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CASE NOTES

NEW York, USA, 29 September 2016

BOLD BANDIT 
SWIPES £1.6 MILLION 
GOLD BUCKET

The New York Police Department 
has released a video of a man 
wanted in connection with an 
opportunistic theft committed in 
broad daylight

Security cameras on a busy Midtown street in the 
Big Apple captured the moment a man brazenly 
made off with a pail full of gold, taken from 

the back of an armoured vehicle, while the guard 
momentarily left the loot unattended. Waiting in the 
wings, the suspect watches for several minutes until 
the back of the lorry is unguarded. 

Approaching the back of the parked lorry, the 
thief can be seen detouring from the sidewalk to the 
open back doors and picking up what looks like a 
rusty bucket, but is in fact a five gallon aluminium 
pail full of gold flakes worth $1.6 million. Within 
seconds the thief then heads east towards Third 
Avenue with his newly acquired riches, slipping 
past a sea of unsuspecting witnesses. Further down 
the street, the suspect – described by the New York 
Police Department as a Hispanic male and estimated 
to be between 50 and 60 years old – struggles not 
with the weight of his conscience but with his 
fortune, setting down the 39 kilo pail before picking it 
back up again and driving off in a white van. The last 
sighting of the man was captured by another security 
camera on Sixth Avenue. He has not been seen since, 
however, the NYPD are currently searching for him 
and believe he may be hiding out in Florida. 
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A JOB TOO FAR FOR 
THE TWO TONYS 

CALIFORNIA, USA,  6 August 1951
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Freelance mobsters Anthony Brancato and Anthony 
Trombino – nicknamed the ‘Two Tonys’ – had racked 
up 46 arrests for crimes ranging from robbery and 

rape to assault, and were suspected in several murders, 
including that of Murder Inc co-founder Bugsy Siegel. 
But in May 1951, their troublesome ways resulted in a 
commission on their own lives when the pair ripped off 
the mob and carried out a $3,500 heist on the syndicate-
run Flamingo Hotel and Resort in Las Vegas, angering 
mob boss Jack Dragna, leader of the Los Angeles crime 
family. During the theft, the pair were careless enough to 
show their faces, making them fully identifiable to their 
targets. Dragna ordered the hit on their lives, leaving 

Aladena Fratianno, aka Jimmy the Weasel, and Charley 
‘Bats’ Battaglia to the task. 

As the doomed men sat in their black Cadillac near 
to Hollywood Boulevard, waiting for news of a high-
stakes betting operation that would amount to a fat 
pay cheque, Fratianno and Battaglia climbed in behind 
them. Before Brancato had time to lift his unlit cigar to 
his lips, Fratianno emptied his gun into the back of his 
head. Battaglia quickly followed suit. The once wild and 
audacious boys from Kansas City lay sprawled out in the 
front seats of their car while those involved in the hit 
made their way to the Five O’ Clock Club fitted with an 
alibi that would stump authorities for decades to come.

When two 
troublemakers 
bit off more than 
they could chew 
with the mob, they 
found themselves 
at the centre of one 
of Mafi a history’s 
most famous hits
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It was a victory for law enforcement 
as drug lord Oscar Morales was finally 
brought out of hiding, and marched 
across the tarmac at Mexico City Airport 
in the hands of officers

During a pre-dawn raid, federal police and soldiers moved in 
on their target, who they now believed to be sheltered away 
in a wealthy neighbourhood in San Pedro Garza Garcia. Los 

Zetas leader Oscar Omar Trevino Morales went by a number 
of aliases including ‘Omar’, ‘Z-42’ and ‘Commandante 42’, and 
was wanted by the Mexican government having tallied up at 
least 11 criminal charges relating to drug trafficking, oil theft, 
kidnapping and organised crime. He was also wanted by the 
US Drug Enforcement Administration on cocaine-trafficking 
charges. Both agencies had offered a reward in the millions for 
his capture. Morales had risen to the top of the chain in 2013 
after his brother, Miguel Angel Trevino Morales, was arrested. 
The former boss was described as the most bloodthirsty leader 
of the violent cartel, and Morales quickly became a target of 
the government’s investigations. Los Zetas have put themselves 
on the government’s radar in recent years due to a number of 
high-profile massacres including the killing of 52 people in a 
Monterrey casino fire in 2011 and the death of 49 others who 
were decapitated and dumped at a nearby site the following 
year. Just a month before his capture, Morales, who once 
boasted he had killed 1,000 people, was spotted in the vicinity 
of where his alleged finance chief held his meetings. Within a 
matter of weeks, the law closed in on Morales in what would be 
a successful bid to arrest him and five others connected to him. 

Monterrey, Mexico,4 March 2015
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CASE NOTES

LONDON, UK, 4 July 2014

JUSTICE FOR CELEBRITY’S 
ABUSE VICTIMS
Arriving for sentencing, Rolf Harris knew he would be going to jail, but the 
question was how long he would serve for molesting his young victims

For decades Rolf Harris had a career as an entertainer, 
musician and television presenter. His high status and talent 
as an artist even saw him commissioned to paint a portrait 

for royalty, but in 2013, the celebrity was arrested as part of 
Operation Yewtree, an investigation into a ring of sex offenders 
in England. Harris denied allegations brought against him that 
he had sexually abused a number of girls between 1968 and 1986. 
But on 19 June, the jury found Harris unanimously guilty of 12 
counts of indecent assault against four victims – one just seven 
years old at the time of her ordeal, who told the court that Harris 

had taken away her “childhood innocence”. Queues outside 
Southwark Crown Court were forming two hours before the 
newly convicted sex offender Harris arrived to be sentenced the 
following month. At his side that day was his daughter, Bindi. 
Meanwhile his wife, present throughout the trial, was absent 
on the final day of the year-long downfall of Harris. During 
sentencing, the judge told the 84-year-old that he had “no one 
to blame but himself” and ordered that he serve five years and 
nine months in prison. All the while, Harris stared straight ahead 
showing “no emotion”, according to reporters present that day. 
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W hen a handsome young man offered 
21-year-old Rhonda Stapley a ride 
back to her university campus in his 

tan-coloured Volkswagen Beetle, she thought 
nothing suspicious of his intentions. Once 
inside his rickety vehicle, the pair became 
acquainted and the driver introduced himself 
as Ted, a first-year student at the University of 
Utah, where Stapley was studying pharmacy. 
But what initially appeared to be “a friendly 
student helping out a fellow student” soon 
turned into a terrifying ordeal that Stapley 
would keep secret for 37 years. The man she 
was sharing a car and conversation with was 
notorious serial killer Ted Bundy. 

After being driven deep into the canyons 
on the outskirts of town, Bundy choked and 
raped the young Mormon girl, who later 

awoke on the side of the road, still in the 
company of the man she was sure would kill 
her. Luckily she escaped, but made a decision 
to never tell anyone her secret. 

As the tally of Bundy’s victims increased, 
Stapley was consumed by guilt and fear, and 
turned to sleeping pills to numb the pain. 
Quashing her memories of that night, Stapley 
went on to have a normal life, a husband, 
a family and a successful career, keeping 
her secret long after Bundy was caught 
and executed. But after a turbulent time at 
work in 2011, Stapley’s demons resurfaced, 
prompting her to finally reveal her shocking 
past. Speaking to Real Crime, she tells of the 
horrors of being a survivor of a serial killer 
and the courage it took to put her life back 
together again. 

IN 1974, THE USA WAS WAKING UP TO A FRIGHTENING INCREASE IN THE 
NUMBERS OF ITS MISSING AND MURDERED DAUGHTERS. TWO YEARS 
BEFORE THE COUNTRY’S MOST NOTORIOUS SERIAL KILLER WENT ON 

TRIAL, COLLEGE GIRL RHONDA STAPLEY ALREADY KNEW WHO HE WAS, AS 
SHE HAD BEEN ONE OF THE FEW TO ESCAPE HIM

I SURVIVED  
TED BUNDY

WORDS TANITA MATTHEWS

INTERVIEW

BIO

62-year-old Rhonda Stapley 
is a retired pharmacist 
living in Utah. Her book I 
Survived Ted Bundy: The 
Attack, Escape And PTSD 
That Changed My Life 
is available to buy from 
galaxy44publishing.com. 
Read our review on page 95.

RHONDA STAPLEY



RHONDA STAPLEY

16

What kind of person were you before your attack?
I was a quiet, shy, reader kind of girl. I read a lot of books and 
I would go to movies with my friends and go out to dinner. I 
didn’t date a lot because I had to take my little sister, Bunny, 
with me. I grew up in a religious kind of household; we didn’t 
smoke, drink, say swear words or anything like that, we were 
a pretty conservative family. I had two older brothers and 
one younger sister. After my father died, one brother went on 
a mission to South America with the church, and my other 
brother went to Utah to stay with some relatives to finish 
high school. My family went from six people to three people 
in just a couple of months. That altered my lifestyle because 
I felt like I needed to be responsible and step up and help 
mom. When it was time to go to college, I was all for going 
out of state, as I felt I would be a little freer. I went to the 
University of Utah in Salt Lake City and studied pharmacy, 
became a pharmacist and worked for 40 years. I was a 
pharmacy manager most of that time and had an excellent 
career, was respected in the community and all the time I 
kept the Ted Bundy stuff secret and ignored it. 

Did you know about any of Ted Bundy’s victim’s before 
he attacked you?
In Utah there was a cheerleader from Holladay that 
disappeared, but people thought she was a runaway. She 

didn’t make the news and then the next week it was me. 
We hadn’t heard of the Washington or Oregon people, so I 
thought mine was just an isolated incident. 

Take us through the day you were attacked.
I had a dentist appointment that day, and the dentist ended 
up cutting across my gum line and putting stitches along my 
gum line – it was totally numb when I left. It was a Friday 
afternoon and winter was on its way. I was enjoying walking 
in the leaves and I had cool new hiking boots that I wanted 
to break in. I walked over to the park and then my face 
became un-numb, so I thought I had better go home. I went 
to the bus stop and I was sitting there waiting, but no bus 
was coming. I was waiting about 30 minutes or so, then I 
decided that I had better find another bus stop. Then this tan 
Volkswagen drove by and kind of went by really slow, stopped 
about 30 feet in front of me and backed up. The driver leant 
over and rolled down the passenger window and asked 
where I was going. I told him I was going to the university 
and he said, “Me too! Hop in.” It just felt like a fellow college 
student helping another college student. It didn’t seem scary 
and it didn’t seem wrong. 

The way he went was up a really steep hill and I told him, 
“Wow I wouldn’t have gone this way. Why are we going this 
way?” He was really polite. He said, “I hope you don’t mind 

When her father died, Stapley’s world changed as she 
became more responsible for her younger sister, Bunny, 
while her mother worked to support the family

ABOVE “He had slightly 
curly dark brown hair, a nice 
complexion and his smile was 
friendly and inviting,” recalled 
Stapley of her fi rst impression 
of the man who would later try 
to kill her

RIGHT Stapley recalled how 
there had been no lock on the 
inside of the passenger door 
of the Volkswagen, but at the 
time of her attack she thought 
it was just a standard defect
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but I have a short errand to run up by the zoo,” and I didn’t 
mind, it was just one canyon over from the university and 
almost on the way. We were talking and joking with each 
other and it was friendly conversation, but we kept going and 
going and it became obvious that there was no errand to run, 
but that road loops around and heads back into the city, so 
I wasn’t worried. I figured he was just flirting with me and 
taking me on this car ride. Then we got back to the city and 
we should have turned right towards campus but instead we 
turned left, and he drove up another canyon. We had been 
chatting the whole way and all of a sudden he’s not talking, 
he’s not answering my questions and he’s not communicating. 
The ride started to become strange, and in my mind I’m 
thinking that he’s looking for a place to pull over and make 
out – and I’m not a make out kind of girl. I’m a religious, nice, 
inexperienced, shy girl and I just wanted a ride home. Then 
he pulled into this parking lot and turned the car off. By now 
it’s almost dark, he had been driving for about 40 minutes. 
He parked the car and leaned over, I thought he was going 
to kiss me, but in my mind I was still not frightened. I didn’t 
want him to think I was a prude, but I didn’t want to kiss 
this guy either. He leaned over really close and he just very 
quietly and politely said, “Do you know what? I’m going to 
kill you.” He put his hands around my throat and started to 
squeeze really hard. I knew I was in trouble when he said 
those words and touched me. 

What happened after that?
Basically… I was choked unconscious in the car and he moved 
me out of the car to a picnic table. There he revived me by 
slapping my face and shaking my head violently back and 
forth, his grip breaking loose the stitches in my mouth from 
the dental surgery so that my mouth was bleeding. As soon as 
he saw I was starting to come to, he grabbed both my wrists 
and yanked me off the table. Then, holding me with one hand 
he slugged me in the stomach over and over with his other 
hand. I was doubled over crying and begging him not to hit 
me any more. He stood over me with his fists clenched and 
his angry red face showing so much rage that the veins in his 
neck and forehead bulged. I had never seen anyone so angry. 
He screamed into my face, “You don’t have the right to cry 
and whine at me. You should be thanking me that you are 
even still alive. I can kill you anytime I want. You should be 
grateful you are even still breathing air!”

You passed out again after that. How did you escape?
When I came to, I was lying in the dirt on the canyon floor 
and I could see him about 30 feet away rummaging in his car. 
I don’t think I thought of anything, I just knew I was in pain 
and in danger and needed to get out of there. I jumped up 
and ran. I could have been running into the forest or off of a 
cliff, I didn’t know where I was going. I was just going as far 
away from where he was, because I knew if I stayed there I 
was going to die. 

