation 
of George V Higgins’ 1972 novel of the same 
name fully deserves to be held in the same 
regard. Now, thanks to its UK home video, 
dual-format debut as part of Eureka’s Masters 
of Cinema series, audiences can discover or 
revisit this New Hollywood masterpiece.

Rarely has the old maxim ‘with friends 
like these who needs enemies?’ been more 
apt than in this tough, grubby tale of life 
as part of the Boston underworld for ageing 
gunrunner Eddie Coyle. Grippingly portrayed 
by the then 56-year-old Robert Mitchum in 
what ranks as one of his fi nest performances, 
Coyle is the hard-nosed and world-weary 
central fi gure whose less than trustworthy 
‘friends’ amount to a rogues gallery of thieves, 
mobsters, hit men and law enforcement 
offi cials. Coyle’s dour world is an endless 
merry-go-round of gun deals involving the 
city’s lowlifes, the results of which are seen 
in the numerous bank robberies and other 
criminal activities that pepper the fi lm’s 
over-arching story. Strained professional 
relationships, divided loyalties and the 
draining paranoia that comes with constantly 
having to look over your shoulder – in fear 
of both the law and other criminals – are 
the dominant themes of Yates’ unvarnished, 
naturalistic crime drama.

THE FRIENDS 
OF EDDIE 
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T o one degree or another, crime in the 
abstract is something that we’re all 
desensitised to. Whether another horror 

in the headlines or gruesome bulletin in the 
news, it forms part of a gristly backing track 
to our lives – almost mundane. Boring. Banal.

From the very second you cross the 
boundary of the Crime Museum Uncovered, 
however, set in the bowels of the Museum 
of London and filled with items from the 
Metropolitan Police’s private archive, you’re 
aware of a very different atmosphere. 
Spotlights immediately pick out the lean 
form of an 1996 Rover 827 police car, its door 
left ominously ajar, and the thick black lines 
of the exhibition’s logo emerge forward from 
the greying gloom.

It’s a sombre, solitary experience. Visitors 
move around in a respectful hush, through 

the Victorian rooms, designed to replicate 
the original Crime Museum at Scotland Yard, 
a hallway lined with nooses, each one used 
to take a life at the urging of a court, and into 
the main hall where displays are dedicated to 
a case – or a theme, such as drugs or firearms 
– and arrayed in chronological order like a 
conveyor belt of macabre stocking fillers.

A briefcase-syringe designed to silence a 
critic of the Krays, the Acid Bath Murderer’s 
rubber gloves and gasmask, handguns from 
the Sydney Street Siege and Dr Crippen’s 
spade jostle with exhibits from lesser-
known crimes. After 1975 – out of respect 
to the living relatives and survivors – the 
information becomes more sparse and 
sensitive, but it becomes more affecting too, 
as imagination rushes in to provide detail. Of 
particular note is a rack of wicked-looking 

improvised weapons, from an axe-handle 
with nails driven through, to a signet ring 
that flips out two blades, and a recreation of 
the 7/7 bombers backpacks.

Part of what makes the exhibition 
so shocking is its slow change of pace. 
Beginning with the almost acceptable 
titillation of Victorian crime – a subject 
neutered by its prominence in popular 
culture, from Arthur Conan Doyle to Ripper 
Street – it lulls you into a false sense of 
security, so that by the final areas, when it 
all gets very real, you’re forced to reassess 
the ugly reality of just what it is you’ve been 
deriving so much voyeuristic joy from.

Real Crime scored 9 for
The Crime Museum Uncovered
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STRANGE CASE!

Ronald Dotson of Detroit, Michigan, 

almost earnt life in prison after several 

counts of breaking and entering – all to 

indulge a fetish for female mannequins.

Dotson, 48, became something of a 

habitual criminal after being caught and 

convicted for breaking and entering various 

stores to satisfy his fetish at least six times 

over the course of 13 years. His various 

dummy-fuelled escapades led to several 

stints in state prison. 