I fell in a river and thought, “I really am going to die 
because now I’m going to drown.” It was one of those things 
where in your mind it goes from bad to worse. I was just 
acting on instinct. I thought, “I have to go.” I don’t think I 
looked left or right to decide which way to run, I just ran 
and happened to be right on the banks of the river, so when 
I took one or two steps I tripped over my pants which were 
around my ankles and happily fell into the river, otherwise he 
would have killed me I’m sure. I was swept away from him 
and it saved my life falling into that river. I climbed out of the 
water and I just ran all the way back to the campus. 

 HE LEANED OVER REALLY CLOSE AND HE 
JUST VERY QUIETLY AND POLITELY SAID, “DO 
YOU KNOW WHAT? I’M GOING TO KILL YOU” 
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Despite her awful ordeal and the 
secret she was keeping, Stapley 
graduated from the University of Utah 
having passed her pharmacy exams

Wanting more independence as a young adult, 
Stapley moved to Salt Lake City to pursue her 
education at the University of Utah, unaware 
that Bundy had also enrolled and lived in an 
apartment a few blocks from her dorm



I SURVIVED TED BUNDY

19

What made you so afraid to tell anyone your secret?
I felt ashamed, embarrassed and I thought that people would 
treat me differently. I thought that people who didn’t know 
me would point me out and say, “That’s the girl who was 
raped.” I thought that if my mom found out then she would 
make me come home and I didn’t want that. I thought if 
I told the police they would make me give details that I 
couldn’t have given, so I decided the best thing to do was to 
suck it up and pretend it never happened. I thought, “He’s 
gone and out of my life and I’ll never see him again, I will 
just go on with my life.” I just thought he was a one-time 
perpetrator and now he’s gone.  

Almost a month after my attack in October, he kidnapped 
Carol DaRonch and killed Debra Kent, and that’s when I kind 
of figured out that this is way bigger than what I can manage. 
Debra Kent’s murder was always the one that bothered me 
the most, that’s the time that I really figured out that it was 
exactly who my guy was and he’s actually a really bad guy. I 
felt personally responsible, I thought that it was my fault and 
that I really should go to the police, but Carol had given the 
police a really good description and had told the police what 
he looked like, what his car looked like and they were already 
looking for him. I didn’t feel like I had any new information, 
and if I had come forward it would have fulfilled all the 
things I was afraid of anyway.

How did your family react when you told them about the 
attack years later?
Telling my family was difficult. My sister is also my business 
partner so I sort of had to explain things to her. I told her 
months before the rest of my family because the PTSD 
symptoms required explanation. She had to know why I had 
trouble concentrating on tasks, why I was short tempered and 
angry, why I startled so easily and was constantly near tears. 
I told her one day at work after everyone else had left. We 
cried together. She said she knew something was wrong but 
had no idea what.  

The rest of my family didn’t learn my secret until the 
day before I left for Los Angeles to film the Dr Phil show. I 
waited until the book was actually printed and was going 
to be announced to the world on national television. Until 
that point I thought that something might go wrong with 
the publishing of my book and if there was no book, there 
was no need to give my family this information. I printed a 
copy of the manuscript and gave it to my mother. I told her a 
short version and explained that I thought my story may help 
others who have experienced violence, because it shows that 
it is possible to go through something very traumatic and still 
have a nice life. It shows that holding trauma inside and never 
dealing with the emotional injuries can lead to PTSD and that 
it is even possible to go through that dark place and come 
out the other side and still be healthy and somewhat normal. 
Mom cried. She felt bad that I hadn’t felt I could tell her at 
the time and that I had to deal with it alone. I reassured her 
that it has a happy ending. Mom shared my secret with my 
two older brothers and my aunts, uncles, cousins, and anyone 
she could find to tell. Turned out she is proud of me.

 HE STOOD OVER ME WITH HIS FISTS 
CLENCHED AND HIS ANGRY RED FACE 
SHOWING SO MUCH RAGE THAT THE 

VEINS IN HIS NECK BULGED 

Two months after Barry and Rhonda married 
in 1979, Bundy stood trial for the murders 
of Margaret Bowman and Lisa Levy, Rhonda 
watched the trial in the basement of her 
home nervously awaiting his verdict
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How did you cope when more victims were revealed 
after your attack?
Sometimes I would self medicate, sometimes I would sleep, 
and sometimes I would get really busy. Usually I would run. 
I wasn’t really an athletic runner, as a person I wasn’t big on 
physical education in high school, but I liked running. I could 
run and gasp for air and run out of breath, and it would take 
away the feeling of someone else taking my air away. Running 
seemed to help get rid of the pressure in my throat and the 
pain in my chest.

What would you say was the defining thing that helped 
you to turn your life around?
Finally I met the man that I married and I thought that I 
needed to straighten out, and decided to get married and 
have a family. I think the idea and prospect of having a family 
is what actually turned my life around and that’s because of 
my loving husband. Whenever Ted would hit the news again 
it would bring it all back, and of course I never really forgot 
it, I just refused to think about it.  

Did you expect his execution to bring you any comfort?
I wasn’t sure, but I knew that he needed to be executed. 
I wasn’t really expecting closure or anything. I was just 
expecting that I wouldn’t have to worry about him escaping 
again. He was famous for escaping and I never trusted that 
he could be kept locked up. He seemed to be really intelligent 
and able to beat the system. 

The first time he broke out I thought, “How could he 
escape?” Then when he escaped the second time I was like, 
“This is totally unbelievable, how could Colorado be so 
irresponsible to let this guy escape again?” Everybody was 
talking about it and so I could talk about it too, but I didn’t 
personalise it so nobody knew why I was extra interested in 
finding that guy.

Eventually you found solace in a pen pal who had also 
escaped from Ted. What sort of an impact did that have 
on your struggle?
That helped immensely. The PTSD started again when my 
boss had yelled at me years later and it brought it all back. 
I could no longer ignore that I was having flashbacks and 
panic attacks. I thought, “I can’t be the only person who 
had got away.” I started searching the internet with things 
like “I survived Ted Bundy” and I came across this girl who 
had an encounter with him, much briefer than mine but at 
least she had bothered to write it down. I felt safe talking 
to her because she didn’t know anyone I knew. It was a safe 
distance and that was when I very first started being able to 
tell somebody what had happened. 

She encouraged me to find a psychologist and really start 
healing. She allowed me to start opening up and sharing a 
little bit, and I felt better sharing it with her, so I dared to 
share it with the psychologist. Then because of him, I dared 
to share it with my husband and family and every time I 
shared it, it would be awful for a week or two but then I 
would feel better. I started writing it down and I found that 

CHARGED WITH THREE MURDERS AND 
SUSPECTED OF AT LEAST 35 MORE, 
BUNDY’S REIGN OF TERROR SPANNED 
SEVERAL STATES

BUNDY’S VICTIMS

11

8 3

3
2

2
1

WASHINGTON
Lynda Healy
Donna Manson
Susan Rancourt
Roberta Parks
Brenda Ball
Georgann Hawkins

UTAH
Nancy Wilcox
Melissa Smith
Laura Aime
Debra Kent
Susan Curtis
3 unidentifi ed
Known Survivor: 
Carol DaRonch

COLORADO
Caryn Campbell
Julie Cunningham 
Denise Oliverson

FLORIDA
Margaret Bowman
Lisa Levy
Kimberley Leach
Known Survivors: 
Karen Chandler, Kathy 
Kleiner, Cheryl Thomas

IDAHO 
Lynette Culver 
1 unidentifi ed

OREGON
2 unidentifi ed

CALIFORNIA
1 unidentifi ed

Denise Naslund
Janice Ott
3 unidentifi ed
Known Survivor: 
Karen Sparks

Stapley grew up in a conservative Mormon family with 
a loving mother and father and three other siblings, 
and all were active members of their community

 WHENEVER TED WOULD HIT THE NEWS 
AGAIN IT WOULD BRING IT ALL BACK, AND OF 
COURSE I NEVER REALLY FORGOT IT, I JUST 

REFUSED TO THINK ABOUT IT 
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I felt better reading it back to myself. It seemed not quite 
so awful or like it had happened to someone else and I was 
reading it in a book. I felt better every time I went through 
the story and so I thought maybe there are other people 
who would feel better if they told their stories. That’s why I 
decided to go public.

When you went back to the scene of your attack years 
later, what was the most difficult part to recall?
That was probably the hardest thing I’ve ever done. I knew I 
would not be alone and that my therapist and his wife would 
be right there for safety and support, but still I imagined all 
the worst possible things happening. I hadn’t died there years 
before as Bundy had planned, but wouldn’t it be ironic if I 
went back to the very place where I nearly died and this time 
I do die. My mind saw us in a fiery car crash in the canyon, 
bad guys with guns shooting us, death by heart attack, the 
river bank caving in and dumping me into the freezing water, 
and this time I drown.

It is hard to say what the hardest memory the canyon 
trip brought back was. It was all very scary and surreal. The 
most dramatic part, and the part I wasn’t expecting, was 
the rushing noise from the river. By this time I had told and 
retold the events of that day to my therapist many times. 
We had gone over and over all the details I could remember, 

but somehow I forgot about the noise. As soon as we 
opened the car doors to get out, that sound of rushing water 
overwhelmed me. I suddenly had chest pain and thought 
I was going to have a heart attack on the spot. Other than 
that happening in the first few moments of arriving, the rest 
wasn’t too horrific. I could remember where the car had been 
parked, where the picnic table had been, where we had been 
when he slugged me in the stomach. I found the exact place 
where I had plunged into the river. In my mind I could see 
his eyes… dark and evil. But this time there was not the fear 
and panic from years ago. I remembered the fear but I didn’t 
feel the fear, if that makes sense. 

What happened when you started to talk about the 
attack out loud?
Tears, just so many tears. It was like all those years I had 
never cried and now I couldn’t stop crying and that’s part of 
PTSD. It felt like I was right there again. I could smell things 
and feel things, it was cold and I was shaking and shivering, 
and my teeth were chattering in the psychiatrist’s office. One 
of the things that would happen was that I would taste blood. 
The psychologist would ask if Ted hit me, but no, it was from 
the stitches. Those things would just seem really real, and he 
would have to keep reminding me that it was a long time ago 
and I am safe now and that it’s just a memory. 

I felt better reading it back to myself. It seemed not quite but somehow I forgot about the noise. As soon as we ABOVE Once a fun-loving 
girl with a sense of freedom 
and adventure, Stapley’s 
confi dence was shattered after 
her experience with Bundy. 
She became a recluse and 
dependant on sleeping pills to 
numb her fear

Stapley’s husband Barry was aware that his 
wife had been raped before they became an 
item, but was unaware of the identity of 
her attacker until many years later



THE USA’S MOST FEARED SERIAL KILLER FOUGHT THE SYSTEM HARD TO MAINTAIN HIS 
INNOCENCE, BUT ON TRIAL, HIS CHARM WAS TRANSPARENT. HIS LAWYER TOLD REAL CRIME 

WHAT IT WAS LIKE TO DEFEND THE ‘DEVIL’, AND TO SEE HIS TRUE COLOURS LAID BARE 

D E F E N D I N G 
T H E  D E V I L

WORDS TANITA MATTHEWS

TED BUNDY ON TRIAL

22



BIO

Criminal defence attorney 
John Henry Browne is based 
in Seattle, Washington, and 
has represented numerous 
infamous clients, including 
Ted Bundy. His book, The 
Devil’s Defender details 
his life and career working 
with high-profi le criminals 
and is available to buy from 
chicagoreviewpress.com

JOHN HENRY 
BROWNE

23



24

TED BUNDY ON TRIAL

“The interesting thing was when I had a conversation 
with him in Aspen after his first escape,” said John 
Henry Browne, one of Ted Bundy’s many defence 

attorneys. “He turned to me and said, ‘Where would a person 
go in the United States to get the death penalty for certain?’ 
I told him without hesitating, ‘Florida or Texas,’ because 
the statutes are upheld as constitutional. So he escapes the 
second time, makes it to Michigan before they realise that 
he’s escaped… He could have got lost in Chicago. If you want 
to get lost in the United States, Chicago is the place to do 
it. But what does he do? He goes to a small college town in 
Florida, the place I told him that he would get the death 
penalty. So I think that journey of his is very interesting.”

When it comes to serial killers, Ted Bundy needs little 
by the way of demonising. A handsome, charming and 
intelligent man aged just 27 at the time of his arrest, he was 
the epitome of evil. His need to cause suffering knew no 
bounds as he embarked on a campaign of terror across the 
US in the 1970s. Girls with dark hair parted down the middle 
– who resembled his ‘typical’ victim – hacked off their own 
tresses before dying what was left a different shade. They 
avoided going out alone, and trembled in fear every time 
another young woman from their hometown disappeared. 
But when the entity of their nightmares was caught, it took 
them a moment to distinguish the handsome, lawyer-like 
monster from the crowd of legal experts. 

His presence in court was the central focus for thousands; 
Bundy captivated a nation and intrigued them as to how, 
beneath the surface of a calm and collected young man, there 
could lay a tempestuous abomination capable of murdering 
dozens of women. 

Bundy’s Biggest Blunder
Parked outside his home in Salt Lake County, Utah, at 3am, 
Sergeant Bob Hayward had been finishing up his shift 
when a crackle over the radio had him respond to a call for 
assistance. But after a wrong turn, he found himself staring 
at a suspicious vehicle parked outside his neighbour’s home: 
a tan Volkswagen. He knew that the owners of this property, 
a married couple, were out of town and had left their two 
teenage daughters home alone. Hayward wanted to get a 
better look at the licence plate but before he got the chance, 
the driver turned off his own lights and sped off. 

Hayward chased the vehicle to an abandoned gas station. 
“I’m lost,” the driver piped up when Hayward came face to 
face with him. The man in the tan-coloured vehicle was clean 
looking with dark hair and dark eyes, dressed in all black. 

The officer enquired as to where the driver was from and 
what he was doing in the area, to which he responded that 
he was a law student at the University of Utah and had been 
to see Towering Inferno at the local drive through (a plausible 
excuse, had that particular title been playing the evening of 16 
August 1975.) Hayward knew otherwise and began to inspect 
the car. He found that the passenger seat had been removed. 
He also discovered a ski mask, pantyhose, a crowbar, an ice 
pick and a set of handcuffs within the vehicle. The officer 
arrested the driver on suspicion of burglary, booking him into 
the local jail. But police had no idea at the time that the man 
in their custody was responsible for the high-profile tri-state 
murders of three young girls and dozens of others across the 
country. They finally had in their company the notoriously 
elusive Ted Bundy. 

ABOVE Ted Bundy’s trial 
for the Chi Omega killings 
was the first to be televised 
nationally across the USA, 
as well as being attended by 
250 journalists from news 
organisations around the world
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A Stranger Smiles
Hayward knew Bundy was lying about his reasons for being 
in the neighbourhood that night. He called the Salt Lake 
county sheriff, who assigned Detective Jerry Thompson to 
the case. Thompson knew there were a series of femicides in 
neighbouring states that were troubling investigators, and the 
name ‘Ted’ and description of his car gave them even more 
cause for concern. Thompson obtained a warrant to search 
Bundy’s home. Among his possessions he found a series of 
incriminating items including gas receipts placing Bundy in 
each state at around the time that a woman had gone missing 
or been murdered there. A pair of shoes that matched a 
description given to officers by 18-year-old Utah resident 
Carol DaRonch also caught the detective’s attention. 

In November 1974, Bundy had lured DaRonch into his car 
using the alias ‘Officer Roseland’, before trying to restrain 
her with handcuffs, but she struggled free. DaRonch had 
been one of the lucky ones. In her victim statement, she gave 
specific details of the car driven by her attacker and gave a 
description of him, providing police with a promising lead on 
what were being called the ‘Ted Murders’. 

Throughout the 1970s, Colorado’s, Washington’s and 
Oregon’s young women were seemingly falling off the face 
of the planet, only to turn up weeks or sometimes months 
later dead. The first documented victim was an 18-year-old 
Washington woman named Karen Sparks. Bludgeoned and 
sexually assaulted in her bed. She survived her attack, but 
21-year-old Lynda Healy was not so fortunate. Abducted 
from her home about a month later, her frozen remains were 
found at a Taylor Mountain site. Forensic techniques were 

nowhere near as advanced as today’s, and the killer left each 
crime scene scarce of any evidence. 

Hereafter, Bundy’s modus operandi owed much to his 
charm and ability to gain the trust of unsuspecting women. 
Often affecting a British accent, Bundy wooed his victims 
to their deaths. He also feigned disability to make himself 
appear helpless and therefore harmless. 23-year-old Janice 
Ott fell for Bundy’s forged incapacity, at Washington’s Lake 
Sammamish State Park in July 1974. 

As she soaked up the summer rays, Bundy’s meek-looking 
frame cast a shadow over her resting place. Bundy asked 
for the young girl’s help moving his sailboat. He couldn’t 
do it himself because he had “broken his arm,” he told her, 
gesturing to the cast around his limb. According to Bundy, 
he took Ott to an abandoned hunting cabin and raped her. 
He later returned with Denise Naslund, who he also raped, 
before killing the pair. Their remains were found in a wooded 
area a few miles from the park where they had last been seen. 
They were not the first nor the last of his victims. Each of 
Bundy’s “calculated” ruses was as effective as the last. 

Two months after his arrest by Hayward, DaRonch 
singled Bundy out in a police line-up as ‘Officer Roseland’. 
In a second line-up, witnesses alleged they had seen Bundy 
at Viewmont High School on 8 November 1974 (hours after 
DaRonch was attacked). That evening, student Debra Kent 
had disappeared. While her body was never found, police 
believed they had enough evidence to charge Bundy with 
her kidnapping as well as an attempted criminal assault on 
DaRonch. A key found in the parking lot searched during 
the investigation into Kent’s disappearance fit the handcuffs 
left around DaRonch’s wrists the day she was attacked. 
Possessions at Bundy’s property included a brochure 
advertising a play at Kent’s high school. 

Bundy was released on bail but evidence was mounting up 
against him, and he decided to seek legal counsel. It was that 
winter that Bundy enlisted the help of defence attorney John 
Henry Browne. Browne said that his first encounter with 
Bundy was “strange”, and that he knew early on that Bundy 
was someone who tried to appear normal but clearly wasn’t. 
“The only person I would consider a devil in the traditional 
sense was Ted Bundy,” said Browne, whose memoir The 
Devil’s Defender gives an insight into his time spent with 
what would be one of his most famous clients. 

Bundy’s First Trial
Born Theodore Cowell on 24 November 1946, Bundy grew 
up in Philadelphia believing his grandparents were his 
real parents and his mother was his sister. Later in life he 
discovered that he was a bastard child, and the real identity 
of his father remains unknown. His mother told him that a 
sailor, whose identity has never been found in any records, 
had seduced her. Some speculated that Bundy had been born 
of an incestuous encounter between his mother and her 
father, although there is no definitive proof of this theory. 

What became known of Bundy’s childhood was confusing. 
Throughout his life he told different accounts to different 
people. In one story he claimed to have admired his 
grandfather, the man who raised him during the first years 

 PEOPLE OFTEN SAY TED BUNDY WAS 
CHARMING, HANDSOME AND INTELLIGENT, BUT 

I DON’T THINK ALL THAT WAS TRUE 

LEFT When caught by Officer 
Hayward, Bundy attempted 
to explain away the unusual 
items found in his car by 
saying that they were tools for 
his studies at the university
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of his life, while in another he depicted him to be a violent 
bigot with a temper to be feared. When his (real) mother 
remarried, her new husband adopted her illegitimate son. At 
school he had been a bright and promising child, but became 
known as a peeping Tom. According to old classmates who 
spoke to crime author Ann Rule for her book The Stranger 
Beside Me, Bundy was a well-liked kid at school, despite his 
own recollection that he hadn’t had many friends and found 
it difficult to connect with other children. 

Bundy’s life was one long and drawn out downward 
spiral, even beyond his first trial on 3 February 1976 in Utah. 
Under the advice of his attorney, John O’Connell, Bundy 
waived his right to a jury, leaving his fate in the hands of 
Third District Court Judge Stewart Hanson Jr. But against 
O’Connell’s better judgement, Bundy decided to testify. While 
a shy and shaken DaRonch sat on the witness stand for most 
of the afternoon, Bundy exuded confidence in his façade of 
innocence and had an answer for everything. 

Asked to identify the man who attacked her, she singled 
out Bundy. O’Connell attempted to disprove her memory 
by drawing upon the fact she had been shown numerous 
pictures of possible assailants. “Is there an effect on the 
witness trying to recall a face if he or she is shown a great 
many pictures?” he asked a psychologist called to testify. 
“Yes,” they replied. “The more pictures a victim sees… the 
more chance of failure to correctly identify a picture.” The 
psychologist also added that a victim remembers less about 
their ordeal in a stressful situation. Taking the stand, Bundy 
told the judge he had not encountered DaRonch on the day of 

her attack. He admitted to owning a pair of handcuffs, saying 
he had found them at the local dump. 

“People often say Ted Bundy was charming, handsome 
and intelligent, but I don’t think all that was true,” Browne 
said. “He was not as bright as everyone says he was. He 
was manipulative to the extreme.” Such a character was 
clearly on display outside the courtroom. Bundy tried to 
charm the media into believing he was a saint caught up in a 
misunderstanding. “I intend to complete my legal education 
and become a lawyer, a damn good lawyer,” he told reporters. 

Meanwhile, the families and friends of the women 
who had gone missing since Bundy’s arrival in the state 
in 1974 looked on, outraged and desperate to know what 
had happened to their loved ones. First to disappear from 
Utah was 16-year-old cheerleader Nancy Wilcox. Deemed 
a runaway at first, her body, similarly to Kent’s, has never 
been found. Then there had been the police chief’s daughter, 
Melissa Smith, who was raped and strangled, her nude body 
found in the mountains just weeks later. Laura Aime, just a 
year older than Wilcox, was also found in the mountains. She 
had been beaten, raped and strangled . 

Despite his charm, the judge saw straight through Bundy, 
and after only a weekend of deliberation, found him guilty 

 IF HE HAD BEEN RELEASED, THERE IS NO 
QUESTION THAT HE WOULD HAVE GONE ON TO 

KILL MORE PEOPLE 

Numerous witnesses and acquaintances 
noted how every time they saw Bundy, 
his appearance changed slightly, but his 
eyes, described as “evil” by many of his 
victims, were easily distinguishable

ABOVE As well as defending 
Ted Bundy, John Henry Browne 
has become famous for 
defending some of humanity’s 
worst killers, including 
Benjamin Ng and Army Staff 
Sergeant Robert Bales
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of Kent’s kidnapping and DaRonch’s attack. Bundy couldn’t 
be convicted of killing the other girls; there was either 
too little evidence or no body to prove his guilt. He was 
sentenced to between one and 15 years in prison. Although 
he still proclaimed his innocence to the media, Colorado 
investigators decided in October they had enough evidence to 
try him for the 1974 murder of 23-year-old Caryn Campbell. 

A guide to Colorado ski lodges found in Bundy’s 
possessions was key evidence of his involvement in her 
death. The Wildwood Inn was bookmarked – the same one 
Campbell had vanished from in January. Her body was found 
miles from the inn a month later, encircled by a crimson 
patch alluding to the blunt force bludgeoning she had 
received hours after she was last seen. By early 1977, Bundy 
was extradited to Aspen, Colorado, to face trial once again.

A Death Wish
In Colorado, Bundy decided to represent himself at his trial. 
During the recess at his pre-trial hearing in Pitkin County 
Courthouse, Bundy leapt from a second-floor window. With 
his shackles loosened to allow him more movement, it was 
just the opportunity Bundy needed to escape. He sprained his 
ankle during the leap, but still he remained at large for eight 
days before he was rearrested. Bundy maintained that in 
Aspen he would not be given a fair trial as a media sensation 
had erupted, and he demanded to be sent to Glenwood 
Springs for the rest of his trial. The judge granted his request.

There was little evidence tying Bundy to Campbell’s 
murder. The ski lodge brochures, gas receipts from the 
surrounding area and two “indistinguishable” hairs found 
in Bundy’s seized vehicle held very little evidential value. A 
witness claimed to have seen Bundy leaving the lodge the 
night Campbell went missing, but at the pre-trial hearing, she 
was unable to identify him. Before the trial date, in December 
1977, Bundy escaped again. Browne heard from him just 
hours before he escaped, and when the news broke, he 
became concerned about what Bundy would do next. But by 
then Bundy had been out of prison for a day, and his absence 
was undetected by prison guards. He was hiding in plain 
sight in Chicago and, for all intents and purposes, could have 
stayed hidden. But instead he went to Tallahassee in Florida. 

A little over two weeks later, his murderous urges gained 
momentum once again, and he paid a visit to Florida State 
University’s Chi Omega sorority house. He broke in, killing 
two girls: Margaret Bowman and Lisa Levy, aged 21 and 
20 respectively, and seriously injuring two others. All four 
victims had suffered horrific sexual abuse. Levy had been 
violated with a hairspray canister and almost had her 
nipple torn off in Bundy’s frenzied attack. Surprisingly, local 
investigators were at this time unaware of Bundy, who had 
once again left the scene completely devoid of evidence. 
Less than a month later, 12-year-old Kimberley Leach was 
abducted from school, sexually assaulted and killed by Bundy, 
who strangled her and left her body in an old pig pen. Leach 
would be Bundy’s last victim. He was caught by a cop less 
than a week later driving with stolen licence plates. Browne 
says he thinks Bundy had a death wish. “I think he got caught 
on purpose because he was in the best shape he had ever 
been in, and the cop who caught him was an overweight 
50-year-old guy. Ted could have easily outrun him. I don’t 
know what prompted that death wish – whether he knew he 
was dangerous and evil and had to be stopped, which I doubt. 
But I think it was more that he wanted to continue playing 
the game of manipulating the system.”

Nevertheless, from the county jail Bundy called Browne. 
The police hadn’t caught on to who he was. Under the 
disguise of ‘Mr Rosebud’, he called Browne, who urged 
him to tell the authorities who he was before they found 
out themselves. Bundy promised he would, but not before 
spending one more night invisible to the detectives. 
Browne, torn by his professional and moral ethics, was left 
to wonder what Bundy would do next. “I thought I could 
call a journalist friend of mine who knew Ted, so then the 
journalist could call the police, but then that would be 
backtracking on my ethical responsibilities. I didn’t sleep that 
night and was very relieved that the newspapers showed he 
had been arrested in Florida. If he had been released, there is 
no question that he would have gone on to kill more people.”