Police first arrested Dotson for breaking 

and entering in Ferndale, Detroit, in 1993. He 

was found behind a women’s clothing store, 

‘entertaining’ three mannequins that were 

dressed in racy lingerie. 

Things finally went too far when his 

last mannequin romp left him facing life 

imprisonment. On 9 October 2006, Dotson 

was caught breaking into the window display 

of a Ferndale cleaning supplies store to get 

at a particular mannequin he had his eye on. 

The mannequin in question was dressed in a 

black-and-white French maid’s outfit. 

He had been out of prison on parole for his 

sixth mannequin-related offence for less than 

a week, but Dotson’s need was unstoppable. 

He was subsequently arrested and charged 

with attempted breaking and entering, and 

ordered to stand trial by Ferndale District 

Judge Joseph Longo. 

“Mr Dotson went to prison and they 

haven’t helped him,” said Edward Cohn, 

Dotson’s defence attorney. “He got out of 

prison and he was right back out there.” 

MANNEQUIN SEX PEST 
BREAKS AND ENTERS
A DETROIT MAN HAS BEEN REPEATEDLY ARRESTED – FOR BREAKING INTO WOMEN’S 

CLOTHING STORES IN ORDER TO GET CLOSER TO FEMALE MANNEQUINS 

STRANGE CASE!
MANNEQUIN SEX PEST 
WHERE MICHIGAN, USA WHEN 1994 – 2007 

Following this particular mannequin 

misadventure, Dotson underwent a 

preliminary examination at Cohn’s request 

to determine whether he was competent to 

stand trial. In court, Judge Denise Langford 

Morris found him guilty and ordered him to 

be jailed unless he posted a $15,000 bond. 

Dotson was sentenced to 18 months to 

30 years in prison on charges of breaking 

and entering and being a habitual criminal. 

“I’ve never been able to take care of myself,” 

Dotson admitted in court. 

Judge Morris acknowledged that Dotson 

had never assaulted a human, but that his 

behaviour “strikes fear in the community.”  

RIGHT Whether or 
not Dotson took his 

‘entertaining’ further, 

his actions were enough 

to make the community 

wary of him
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 HE WAS FOUND BEHIND A WOMEN’S
CLOTHING STORE, ‘ENTERTAINING’ THREE

MANNEQUINS DRESSED IN RACY LINGERIE 

There’s no law against having satisfying 

mannequin fetishes in the privacy of your 

home, so why didn’t Dotson simply purchase 

his own to avoid any more breaking and 

entering charges?
“He told his parole officer he was going 

to buy a mannequin so he didn’t have to do 

these break-ins anymore,” said Detective 

Brendan Moore of Ferndale Police. 

“Apparently that didn’t work out.”

 Prior to his 2006 detainment, Dotson was 

last arrested in Ferndale in July 2000 and 

later convicted for breaking and entering at a 

women’s clothing shop in an attempt to get at 

a mannequin with a bob in a rather fetching 

pink dress. 
It’s unknown whether Dotson actually 

did anything ‘risqué’ with the mannequins, 

but he’s often been described as a man who 

acknowledges a sexual fetish for female-

shaped mannequins, so it’s likely. 
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In this book, After the Battle have explored entirely new ground to

investigate 150 years of murder and present it through our ‘then and
now’ theme of comparison photographs. Scene of crime plans,
photographs from police files as well as from the Press, focus on a
wide variety of murders committed between 1812, when a Prime
Minister was shot in the House of Commons, to killings on the
streets of London in the 1960s.

Included are many of the ‘headline’ murderers like Jack the
Ripper, Dr Crippen, Kennedy and Browne, the ‘Black-out’ Ripper,
John Haigh, John Christie, Donald Hume, Ruth Ellis, Ronald
Marwood, Guenther Podola and the Roberts Gang, along with
other less notorious — but equally important — murders.

Extracts from eyewitnesses and investigating officers, original
statements taken by police including from the murderers,
newspaper articles published at the time, pathologist accounts
and even descriptions given by executioners are all blended with
photographs of the murder scenes as they appear today.

Homicide is not a subject for the faint-hearted and many of the
photographs are distressing which is why the book is made
available with that warning.