Confessions Of 
A Control Freak

Luckily for Browne’s conscience, Bundy revealed himself 
to the authorities and he was arrested for the murders. His 
crimes since his escape from Glenwood Springs were at the 
forefront of the state’s investigation: the double homicide at 
Chi Omega, the two surviving victims, an attack on a local 
student a half hour later whose injuries to her skull left her 
deaf, and Leach’s slaying. Browne and lawyer Millard Farmer, 
a death penalty opponent from Atlanta, worked with the 
authorities to tailor a plea bargain for Bundy – should he 
confess to the crimes he had committed in Florida, then the 
charges against him in Washington, Colorado and Utah could 
not be brought forward for the death penalty. 

Bundy signed the paperwork to say he would confess, 
making it a triumphant moment for Browne and Millard, but 
it would not last long. A hearing was scheduled for the end of 
the month, but in a dramatic change of events, Bundy, already 
in the courtroom and about to be heard by Judge Edward 
Cowart, changed his mind. An exhausted and, according to 
Browne, “somewhat crazy” looking Bundy suddenly declared, 
“I’m not going to do it.”

Millard resigned, frustrated that his time was being 
wasted. Browne decided to take one last attempt to counsel 
Bundy. However, Bundy pleaded not guilty to the murders 

Nevertheless, from the county jail Bundy called Browne. ABOVE During his fi rst Colorado 
trial, Bundy escaped out of 
the window of the library of 
the Pitkin County Courthouse 
having asked to use it to assist 
him with his defence in court
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and the trial was transferred to Miami, as the job of finding 
an impartial jury in Tallahassee was near impossible. It was 
almost a year until Bundy would fall under the spotlight once 
again in June 1979 for his Miami trial, and although Browne 
felt after his plea bargain had been turned down that he 
would no longer have any contact with Bundy, he was called 
to be both a state witness and a defence witness at the trial.

Before his testimony, Browne visited his former client in 
his cell in Dade County Jail. What happened next, according 
to Browne, was completely out of the blue. “He was lying on 
the cell floor and he looked up at me and said, ‘John, I want 
to be a good person, I’m just not’.” Such a comment from 
Bundy, who by now was the most notorious serial killer in 
the USA, shocked Browne. “For Ted to acknowledge that he 
was not a good person was very unusual for a sociopath. It 
might have been a manipulative statement made to me to get 
me to care more about him, because I pretty much withdrew 
from his case after he turned down the plea bargain, but I do 
believe it was sincere. He was on the floor crying. I think that 
he was at the point where he had lost complete control.” 

The pair continued to talk and Bundy confessed that his 
attitude towards his victims had been more about control 
than sex. “He told me he would stalk women and decide that 
he would exercise his power and compassion by not attacking 
them,” Browne said. Another shocking revelation was that 
Bundy confessed to killing more than 100 people, one of 
them being a male. Such an event had happened when Bundy 
was only a teenager; it was a game of sexual exploration that 
turned deadly. But in a flash, Bundy’s solemn and melancholy 
moment had passed and he went back to being his usual 
self. “I believe a small part of Ted knew he was evil, and that 
may have been one of the reasons he turned down the plea 
bargain to save his life that I obtained.”

Bundy’s argument in the pre-trial hearing was that none 
of his confessions alluding to the murders could be deemed 
viable because he was in a psychotic state of mind. In a 
somewhat controversial move, Cowart suppressed potentially 
vital evidence, including Browne’s testimony of his phone 
conversation with Bundy before he was arrested for murder 
in Florida. He suppressed any evidence attesting to Bundy’s 
state of mind that night. Bundy’s Utah arrest and the items 
found in his car were also deemed inadmissible. However, 
forensic odontologist Richard Souviron distinguished Bundy’s 
teeth as the set that had left an impression on the left buttock 
of Chi Omega sorority sister Levy. He said no one other than 
Bundy could have made them.

The Miami Trial
After a week devoted to selecting a jury, Bundy stood accused 
of murder in the first degree, attempted first-degree murder 
and burglary, and the Florida High Court ruled that the trial 
be televised across the nation. Although Bundy had five 
defence attorneys, he insisted he represent himself at trial. 
But evidence against him, even without the confessions and 
Utah arrest, still amounted to a guilty outlook. Testimonies 
from students Connie Hastings and Nita Neary placed 
Bundy in the vicinity of the sorority house the night of the 
attack. Neary pointed to Bundy with a quivering finger 
when asked by the state if she could see the man she had 
witnessed sneaking out of Chi Omega after the murders. 
Asked to verbally identify him, Bundy chipped in, breaking 
the stern silence in the courtroom. “That’s Mr Bundy,” he 
answered, referring to himself in the third person. “Thank 

you, Mr Bundy,” the judge replied. Bundy responded almost 
immediately, “You’re welcome.” Although the defence 
objected to the prosecution’s tactics, Neary spoke up: “I’ve 
had to go over this again and again and again in my mind. 
And I feel positive in my identification.” 

After seven hours of deliberation, a verdict was reached. 
The jury found the defendant guilty of capital murder, leaving 
Cowart to sentence Bundy to death by electrocution. In his 
parting words, Cowart told the serial killer, “Take care of 
yourself young man. I say that to you sincerely; take care of 
yourself, please. It is an utter tragedy for this court to see 
such a total waste of humanity as I’ve experienced in this 
courtroom. You’re a bright young man. You would have made 
a good lawyer and I would have loved to have you practice in 
front of me, but you went another way, partner.” 

Take A Bow
On 7 January 1980, Bundy was back in court, this time to 
face trial for the killing of his final victim. Bundy pleaded 
not guilty by reason of insanity. Once again finding an 
impartial jury in the county where Leach had been killed 
was extremely difficult, and therefore the trial was moved to 
Orlando. Presiding over the court was Judge Wallace Jopling. 
Evidence in this case was much stronger than previous trials: 
credit card receipts proved Bundy had been in the area, and a 
fireman testified he had seen Bundy leading a young girl into 

 HE WAS LYING ON THE CELL FLOOR AND HE 
LOOKED UP AT ME AND SAID, ‘JOHN, I WANT TO 

BE A GOOD PERSON, I’M JUST NOT’ 

ABOVE Shortly before he was 
executed and stretchered off, 
Bundy talked about how he 
committed at least 70 murders 
across the US. He provided 
FBI agents with hard evidence 
of at least 16 murders

TED BUNDY ON TRIAL
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a white van that had been parked outside Leach’s school the 
day she disappeared. Fibres from Leach’s clothes were found 
in the van Bundy had rented and on his own clothes. While 
a physician testified as to the unnatural position Leach’s 
decomposed body had been found in, Bundy doodled on a 
yellow pad, seemingly uninterested in the case. His defence 
counsel did all they could to discredit witnesses, claiming 
that the sensational media had tainted the defendant. 

It was during this trial that Bundy made one of his final 
shocking moves, when he proposed to Carole Anne Boone, 
his on-off girlfriend who he had met in 1974. She had moved 
to Florida to be with him, and was in the middle of testifying 
on his behalf during the penalty phase of the trial when he 
popped the question. According to Florida law, if a couple 
declare themselves man and wife in a court of law and in 
front of a judge, then they are legally wed. His marital status 
did little to prevent his conviction. He was found guilty and 
sentenced for a third time to die in the electric chair. 

When asked what the hardest part of defending Bundy 
was, Browne said, “Dealing with his self-destructive 
behaviour. Ted would do self-destructive things like represent 
himself and make a fool out of himself.”

“There are so many sides to Ted that people find 
interesting,” Browne continued. “Firing all his lawyers, 
representing himself, getting married to his wife in court – 
doing that in front of a judge, which made their marriage 
legal – and the fact that he most likely conceived a child 
while in maximum security.” 

For almost a decade, Bundy tried to appeal his death 
sentence, but each time it was thrown out, and his execution 
was scheduled for 24 January 1989. “I didn’t believe that 
people were born evil,” said Browne, who refused to be at his 
former client’s execution, “until I met Ted Bundy.” 

GLEEFUL FLORIDIANS GATHERED OUTSIDE 
THE PRISON WHILE INSIDE, A DISTINCTLY 
LESS CONFIDENT BUNDY PREPARED TO 
MEET HIS MAKER
On the morning of 24 January 1989, Bundy was strapped 
to the electric chair; a condemned man, his time was 
up. Browne recalled how, “Florida was just a frenzy. The 
conservative rednecks were frying bacon to sound like the 
electric chair.” Meanwhile a small group of anti-death 
penalty protesters gathered outside the gates of Florida’s 
Starke State prison.

Despite numerous appeals, requests for stays of 
execution and an attempt to drip feed information on his 
victim’s whereabouts in return for his own life, Bundy 
was given his last meal. He denied a ‘special meal’ and 
therefore was given the traditional dish of medium-rare 
steak, eggs, hash browns, toast, milk, coffee, juice, butter 
and jelly. But it remained untouched. Instead he spent 
his fi nal night weeping and praying with his Methodist 
minister, Fred Lawrence. Gone was the confi dence he had 
once displayed in court, his dark and distinctive hair had 
been shaved, leaving a glistening bald patch where it once 
was. Oil was applied to the skin to enhance the work of 
the 2,000 volts of electricity that would soon be coursing 
through his body. Strapped in, his piercing eyes searched 
for familiar faces that sat behind the glass. 42 witnesses 
had gathered including the men who had prosecuted 
him and the families of his victims. Superintendent Tom 
Barton asked Bundy if he had any last words. After a 
brief pause, Bundy, referring to one of his lawyers and 
his minister, said: “Jim and Fred, I’d like you to give my 
love to my family and friends.” Final words uttered, the 
last strap was pulled tight across his chin and the metal 
cap was bolted in place. The black curtain closed and 
Bundy disappeared from view as the executioner fl ipped 
the switch. Bundy’s body clenched, his fi sts tightened and 
a minute later the switch was fl ipped again, ending the 
surge of electricity momentarily while a doctor checked 
him over. Underneath Bundy’s blue shirt his heart had 
stopped; a light was shone into his eyes but the lights 
inside were fi nally out. At 7.16am, the nightmare for many 
was over, as Bundy was pronounced dead.

DEFENDING THE DEVILDEFENDING THE DEVIL

“ T U E S D AY  I S 
F R Y  D AY ”

The public cheered for the long-awaited 
demise of a monster who had staved off 
his execution for almost a decade, in a 
manipulative ploy to save his own life
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DEFENDING THE DEVIL

WHAT WAS THE ATMOSPHERE LIKE IN COURT 
THROUGHOUT THE TRIAL?
It was clear that it was going to be the day that the verdict 
came down, so there was a lot of anxiety. I remember at the 
time thinking that he seemed very normal the fi rst week of the 
trial, and then his behaviour got a bit more bizarre. The jury 
came back and when they read the verdict, he was pretty still. 
Then, at a later point, when the jury left and the judge had 
said what he had to say, Ted turned away from the jury box 
and the judge. 

WHAT HAPPENED WHEN THE VERDICT WAS READ OUT?
I was watching Ted and only Ted at that point; there was a lot 
of tension in the courtroom and I remember a quick hum of 
activity when the verdict was announced, but I don’t really 
recall anything stupendous happening. I was concentrating 
very hard on Ted, watching every single move he made. My 
guess is that everyone else was looking at the judge and jury, 
but I was looking at him. I was surprised when he made that 
gesture. It happened for a split second, it wasn’t a prolonged 
temper-tantrum or fi t of rage, he just put his hand up, 
slammed it down, and that was the end of it. It was very quick, 
literally less than a second. 

WERE YOU SHOCKED?
The only thing that was shocking was that he didn’t seem 
to be taking it very seriously, and the fact that someone who 
looked outwardly so normal could have done something so 
bad. I expected him to have something about his appearance 
that would give you a clue, but it didn’t. He was clean cut, 
he was well spoken and he looked very average. Except for 
when he made that face that I captured, and a couple of times 
that he got mad, you didn’t see him out of control one way or 
another. He wasn’t making a fuss or laughing or anything, he 
was trying to display himself as a very normal person – and for 
the most part he succeeded.

WAS THERE A LOT OF PRESSURE AS A 
PHOTOGRAPHER IN THAT SITUATION?
I’m a pretty seasoned photographer at this point. I’ve seen 
wars and riots and disasters, and just about every bad thing 
you can imagine, I’ve been through. I was in the courtroom 
for a lot of the trial. It was what we call a pool situation – only 
one photographer was allowed in. The only thing is serving 
strict rules and decorum. However, this was only the second 
major trial in Florida and it was very early on in the process of 
them allowing cameras in the courtroom too. If you made a 
mistake, courtroom access could be terminated. You wanted 
to be respectful and not make a mistake that would jeopardise 
access for everyone. In a courtroom there’s no hazard, no 
danger compared to when you’re in a war situation where 
bullets are fl ying, that’s pressure and nerve wracking and 

intense. This was a case of being conscientious. There was 
no pressure, only knowing that I was representing every other 
news organisation, and I was the only one there so if I missed 
something, everybody missed it. I was trying to be sensitive to 
not only what the Miami Herald wanted but what every other 
agency wanted.

WHEN PEOPLE ASK ABOUT THE PICTURES HOW DO 
YOU NORMALLY REACT?
I was happy that I was successful in not missing anything, 
it was a job well done that day and I think the picture 
accurately refl ects what was going on in the courtroom. It was 
an interesting place to be. I was young and it was exciting to 
cover the biggest story of the week, but it wasn’t much more 
beyond that. The criminal case was pretty open and shut. I 
don’t really think the outcome was ever in dispute. The state 
had a lot of evidence and he didn’t have a lot to go on. The 
criminal prosecutors had gone at it for a while and he had 
maybe a year or two of law school acting as his own counsel. 
You could see from the judge and the opposing counsel that 
it wasn’t going well for him, so this wasn’t a big shock. The 
horrifi c nature of the crimes he committed were unsettling, 
you didn’t want to think anything like that ever happened. 
The verdict was not a surprise. The only surprise was that 
he showed any emotion, and his display of emotion was 
extremely brief. I’m fairly certain that not many people saw it. 

G O N E  I N  A  F L A S H
PHOTOJOURNALIST BILL FRAKES SNAPPED THIS ICONIC PICTURE OF THE KILLER 
IN COURT WHILE WORKING FOR THE MIAMI HERALD. HE RECALLS THE DAY 
BUNDY’S DEATH SENTENCE WAS DELIVERED

Whether the man himself carved his name into 
this table in the Orange County Courthouse or 
it was the work of a practical joker, it can’t be 
denied that Ted Bundy left an indelible mark on 
the communities he tormented

 HE WASN’T MAKING A FUSS OR LAUGHING 
OR ANYTHING, HE WAS TRYING TO DISPLAY 

HIMSELF AS A VERY NORMAL PERSON – AND 
FOR THE MOST PART HE SUCCEEDED 
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MAXINE CARR’S INVOLVEMENT IN THE MURDER OF TWO LITTLE GIRLS LED THE BRITISH PRESS TO 
DUB HER THE ‘NEW MYRA HINDLEY’. BUT WAS SHE JUST ANOTHER VICTIM OF IAN HUNTLEY?

SHE COVERED 
FOR A KILLER

THE MURDER OF HOLLY WELLS & JESSICA CHAPMAN

WORDS MARTYN CONTERIO

33



ABOVE Huntley told reporters 
he must have been the last 
person to see them alive. 
Carr, also a face on television, 
described how lovely the girls 
were. There was genuine shock 
when the pair were arrested 

RIGHT The girls were captured 
on CCTV in the car park of 
Soham’s Ross Peers sports 
centre, where they’d been to 
buy sweets. This is the last 
sighting of them alive
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MAXINE CARR

Jeremy Thompson, the Sky News reporter, likes to say how 
he tipped off the cops about Maxine Carr’s use of the past 
tense in their now-famous television interview. Yet he 

began his line of questioning in the past tense. “What were 
they like?” he asked Carr in a broadcast during the search 
for the missing ten-year-old girls, Holly Wells and Jessica 
Chapman. She simply followed his lead. Other journalists too, 
such as Nathan Yates in his book Beyond Evil (2005), noted 
the use of past tense without seeming to realise Thompson 
had started off in such a vein. Yet for some, this usage 
proved beyond a doubt that she knew the girls to be dead 
and is crucial evidence of her guilt. The cynical British press 
sought to aggrandise her role to justify continued venomous 
attacks, which have lasted to this day. Carr (not unlike Myra 
Hindley) disturbed the moral order and patriarchal views of 
feminine attributes: that all women are caring, nurturing, and 
somehow programmed to never hurt a child. Carr told a lie 
and it destroyed her life. Whatever else she knew about the 
murders is a minefield of supposition.

Charged and convicted with perverting the course of 
justice, Maxine Carr was not in Soham the evening her 
boyfriend, Ian Huntley, killed two ten-year-old girls in what 
police believe was a fit of rage after a phone call with Carr, 
whom he suspected of cheating on him. Why did she lie? Did 
she not cotton on to the fact he’d killed the girls? She knew 
of his disturbing past as a man serially accused of rape and 
he’d admitted to ‘Max’ that Holly and Jessica had been in 
the house on the night they’d disappeared. Carr effectively 
battened down the hatches and stood by Huntley through 
thick and thin, until locked up and forced to confront a truth 
she possibly knew from the start and may have repressed or 
genuinely couldn’t believe possible. 

During the television interview, after talking in general 
about the girls, who she knew via her job as a teacher’s 
assistant, a position she held from February 2002 to the end 
of the summer term that year, Carr showed the nation a card 
Holly had made for her. “She was very, very upset because I 
didn’t get my job and she just gave me this with a poem on 
the inside saying to a special teaching assistant – really we’ll 
miss her a lot and we’ll see her in the future. And that’s the 
kind of girl she was, she was just lovely, really lovely.” 

Asked for a final line, essentially a plea to the girls or their 
captor, Carr said: “Just get on the phone and just come home. 
Or if somebody’s got them, just let them go. It doesn’t matter 
where you let them go as long as you just let them go and let 
them come home.”

More so than the brazen murderer Ian Huntley giving 
interviews, Maxine Carr became the true demonised figure 
of the Soham murders because of public displays like this. 
How could she be so cold, so stupid, so intent on maintaining 
a fiction? It’s what she didn’t do that ultimately caused the 
lasting infamy. For Carr provided a false alibi and acted in 
front of the entire world like she was as mystified as the next 
person as to what had happened to Holly and Jessica. 

A Quiet Place 
in the Country

Hope is a curious thing. We cling to it desperately in times of 
great pressure and adversity, but hope can also be cruel. In 
cases of child abduction, those sick with worry face the storm 
of press conferences and 24/7 media attention. Pleading for 
information or the safe return of their child, they await any 
scrap of news about their son or daughter. The mental and 
physical toll is gigantic. It can last a lifetime and change a 

person irrevocably. Then there is the unspoken prospect of a 
kidnapping turning into a murder investigation. If possible, 
such black thoughts are warded off by the shining light of 
hope. It’s what keeps parents and relatives from total collapse 
and despair. That is why hope can be cruel. 

The first few hours of any potential abduction are crucial 
to how the rest of the drama will unfold. Detectives will also 
begin to twig whether it bears the hallmarks of abduction 
plus killing. Of course, they cannot tell the parents and 
media straight out that new factors have come into play, that 
it’s now a potential murder investigation. Reasons for this 
are ample. Any leaked info, for example, could potentially 
work in the favour of the killer. If, as Cambridgeshire police 
suspected, the fiend was among them – even taking part 
in the search – they couldn’t give the game away. It’s like 
playing your hand before the other cards have been dealt. It’s 
best to maintain a poker face, to deploy secretive methods. 

As hours turned to days, the disappearance of Holly 
and Jessica, until the April Jones murder in 2012, sparked 
the biggest nation-wide search the country had ever seen. 
Cambridgeshire police were overwhelmed with information 
from the public. Police were logging 1,800 phone calls a day, 
at one point. Almost two weeks into the investigation, things 
kicked into gear proper. Public angst and media coverage, 
too, threatened to turn against the police. How can two girls 
just vanish into thin air? Were the police telling townsfolk 
everything? The sense of frustration across the board was 
palpable. What had happened to Jessica and Holly? 

Soham, Cambridgeshire, is home to 8,000 people, and 
before that late summer of 2002, many had never heard of 
the place. Why would they? It’s a small, village-like little 
corner of the provinces dotted with military bases and 
not much in between. An idyllic nook of the country to 
raise a family, live an entirely ordinary life and where the 
community spirit and feeling was high. For two girls to 
vanish without a trace was unthinkable. Bad things didn’t 
happen in Soham, until one day they did.

The Killer in Plain Sight 
“Beggars belief” the young man liked to say to officers, the 
media and fellow residents. “Beggars belief” almost became 
this guy’s catchphrase. 28-year-old Soham Village College 
residential caretaker Ian Huntley looked concerned for the 
safety and return of Holly and Jessica as much as the next 
worried soul asked for a line to feed the media beast. 

Like an actor who’d received the best training in the 
world, Huntley supplied the trembling lip and misty-eyed 
waterworks each time he recounted the moment he saw 
Holly and Jessica pass his house at 5 College Close. As 
Huntley brushed Sadie, his dog, the two girls approached 
and inquired about ‘Miss Carr’, away visiting her mother 
up north. The reason the cops failed to zero in on Huntley 
from the off comes down not just to his plausible shtick, but 
in those early days he was among a plethora of potential 
witnesses (police estimated at least 30). While in hindsight 
we can point the finger and say, “There’s something not quite 
right about that guy,” during those frantic days in Soham, 
he was just a local, a face among the crowd, another citizen 

 FOR TWO GIRLS TO VANISH WITHOUT A 
TRACE WAS UNTHINKABLE. BAD THINGS DIDN’T 
HAPPEN IN SOHAM, UNTIL ONE DAY THEY DID 
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SHE COVERED FOR A KILLER

Brady was the instigator, Hindley the devout 
follower. Brady, the dominant force in their 
relationship, did the killing and Hindley attempted 
to portray herself as a victim. Yet her twisted 
actions made her an integral part of the murders. 

THE FOLIE À DEUX ARCHETYPE IS 
NOTHING NEW. HOW DO HUNTLEY AND 
CARR COMPARE TO OTHER INFAMOUS 
COUPLES IN REAL CRIME HISTORY?  

COUPLES THAT KILL

Ian Brady and 

Myra Hindley 1963-65

1967-87

Dec 1957 
to Jan 1958

2006

Fred and 

Rose West

Charles Starkweath
er 

and Caril Ann Fuga
te

Sarah Bullock and 

Darren Stewart

The depraved sadists and 
killers fed off each other’s 
perverse manias and 
energies. They were truly a 
match made in hell, killing 
not only strangers and 
Fred’s ex-partners, but their 
own child too. 

The inspiration for many 
‘lovers on the run’ movies, 
Charles Starkweather was an 
idiot with a violent temper 
who believed the whole world 
was against him. Killing 11 
people, Starkweather had a 
sit down with Old Sparky in 
1958. Caril Ann did a 17-
year stint in prison.

Said to be under the deviant infl uence of partner 
Darren Stewart, teenager Sarah Bullock took 
part in the torture of a man with severe learning 
diffi culties and made him jump to his death from a 
30-metre viaduct near Truro, Cornwall.

The famous photograph of Chapman 
and Wells, taken but half an hour 
before their disappearance on the 
evening of 2 August 2002. This is the 
iconic image of the girls



ABOVE Huntley used his 
car to drive the bodies into 
neighbouring Suffolk, fi nding 
a discreet bit of land near a 
nature reserve and RAF base 
in which to leave them
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MAXINE CARR

dismayed by what was happening. Only when he started 
showing his face regularly on television did folk in his 
hometown start to call in and tell them all about the man’s 
disturbing and violent past. 

Huntley’s accent wasn’t the only thing that stood out in 
this placid part of middle England. The couple living at 5 
College Close were friendly enough, but somewhat aloof 
from the wider community. They’d been in town 11 months, 
rarely socialised, kept themselves to themselves and generally 
had little more to say than a passing “hello”. Nothing at all 
out of the ordinary, for some folk are just that way inclined. A 
desire for privacy is not in any way sinister, after all. 

During the search, Huntley came across as a pillar of the 
community who barely slept. He’d organised searches, let 
residents and the police search college grounds and spoke 
on television about the ordeal. It’s well known that serial 
killers will insert themselves into the investigation, usually 
writing taunting letters or returning to the scene of the 
crime, reliving their deeds in secret, getting off on the fact 
everybody around them is standing right next to the very 
person responsible. Huntley wasn’t a serial killer, but he was 
a serial rapist with an interest in children. And here he was 
on British television talking about his encounter with the 
girls, looking ashen and crestfallen, haunted, he said, by the 
fact he may have been the last one to see them alive. 

Many were taken in hook, line and sinker. Reporters 
largely saw Ian Huntley and his 25-year-old girlfriend, 
Maxine Carr, also from Lincolnshire, as utterly ordinary 
individuals, the kind of people you’d least expect to be 
involved in child murder in a million years. Digging a little 
deeper, however, revealed warning signs that this couple 
were not only dysfunctional and in an abusive relationship, 
but Huntley was a time-bomb waiting to go off. Several 
times reporters felt uneasy about the pair and reported their 
misgivings to the police. But it was just another tip or call 
to log, another avenue to investigate in an operation that 
threatened to swamp all involved. 

It was little things, too. Huntley told conflicting stories 
about whether he’d seen the girls on the night they’d 
disappeared. He constantly pestered coppers and journalists 
for info, or when interviewed at his home, the place reeked 
of lemon-scented cleaning products, and the dining room – 
where police believed the murders occurred – was stripped 
bare and dishevelled. Huntley told anybody who peered in at 
the room it was being redecorated and given everything that 
was going on it’d come to a standstill. 

Huntley, though increasingly paranoid as the days went 
by, convinced he was about to be pinched, also thought he’d 
presented himself as a caring person above reproach. This 
was a guy with the audacity to approach Holly’s dad, Kevin 
Wells, on several occasions, a man sick with agony and worry, 
to say how sorry he was for the horror his family and the 
Chapmans were enduring. There was a point, too, when 
Huntley thought his act was having the required effect on the 
police. They’d regularly come by for a chat, always friendly, 
asking him to go over precisely, again and again, his meeting 
with the girls at around 6.30pm on Sunday 4 August. Huntley 
was completely unaware officers had specifically targeted 
him around Day 10 as a TIE (Trace, Interview, Eliminate) 
suspect and conducted a forensic search of his home, soon 
realising the place was spotless. This was strange, but 
maybe they were obsessive cleaners? A clean home wasn’t 
incontrovertible proof of guilt. But they did find a suspicious 
dent on the side of the bathtub and they had eyewitness 
statements – from numerous people – that Carr was in 

Grimsby on the weekend the girls disappeared. Officers were 
playing nice in attempt to catch a killer. Waiting for a vital 
clue to turn up or for Huntley to make a wrong move at last, 
or have enough evidence to swoop in and make the arrest.  