Far too often it is the perpetrator who is remembered while
their victims, many lying in unmarked graves, remain lost to
history. So this book sets out to redress the balance by tracking
down the last resting places, even going as far as to mark two
wartime graves of taxi drivers killed by American servicemen.

Research also resulted in achieving formal recognition by the
Commonwealth War Graves Commission for one of the victims
of Neville Heath, murdered while she was serving her country
yet omitted from the commemorative records until now.

Controversially, comes the revelation that 17 murderers
who served in the Army during the war, and who were
executed for their crimes, now have their names
commemorated on the Brookwood Memorial to the Missing
in Surrey.
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MURDERS COVERED . . .
May 11, 1812 — THE DEATH OF A PRIME MINISTER
December 13, 1867 — THE LAST PUBLIC EXECUTION
December 1887-September 1889 — ‘JACK THE RIPPER’
February 1, 1910 — DR HAWLEY CRIPPEN
December 16, 1910 — THE HOUNDSDITCH MURDERS
January 1, 1911 — THE MURDER OF LEON BERON
June 17, 1919 — RIOT BY CANADIAN TROOPS AT EPSOM
June 22, 1922 — THE ASSASSINATION OF SIR HENRY WILSON
October 4, 1922 — THE BYWATERS/THOMPSON AFFAIR
September 27, 1927 — POLICE CONSTABLE GEORGE GUTTERIDGE
November 6, 1930 — THE STRANGE CASE OF ALFRED ROUSE
August 7, 1934 — DEATH AT THE PALACE CINEMA
July 14, 1938 — THE ‘LOVERS’ LANE’ MURDER
March 13, 1940 — THE SHOOTING OF SIR MICHAEL O’DWYER
February 1942 — THE ‘BLACK-OUT RIPPER’
April 30, 1942 — DOUBLE EXECUTION FOR MURDER
October 7, 1942 — THE ‘WIGWAM’ MURDER
December 27, 1942 — THE FIRST AMERICAN EXECUTION IN BRITAIN
September 28, 1943 — RAPE AND MURDER AT MARLBOROUGH
December 8, 1943 — THE BIRCH TAXI-CAB MURDER
March 5, 1944 — EXECUTION BY FIRING SQUAD
February 14, 1944 — THE ‘CABBAGE PATCH’ MURDER
August 22, 1944 — THE KILLING OF BETTY GREEN

October 7, 1944 — US DESERTER TRIED IN A BRITISH COURT
December 3, 1944 — THE MURDER OF SIR ERIC TEICHMAN
December 8, 1944 — CAPTAIN RALPH BINNEY, R.N.
June 21, 1946 — WANTED FOR MURDER: NEVILLE HEATH
April 29, 1947 — THE KILLING OF ALEC DE ANTIQUIS
February 18, 1949 — JOHN HAIGH AND THE ACID-BATH MURDERS
October 4, 1949 — DONALD HUME: ‘I GOT AWAY WITH MURDER!’
June 4, 1951 — GUN-BATTLE AT CHATHAM
1943-1953 — 10 RILLINGTON PLACE, LONDON, W11
November 2, 1952 — CHRISTOPHER CRAIG AND DEREK BENTLEY
July 2, 1953 — THE ‘TEDDY BOY’ MURDER
April 8, 1955 — RUTH ELLIS: THE LAST WOMAN TO BE HANGED
May 24, 1957 — THE SLAYING OF COUNTESS TERESA LUBIENSKA
December 14, 1958 — THE MURDER OF

POLICE CONSTABLE RAY SUMMERS
July 13, 1959 — THE DEATH OF

DETECTIVE SERGEANT RAYMOND PURDY
June 3, 1961 — POLICE MURDERS IN WEST HAM
August 23, 1961 — RAPE AND MURDER ON THE A6
August 12, 1966 — THE SHEPHERD’S BUSH MURDERS
February 21, 1968 — DEATH IN A LONDON STREET
MURDERERS COMMEMORATED ON THE

BROOKWOOD MEMORIAL IN 1958
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