The Bodies Discovered 
It’s grim business being the one to inform an emotionally 
exhausted and distraught father and mother their child’s 
body has been found. The glimmer of hope that has so 
energised them, the speck of faith that the ordeal’s end will 
be happy, with plenty of joyful tears spiked with thunderous 
anger their child made them so sick with worry, it closes 
definitively. There is no delicate way of putting it, so the truth 
is announced with a heavy heart and much professionalism. 

On 21 August, two child-sized bodies that had been found 
on Saturday 17 August, just over the border into Suffolk, near 
a military base used by the USA, RAF Lakenheath, were 
identified as the remains of Holly and Jessica. By this time, 
though, the net around Huntley and Carr was closing in fast. 
First questioned formally on 16 August, for a total of seven 
hours, by this time officers were starting to publicly admit to 
the press and a gripped country awaiting fresh developments 
this was now – as they’d suspected – a murder case. 

 ALONG WITH A VOLATILE TEMPER, WHICH 
FLARED UP UNDER THE LEAST PROVOCATION, 

HUNTLEY ENJOYED TORTURING ANIMALS 

Police found that Huntley had 
changed the lining of the boot of his 
car, replacing it with carpet



INSET The burned remains of 
Man United FC replica shirts 
were discovered on Soham 
College grounds, and hairs 
belonging to Huntley were 
found on the shirts

ABOVE The net began to close 
on Huntley and Carr two weeks 
after the disappearances. They 
were questioned by police 
and later both arrested on 
suspicion of murder
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Keith Pryer, a gamekeeper who worked on the nearby 
Wangford Estate, had noticed a pungent stench around 
a local area known as Common Drove, close to an area 
where he kept and looked after pheasant pens. The foul, 
acrid aroma could only be one thing: a dead animal. One 
morning, determined to locate the source of the stink that 
had bothered him now for several days, he took along Helen 
Sawyer and Adrian Lawrence and as they traipsed along a 
drainage ditch – covering both sides – Mr Lawrence called 
out, “Do not come any further, Helen, go back to the van.” 

What Pryer saw will no doubt haunt him for the rest of his 
days. Laying in maggot-filled water side by side, neatly, almost 
respectfully placed, with their hands folded, were the bare, 
skeletal remains of what appeared to be two dead children. 
The degradation was severe. Pathologists ultimately identified 
the girls using DNA. Pieces of the girls’ clothing were found 
nearby, which Huntley had cut off with scissors in what 
looked a hurried fashion at the scene, and a path through 
nettles down to the drainage ditch could be traced. In a final 
act of savage indignity, Ian Huntley, in a further attempt at 
removing all traces of his involvement, had returned on 7 
August and attempted to set fire to the bodies. 

Before Soham 
What signs are there in Huntley’s childhood that the boy 
would one day grow up to be a child murderer? Born in 1974 
in Grimsby, Lincolnshire, Ian Huntley was like millions of 
others: a working-class lad from a solidly working-class town 
in the east of England. But a tough upbringing nor chaotic 

family dynamics explain fully his future actions. Plenty of 
kids are dragged up in the school of hard knocks by parents 
striving to get by. But there are signs. 

Huntley was bullied at school and something of a 
mummy’s boy with a borderline hatred for his father. This 
loathing would cool in later years (it was Ian’s father who 
told him about the job in Soham) but there was a great deal 
of resentment for a very long time. Ian grew up also having it 
in for his younger brother, Wayne, not least when Huntley’s 
first wife, a teenage bride, left him for Wayne and later 
married. This bad blood between siblings never properly 
healed and Ian, in a suicide note found while he languished 
in HMP Woodhill, in June 2003, awaiting trial, forbade 
Wayne from attending the potential funeral. 

In his mid-teens, Huntley decided to turn the tables 
on those who’d wronged him – the kids who’d nicknamed 
him ‘Spacehead’ (because of his large forehead) and began 
to target kids younger than him. This desire to avenge and 
humiliate led to unhealthy places. Along with a volatile 
temper, which flared up under the least provocation, Huntley 
enjoyed torturing animals too – a theme so common in nearly 
all cases of serial murder and crime that the FBI, when 
developing their pioneering techniques of profiling, included 
it along with pyromania and bedwetting past the point it was 
socially acceptable as what they called the ‘homicide triad’. 
Ian’s temper is believed by police to have led directly to the 
murders of Holly and Jessica, which occurred only minutes 
after a massive row over the phone with his girlfriend. 

Those who went to school with Huntley recall a chronic 
attention-seeker and pathological liar. This lying became a 

SHE COVERED FOR A KILLER



38

MAXINE CARR

HUNTLEY STRIKES
Huntley sees the girls walking 
towards the house and entices 
them in, perhaps using Carr 
as bait. She is away visiting 
family, but Chapman and 
Wells don’t know this.

GIRLS MISLED
Huntley leads them into 
the dining room, and police 
speculated that he may have 
told them Carr was upstairs 
feeling unwell.

HOLLY DROWNED
Their killer is not a big guy, 
but the ten-year-olds would 
have stood little chance when 
he decided to attack them. 
He claimed in court Holly 
drowned in the bath and 
Jessica was smothered.

HUNTLEY’S VERSION OF EVENTS THAT 
EVENING IS A PACK OF LIES, BUT POLICE 
ALSO BELIEVED THERE TO BE A KERNEL 
OF TRUTH TO SOME PARTS OF IT. HUNTLEY, 
AFTER HIS CONVICTION, BEGAN TO INSIST 
IN PHONE CALLS TO HIS MOTHER THAT 
MAXINE CARR KNEW ALL ABOUT THE 
MURDERS EARLY ON

HOW IT HAPPENED

Huntley initially claimed he had 
accidentally knocked Holly in to the 
bath when she was in the bathroom, 
which is when she drowned

The house where Huntley and Carr lived, 
and where Holly and Jessica were killed, was 
provided as part of Ian’s job with the school
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JESSICA STRANGLED
Huntley told his mother 
he’d murdered Jessica by 
strangulation when she 
discovered Holly had been 
killed in the bathroom. She 
had tried to telephone her 
mum, in a panic.

A KILLER’S REASONING
Huntley explained: “I was 
telling her to stop shouting 
so I could think. She kept 
saying, ‘You pushed her. 
You pushed her.’ It was only 
when I put my hand on her 
shoulder as she went for the 
door that I realised I couldn't 
let her leave the house.”

BODIES DUMPED
The killer wraps the bodies 
in bin bags and drives 27 
kilometres to a secluded spot 
close to RAF Lakenheath. 
Huntley, an avid plane 
spotter, knows the area well 
as his grandmother also lives 
in the village of Lakenheath.

CONFESSION TO CARR
Huntley telephones Carr on 
Monday 3 August and tells 
her that he’s killed Holly and 
Jessica and he needs her 
help. Carr was later adamant 
that she knew nothing about 
the murders. He drives up to 
Grimsby and brings her home 
to Soham.

CARR’S INVOLVEMENT
In Huntley’s new scenario: 
Carr not only learned of the 
killings early on, she actually 
took an active part in the 
covering up of the crime, not 
just providing an alibi for Ian. 
Did she dictate the bodies 
should be burned and help 
clean the house?

The Manchester United tops that the 
girls were wearing when they went 
missing were found burned in a bin

The bodies of Chapman and Wells 
were transported to their dumping 
site in the boot of Huntley’s car. 
They were stripped and set on fire 

SHE COVERED FOR A KILLER

Huntley and Carr’s house 
(bottom right) was fenced 

off so children didn’t 
have to look at it as they 

went to Soham Village 
College (centre)
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MAXINE CARR

 THE COVERAGE AND PUBLIC 
FEELING WAS SO INTENSE, 

THE MEDIA-STOKED VENOM SO 
UNRELENTING, THAT JUDGES 
ORDERED SHE RECEIVE LIFE-

LONG ANONYMITY 

ABOVE Maxine Carr in Holloway 
prison, North London. In the 
eyes of the press and public, 
she became a hated figure. 
The cheap Myra Hindley 
comparison, however, bears 
zero weight or scrutiny

RIGHT The crowd baying for 
blood outside court. During the 
trial, Carr referred to her former 
boyfriend as “that thing”
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common thread through his life. He liked to tell anybody that 
would listen how he was forced to leave the RAF because he 
suffered from asthma, or that he’d won the lottery and was 
moving abroad. On two occasions, he attempted suicide in his 
youth. But most striking of all was an interest in young girls.

Huntley became known to Lincolnshire police as a man 
accused of rape on four separate occasions during 1998, but 
the charges never stuck, even after he was officially charged 
with one of them, which occurred on waste ground near a 
nightclub, where Huntley had effectively stalked his victim 
all night. Part of the reason he was successful in getting the 
job at Soham Village College was that his record had been 
wiped due to lack of convictions. But the allegations were so 
frequent that they would be a major cause of embarrassment 
after events in Soham. Not only that, the documenting of 
sex offenders and the sharing of information between police 
forces country-wide altered significantly. That it came at such 
a devastating cost is but one part of this case’s tragedy.

By the late 1990s, Huntley had his brand of vicious 
domination and control down to an art. He’d come across as 
a nice guy until he’d slept with a girl. After this, girlfriends 
became his emotional and physical punching bags. He’d run 
their lives or harass them until, for reasons only known to 
him, he’d give up and latch on to the next vulnerable target. 
A sordid life bedding vulnerable teenagers and drifting from 
menial factory job to menial factory job, Huntley developed a 
self-pitying persona – the whole world was against him – and 
all he wanted was to be loved and settled down, he’d gripe to 
his mum. That’s when Maxine Carr walked into his life.  

The Woman Who Lied 
Raised in a single-parent family almost as if an only child, 
for her older sister was ten years ahead in age, Maxine Carr 
was a shy and body-conscious girl who fluctuated in weight 
dramatically. A chubby kid, she suffered from anorexia as 
a teenager. Believed by many to be supremely introverted 
unless she’d been tickling booze, she came across as nervous 
and perhaps overly ambitious. It was her dream to become a 
teacher and she loved spending time with kids. 

Hailing from the same part of the world as Huntley, 
there is an incredible irony to their relationship. While often 
violent, abusive and domineering, their union represented 
a kind of stability. Meeting one night in the Hollywood Bar 
nightclub in Grimsby, a tacky drinking establishment, the 
pair hooked up and moved around the area frequently, living 
in one-bedroom flats and bedsits, Huntley telling his new 
girlfriend a sob story about how he constantly felt persecuted 
by everybody for all the claims made against him. Carr, for 
reasons known only to her, fell for the sob story; she actively 
took part in protecting them both come hell or high water. 

The move to Soham looked like a fresh start with 
excellent prospects. But even as early as this move down 
south, they were lying. Carr faked exam results on her 
CV to get a teacher’s assistant position at St Andrew’s 
Primary School, attended by Holly and Jessica. Huntley 
– a serial rapist with a penchant for teenage girls – was 
employed under a three-month trial period initially, as the 
new caretaker at Soham Village College, despite having 
no experience of the role. Yet in those first months, with 
accommodation provided, Huntley was viewed by the 
school as a diligent and trustworthy worker, who worked 
hard and not once stepped out of line or drew suspicion. It’s 
telling, however, that pupils interviewed by the media in the 
aftermath of the murders told conflicting stories. The boys 

hated him and thought he acted creepy around the girls, 
while the female pupils seem to have engaged with him in 
a totally different way. Huntley technically had no criminal 
record because Humberside police had deleted his file due to 
lack of convictions. The school did their background checks, 
but nothing was flagged.

The New Myra Hindley?
As Maxine Carr walked along the corridor to her cell at 
Holloway Prison, shouts rang out. ‘Myra Hindley mark two!’ 
While all united as felons, miscreants and law-breakers, in 
the hermetically sealed kingdom of the jailhouse, with all its 
unique rules and rituals, doing porridge for crimes related to 
child murder makes said person the lowest of the low and the 
target for revenge and attacks.  

The press had a field day with anything relating to Carr. 
Even in 2016, it seeks to whip up indignation and frenzy with 
updates on her life post-release, acting with cynically primed 
outrage at the fact she’s settled down, married, bought a nice 
wedding dress for the big day, had a child and tried to get 
on with life as best she can. The coverage and public feeling 
was so intense, the media-stoked venom so unrelenting, 
that judges ordered she receive life-long anonymity, police 
protection and a ban on newspapers reporting her exact 
location and whereabouts. Yet the howling headlines refuse 
to let the world move on. The whipping up of mob fury has 
led to innocent women who bear a slight resemblance to Carr 
being hounded and assaulted. Was she living in Northern 
Ireland, Scotland or by the sea somewhere on the English 
coast? Tabloids portrayed Carr’s life since as a cake walk, not 
one of constantly living in fear. 

On the other side of the debate, columnists with their 
own agenda presented Carr as a total and utter victim of 
Huntley’s. They softened her role to that of a complete dupe, 
a patsy, making out her involvement was a minor thing, as if 
she was living in fear of her partner’s moods and didn’t quite 
grasp the seriousness of the situation. She had ample chances 
to shop him and didn’t. Carr should have twigged – and 
maybe she did – when arriving home to discover Huntley, a 
man who hadn’t cleaned his home or ever done the dishes in 
all the time she’d known him – had scrubbed the house top 
to bottom, the carpet in the dining room was wet through 
and the place looked spick and span. Not just that, but the 
conversations they’d had over the phone, on the drive back. 
Then came the claim she was an obsessive cleaner, which 
might well be true. But Huntley most certainly was not. He 
told her the girls had been in the house and how he was 
scared because his past would make the cops think he’d done 
something, or would pin it on him. These are strange words 
and ideas – certainly enough for anybody’s alarm bells to 
start ringing. Because this is out of the ordinary, not routine, 
there is a distinct lack of logic. It was as if he was attempting 
to confess but in the most roundabout way imaginable. 

“Stand by your man,” as Tammy Wynette sang. A worthy 
concept, for sure, when it doesn’t involve murder. But Carr 
did just that and doomed herself. It couldn’t be proven in a 
court of law that she had knowledge of the murders before 
their joint arrest and charges (Carr’s alibi initially meant she 
too was charged with murder). But that doesn’t solve the 
matter, or give us a definitive answer. Maxine Carr’s limited 
– but crucial – involvement certainly does not warrant the 
‘Myra Hindley II’ or ‘the vilest woman in Britain’ tags, but 
only she knows deep down what she knew and what she 
didn’t. Her burden, her shame, will remain a private hell.

SHE COVERED FOR A KILLER
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DRUGS, ALCOHOL AND AN UNRELENTING DESIRE TO “PUSH 
THE BOUNDARIES OF COMPLETE AND UTTER ABNORMALITY” 

FUELLED RURIK JUTTING’S GRUESOME DOUBLE MURDER OF TWO 
INDONESIAN VICE GIRLS

WORDS TANITA MATTHEWS

PSYCHO 
BANKER
“ ”
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RURIK JUTTING

Smiling sweetly in a brick-coloured school uniform 
and with tousled hair, six-year-old Rurik Jutting looks 
positively angelic. But skip ahead 23 years and that 

candid smile is replaced by a menacing grin. The ‘boys’ 
beside him are no longer his school friends, but prison 
offi cials escorting a murderer from the courthouse where 
a judge will later hand down a sentence for the barbaric 
slayings of two migrant sex workers. Sumarti Ningsih and 
Seneng Mujiasih had been lured to his lavish apartment in 
the heart of Wai Chan, Hong Kong’s red light district. On 
Halloween 2014, while the British banker rambled on about 
a new journey, Mujiasih was stabbed, even by her killer’s own 
admission, by a “fucking psychopath”, intoxicated on cocaine 
and alcohol. Meanwhile Ningsih’s rotting corpse lay metres 
away in a maggot-infested Chanel suitcase. The shocking 
case was relayed to a jury by a series of video clips shot on 
the killer’s phone showing his “depraved” acts, and caught 
the attention of the media worldwide, as the trial exposed 
Hong Kong’s seedy underbelly and the narcissistic expat who 
exploited it in the lap of luxury. 

A Killer Reputation
Parents usually believe their children to be unique and 
special, and Rurik Jutting’s were no different. Even his 
name was that of royalty, belonging to a 9th-century Russian 
prince and translated as ‘special one’ or ‘great one’. Jutting’s 
upbringing was privileged, but in no way spectacularly 
different from that of a number of children. He was born 
in the picturesque suburb of Chertsey, Surrey, in south-east 
England. His father, Graham, was an engineer, while his 
mother, Karen, ran a nursery class. But from a young age, 
Jutting’s sense of self-entitlement defi ned him.

He grew up affl uent and well educated, starting his 
education at prep school, before attending Abberley Hall, a 
boarding school in the heart of Worcestershire’s countryside. 
From there he went to a £34,000-a-year boarding school, 
Winchester College. His classmates dubbed him ‘Killer’ 
after they reversed his name to spell ‘Kirur’ – a chillingly 
foreboding nickname. Pictures from his university days show 
a good-looking, slim young man nearly always surrounded by 
friends and smiling faces. However, Jutting later claimed that 
his teenage years were not all that happy. 

He alleged that while he was at school he was forced to 
perform oral sex on an older boy. In a separate incident he 
claimed to have been sexually assaulted by a female, when 
he was too drunk to fend off her advances. Rumours also 
allegedly circulated that Jutting was in a gay relationship with 
another boy, and at the age of 16, Jutting had intervened 
in his father’s suicide bid. Despite his hardships, he won 
a scholarship to Peterhouse College in Cambridge. When 
his mother congratulated him on his achievement, he was 
offended that she had even considered the possibility that he 
would not have won the opportunity.

At Cambridge he studied history and law. Jutting appeared 
to evoke a mixed reaction from his peers. While some 
regarded him as pleasant and mannerly, others noted his 
arrogance and strange behaviour. After he graduated, Jutting 
went to work for Barclays bank in structured capital markets. 

His somewhat controversial job involved helping 
clients to reduce their taxes on stock dividends with 
international tax rules. He left Barclays in 2010 to 
join Merrill Lynch, a division of the Bank of America, 
which paid Jutting a six-fi gure salary and multiple 
bonuses for his quick ascension through the ranks.

Jutting was never short of female attention. He 
dated a long-term girlfriend, Sarah Butt, for two 
years. They had met in 2010 when they both worked 
for Barclays, but on a secondment to New York, she 
kissed another man. Although the pair reconciled and 
attempted to work through the betrayal, the trust in 
their relationship was gone and after a few months, 
Jutting called time on their relationship. He also dated 
London-born model and actress Sonya Dyer, aka Sonya 
Milkshake. Years later they parted ways, however, 
Dyer told tabloid newspapers that her ex-boyfriend 
had treated her with nothing but respect. Everyone 
Jutting dated said the same. No one had a bad word 
to say about his temper or his mannerisms. But Jutting 
had a darker side; in his teens he gorged on violent 
pornography and attempted to initiate rough sex in his 
relationships. As a young adult he became addicted to 
sadomasochist pornography, which shaped his fantasies 
and dark desires for submissive partners.  

Just months before he moved to Hong Kong in 
2013, Jutting was in line for a vice president role at 
the bank. But he came under investigation by fi nancial 
watchdogs for violating trading rules. It was at this point that 
psychiatrists deemed his life began to spiral out of control. 
While believing himself brilliant, he received criticism of his 
work and felt that his job was in jeopardy. He admitted that 
he was under a great deal of stress and was drinking three 
quarters of a bottle of vodka every night to help him sleep as 
well consuming large amounts of cocaine. A former girlfriend 
told news outlet Channel 4 that in October that year he had 
tried to kill himself. When he was transferred to a branch in 
Wai Chan, Hong Kong, his vast bank account combined with 
so few friends saw his state of mind plummet.

From Humility To 
Humiliation 

25-year-old Sumarti Ningsih’s life had not been as lavish 
or as ripe with opportunity as Jutting’s. She was from 
Gandrungmangu, a small village in Central Java, Indonesia. 
Married at 17, her husband had left days before their son’s 
birth. At the age of 19 she left the quiet community in 
search of a better life for herself and her family, travelling 
across the South China Sea on a domestic worker’s visa 
to Hong Kong. Back home, her family of six lived on the 
equivalent of £56 a month, earned from labouring days in 
their small rice fi eld. But when Ningsih found work as a 
maid in Hong Kong, she sent them money on a monthly 
basis, sometimes equating to almost £400. 

She returned to Indonesia in 2013 wanting to improve 
her skills but the potential to earn big bucks in Hong Kong 
was too enticing. She promised her father she would be 
returning home at the beginning of November when her 

 HIS CLASSMATES DUBBED HIM ‘KILLER’ AFTER THEY 
REVERSED HIS NAME TO SPELL ‘KIRUR’ – A CHILLINGLY 

FOREBODING NICKNAME 

Jutting called time on their relationship. He also dated 
London-born model and actress Sonya Dyer, aka Sonya 

to say about his temper or his mannerisms. But Jutting 

pornography and attempted to initiate rough sex in his 
relationships. As a young adult he became addicted to 
sadomasochist pornography, which shaped his fantasies 

the bank. But he came under investigation by fi nancial 

Merrill Lynch decided to transfer 
Jutting to Hong Kong in 2013, a 
move that expert witnesses would 
later testify was to “get him out of 
the way”

Mujiasih, who also went by the 
name Jesse Lorena, was the second 
victim enticed to the psycho banker’s 
apartment by the promise of large 
sums of money, just days after 
Ningsih had been killed

Mujiasih met Jutting at the 
New Makati Pub and Disco, 
a nightclub near to his home, 
between 1.35am and 2.15am 
according to two witnesses
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How is narcissistic personality disorder, which 
Jutting was found to suffer from, defi ned?
The central core of the disorder is the belief 
that their needs and wants are the only 
ones that matter, and that other people are 
instruments in achieving that, rather than 
people with their own needs and wants. 
Another trait is the need for other people 
to acknowledge their importance, and the 
sense of self-entitlement is terribly important: 

they feel entitled to do what they want to get where they want. 
Having read about the case it’s clear Jutting had a feeling he was 
quite special and unique. Narcissists can also be interpersonally 
exploitative and take advantage of others to achieve their own ends. 
Some say the person lacks empathy, but I don’t think it’s always 
that. When they talk about lacking empathy I think they mean cold 
and callous, particularly because of the sadism of the fi rst killing (in 
Jutting’s case) – he received gratifi cation from infl icting cruelty, but 
you have to recognise suffering to get gratifi cation from it.

How does torture feed the ego of someone with such a disorder?
The central part of narcissism is the feeling that one is omnipotent. 
To torture others makes them feel more powerful.

What factors aid the development complex personality disorders?
Sometimes, in certain circumstances, say if children are 
neglected or abused, then they might develop ways of coping, ie 
make themselves overly self-suffi cient. That is a response to an 
adverse environment in combination with aspects of their own 
temperament, but, at the more severe end, we think narcissism is 
more genetic. Most of the people I see are not at the most severe 
end, but I think there’s always a combination of the genetics plus 
the response to an environment. 

With Rurik Jutting, by the time he had killed his victims his 
disorder had “progressed to the most severe end of the spectrum”. 
What’s the thought process of a person in this mental state?
He had killed them, so he wasn’t managing himself or coping. 
He broke down with the help of drugs and alcohol, which have a 
disinhibiting effect and make the whole situation a lot worse. It’s a 
bit like the famous scene in Scarface where Pacino has become a 
monster with his face in the pile of cocaine. People turn to drugs 
and alcohol to try to reinforce a sense of themselves – cocaine is 
notorious for that, to make you feel powerful and omnipotent. 

What kind of treatment might someone with a narcissistic 
personality disorder receive?
Some people can mature out of it, but its mainly about managing 
it with the use of psychological intervention. You might use 
psychodynamic psychotherapy, cognitive behavioural psychotherapy, 
Schema therapy or mentalisation-based therapy. 

AS A PROFESSIONAL WITH EXPERIENCE IN THE 
ASSESSMENT, MANAGEMENT AND TREATMENT OF 
THOSE SUFFERING WITH PERSONALITY DISORDERS, 
DR VAN VELSON EXPLAINS THE INNATE TRAITS OF 
NARCISSISTIC PERSONALITY DISORDER

WHAT DROVE JUTTING TO
TORTURE AND MURDER?

BIO

Dr Van Velson is a consultant 
psychiatrist at the Personality 
Disorder Medium Security 
Unit in East London. She is 
also a member of the British 
Psychoanalytical Society. She 
did not assess Rurik Jutting.

DR CLEO VAN 
VELSON

The bustling city life was a world away 
from Ningsih’s mundane routine in her 
home village, where job prospects are poor 
and women spend their days cleaning, 
farming, cooking and praying
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visa expired. Back in Hong Kong she gave up working as a 
domestic worker, making her residency there illegal, but she 
stayed to rack up some cash to send home. When or how she 
became a sex worker remains unclear, but she began to hang 
out in bars where girls were “paid to have a good time”. She 
had met Jutting in a hotel room on one occasion before her 
death. He had paid her for sex but she had offered him half 
of his money back if she was allowed to leave early, after 
he became particularly rough. She agreed to meet him on 
25 October once again for an undisclosed amount of money 
for her services. Stressed out by work, Jutting had sought 
solace in sex, drugs and alcohol in Hong Kong. His tastes 
for pushing his sexual boundaries had expanded to searching 
Grindr for gay black men, transsexuals and prostitutes. 

Just days before her death, Ningsih phoned home for the 
last time. She and her parents spoke about work and she 
told them it was going well. She told them that Jutting was 
“haunting her”, that he wanted to “force me to marry him”, 
and that he often wanted to kidnap her or seduce her. At 
around the same time, Jutting quit his job at Merrill Lynch, 
leaving an automated out of office reply on his emails. It 
read: “For urgent inquiries, or indeed any inquiries, please 
contact someone who is not an insane psychopath.” 

Once back in his flat, just days after her first encounter 
with him, the nightmare for Ningsih was captured in a series 
of videos, narrated by Jutting and filmed on his iPhone. 
What started out as an unremarkable homemade sex tape of 
Jutting instructing the woman to use a sex toy turned into 
substantial torture. Overweight, topless and snorting cocaine, 
Jutting’s unstable psyche was the star of the show as the 
clips range from Jutting’s incoherent ramblings, talking about 
films, masturbation, drugs and prostitutes, to frames so gory 
they echo those of a horror film. Except in this case it’s all 
very real, especially to the woman whimpering in pain in the 
background. Over three days Ningsih was raped, tortured and 
brutally beaten by Jutting, who used his fists, belt, sex toys, 
and a pair of pliers to inflict agony on the woman in his flat. 

A number of videos depicted Jutting’s sadistic tendencies. 
He describes how back in the UK he wanted to kidnap 
girls and keep them captive as sex slaves. In one clip he 
describes how he had raped two other sex workers in the past 
during a trip to the Philippines: “She said no but I carried 
on.” He recalled how he had given another sex worker a “big 
tip” to make up for her ordeal. “Other than that I don’t think 
I have physically harmed anyone,” Jutting said. 

At various intervals in Jutting’s homemade horror clips, 
he speaks to his victim in a soft and gentle tone, before 
only moments later threatening and scolding her. In one 
particularly vile video, Jutting calmly and softly speaks to 
Ningsih, who he often calls ‘Alice’: “Do not move. That’s a 
good girl. Don’t you like the fucking fist?” He violently shoves 
his fist into her genitals, telling her: “Good girl. See it’s not 
that bad. It’s better than being beaten, right?” Jutting forced 
Ningsih to eat faeces out of the toilet. He urinated in her 
mouth and when she threw up, he forced her to eat her own 
vomit and take drugs. For three torturous days he subjected 
her to his own sick fantasies. He confessed on camera how 
he “beat her pussy so badly” that she bled. 

On the third day that Jutting held Ningsih captive, his 
trading permit was cancelled by the Securities and Futures 
Commission watchdog in Hong Kong, although it was not 
due to expire until October 2016. On the same day, Jutting 
filmed Ningsih bent over the toilet in his bathroom, licking 
the rim of the bowl with her hands fastened behind her back. 
Jutting had originally wanted to strangle his victim to death 

ABOVE Migrant workers gathered outside the court as Jutting’s trial commenced, campaigning for the families to 
receive compensation for their loss following their daughters’ deaths

RIGHT As well as binging on alcohol 
and energy drinks, the toxicologist 
determined that Jutting was 
“deeply addicted” to cocaine at 
the time he committed murders 
but argued that he “remained in 
control of his actions”
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ABOVE Jutting told police during the interview following his arrest that after he had killed Mujiasih, he 
considered jumping from the balcony of his apartment on the 31st fl oor of the J Residence

THE SICKENING CONFESSIONS 
MADE BY JUTTING WERE 
PLAYED TO THE JURY AS HE 
SPOKE FRANKLY TO CAMERA 
OF HIS WRONGDOING

LIGHTS, 
CAMERA, 
EXECUTION

“ One of the triggers (for killing Ningsih) 
was when I made her shave her 
eyebrows. That made her less like an 
attractive hooker and more like a thing.”

“ Killing her may have been a kindness, 
living with that would have haunted her.” 

“ I genuinely feel sexually happy after 
the event, even when not under the 
infl uence of alcohol.”

“ Mum and Dad, don’t blame yourselves, 
there’s nothing you could have done. 
Regular phone calls would not have 
changed the person I am. I think 
genuinely I have a darkness.”

“ Some might see this as the narcissistic 
ramblings of a torturer and a murderer. 
Hopefully someone, somewhere will 
fi nd this vaguely useful… to understand 
basic abnormality. Maybe I should put it 
on my Facebook page.”

told police during the interview following his arrest that after he had killed Mujiasih, he 

on my Facebook page.”

The knife Jutting used to kill his victims 
was discovered next t o the body of his 
last victim when police searched his flat
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but instead slashed her throat with a serrated knife over the 
toilet. Death did not come instantly for the mum-of-one and 
Jutting dragged her into the nearby shower where he began 
to saw through her neck, fi lming it. Speaking to the camera, 
high on between 50 and 60 grams of cocaine, he said: “I 
just killed someone, fi rst person I ever killed, I cut her throat 
in the bathroom… To be precise I cut her throat while she 
was bending over licking a dirty toilet bowl. I treated her as 
a non-person, a sex object and that turned me on.” At one 
point Jutting pans his camera down to where the body of his 
victim lays face down on the fl oor. “I feel a bit sad because 
she was a good person, but I don’t feel guilty,” he said. 

I Want To Get Out
31-year-old Mujiasih’s background was similar to Ningsih’s. 
She was from Indonesia. Her family in Muna, in the south-
east Sulawesi provenance, depended on her income. She 
too worked as a maid before fi nding that serving the steady 
stream of egotistical and sexually demanding businessmen 
that visit the strip every year could provide her with a regular 
income. Jutting had dismembered and stuffed his fi rst victim 
into a Chanel suitcase and dumped it out on the balcony 
of his 31st-fl oor apartment. Thirsty for more unrelenting 
pain, he visited a sex shop and a hardware store for torture 
devices. Just hours later, on another recording, he showed 
off his new torture toys that he planned to use on his next 
victim, a blowtorch and a sex toy wrapped in sandpaper.

Mujiasih told friends she was going to a Halloween 
party. The pair were seen walking off together, presumably 
to Jutting’s home, just a fi ve-minute walk away. At 3.25am 
Mujiasih sent a text to her friend, telling them: “Something 
smells really bad. I want to get out of here.” The smell was 
Ningsih’s rotting corpse, which neighbours told newspapers 
smelled like a “dead animal”. According to Jutting, Mujiasih 
had spotted a gag and a condom and begun to shout. Jutting 
lunged at his victim, grabbing her and threatening to cut 
her throat with a knife he produced from beneath a cushion. 
When Mujiasih continued to struggle, he cut her throat, 
leaving her to bleed out on his living room fl oor. He made a 
fi nal video before 3am. Signing off, he said: “I imagine this 
will be my last movie,” with the camera showing the body of 
the woman he had killed just moments earlier.

Jutting had snorted enough cocaine to put a regular 
person in a coma and by this point was delusional and 
paranoid. Exhausted, he collapsed onto his balcony before 
standing on the ledge of his apartment and screaming at 
the passersby below. He dropped his blood-covered knife 
to the fl oor and barricaded himself in his bedroom before 
calling the police to confess, believing them already on their 
way to arrest him. He then phoned his previous employers, 
Merrill Lynch, informing them that he was in trouble and that 
they needed to “protect the reputation of the bank”. Inside 
Jutting’s fl at the police found cans of red bull, more than 
60 plastic bags that once contained up to a gram of cocaine 
each and the bodies of the two women. They arrested 
Jutting, who simply handed them his phone, telling them 
that all the evidence they needed was there.

Diminished Responsibility
Jutting attempted to plead guilty to manslaughter on the 
grounds of “diminished responsibility,” but prosecutors 
rejected this plea leaving Jutting to simply plead not guilty 
to murder. He also pleaded guilty to the unlawful burial of 

Merrill Lynch, informing them that he was in trouble and that 

Jutting admitted that he had spent 
more than £800,000 on drugs and 
prostitutes in the two years before 
his murder charges, splashing out 
on luxury hotel suites for his drug-
fuelled orgies



ABOVE Jutting’s murder trial 
hit the headlines in 2016 as 
he returned to the high court 
and faced a jury for his crimes 
against his two victims

LEFT The murderer’s lawyers 
have told media outlets how 
their client will apply to serve 
his sentence in Britain as 
opposed to in the maximum-
security Stanley Prison where 
he currently resides
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Ningsih’s body. In Hong Kong the maximum sentence for 
manslaughter is life in prison, whereas murder carries a 
mandatory sentence of life behind bars. 

After his second appearance in court, a hearing at which 
Jutting simply said, “I do”, when asked if he understood 
the charges, the case was adjourned to allow for psychiatric 
reports to be prepared that would deem whether Jutting 
was mentally fit to stand trial. As he left court in the back 
of a van, he was snapped chuckling. The fatter, bearded 
man was almost unrecognisable from the pictures that once 
showed an academic, popular and well-rounded human 
being. Dr Richard Latham was one of four psychologists to 
examine Jutting during his two-week mandatory assessment 
at a maximum-security psychiatric centre on Siu Lam. He 
concluded that Jutting suffered from sexual sadism and 
narcissistic personality disorder, yet he was declared fit 
for trial. The trial date was set for June 2016 after the 
prosecution argued that they would need time to examine 
about 200 pieces of evidence.

Nine jurors were tasked with deciding if the defendant 
was guilty of murder, of whether he had been incapable of 
rational thought as a result of his personality disorders and 
intoxication. Judge Michael Stuart-Moore had warned them 
at the start of the trial that the photo and video evidence 
they were about to see would be “extremely upsetting”. At 
times the trial had to be moved into a private room where 
only the jury were allowed to watch the clips; meanwhile the 
journalists inside the courtroom could only hear the audio. 

As the movies played, Jutting, concealed in a glass box 
and surrounded by four prison guards, stood motionless with 
his eyes cast down. A pathologist testified how Mujiasih 
had defence wounds to her hands from where she had 
desperately tried to fight off her attacker. Pathologist Dr Poon 
Wai Ming said that Mujiasih’s windpipes were “visible from 
the outside” and that it was clear she had “put up a very 
active struggle for her life.” Bruising to her shoulders showed 
she had been pushed to the floor in her attempt to flee. She 
had also been stabbed in her left buttock. 

Dr Latham and Professor Perkins, a psychiatrist at 
Broadmoor Hospital, were the only witnesses in the murder 
trial. None of Jutting’s family members were called to give a 
character reference or evidence. Perkins told the court how 
during the 15 hours he had evaluated Jutting, he had shown 
a rare moment of emotion when talking about his first victim. 
He became tearful when he spoke of her attempts to do 
the best for her family back home. However, such a display 
was a rare occasion. Throughout much of his trial, Jutting 
remained impassive and some journalists remarked how 
he had looked “bored” at his trial. His defence lawyer, Tim 
Owen, QC, argued that just weeks before the murders Jutting 
had told his employers that he was HIV positive as an excuse 
for his large amount of absence from work. Owen added that 
such behaviour showed Jutting was losing his grip on reality.

After careful deliberation, the jury found him guilty of 
murder and he was sentenced to life in prison. The families 
of the victims have called for the death penalty although 
Hong Kong doesn’t support capital punishment. At present, 
Jutting is attempting to gain a transfer to a British prison 
while apparently relishing his notoriety as Hong Kong’s worst 
killer. His narcissism and sense of self-importance, even in 
the face of the pain he has caused the victim’s families, is 
still at the forefront of his mind.

 THEY ARRESTED JUTTING, WHO SIMPLY 
HANDED THEM HIS PHONE, TELLING THEM THAT 
ALL THE EVIDENCE THEY NEEDED WAS THERE 
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Christie (in the centre) 
founded the Ventura 
chapter of the Hells 
Angels and was its 
president. His crew was 
not only a tight bunch, 
but tough as nails too, and 
ready to throw down with 
their president’s consent



Every year tens of thousands of Harley-Davidson riding, 
leather jacket-clad bikers storm into South Dakota 
bombarding the state for the Sturgis Motorcycle Rally, the 

largest biker gathering in the world. The town’s population 
explodes as groups of wild men on motorcycles boom down 
the highways and commence drinking, drugging and raising 
hell. The rally attracts its share of motorcycle enthusiasts and 
weekend warriors showing off their new Harley Davidsons 
or latest biker accessories, but to thousands of Hells Angels 
– members of the United States’ most notorious motorcycle 
club – it’s not a once-a-year vacation, it’s a way of life. 

Establishing a Legacy
Ever since World War II, California has been strangely 
plagued by a gang of, in the words of Hunter S Thompson, 
“…filthy, frenzied, boozed-up motorcycle hoodlums called 
the Hells Angels.” They were formed in 1948 by the Bishop 
family and Otto Friedli, bikers who most likely ran amok at 
the Hollister biker riots that inspired Marlon Brando’s 1954 
film The Wild One. The Hells Angels took its name from a 
World War II bomber squadron that adopted the nom de 
guerre from Howard Hughes 1927 movie Hell’s Angels, at the 
same time as the club embraced the “one percenter” label 
thrust on to them by the media after the Hollister riots. The 
American Motorcycle Association had declared that, “99 per 
cent of motorcycle riders are law-abiding citizens and only 
one per cent are outlaws.”

“I was introduced to the Hells Angels, who were at the 
top of the food chain in the outlaw bike culture. To hang out 
with them and to be recognised by them was everything if 
you were trying to live in that culture, so it was like being on 
top of the world for me,” 30-year Hells Angels veteran George 
Christie, who was president of the Los Angeles and Ventura 
chapter and wrote a book about his time with the club, Exile 
On Front Street, told Real Crime. “A young man hanging out 
with the most recognised and notorious outlaw bike club in 
the world – it was like living a dream, like running away and 
joining the circus. I ran away and I joined the Hells Angels. I 
couldn’t ask for anything more.”

The emblem for the club is the winged death head, 
an angry looking skull that wears a helmet with feathers 
streaming behind it. It screams, “Don’t fuck with the Angels 
or we’ll eat you alive.” These patches are ‘the colours’ of the 
club, denote membership and are sewn on the back of denim 
or leather jackets. Another patch is adorned beneath the 
emblem with the local chapter name, which is usually the 
city or locale that the chapter has its home base in. 

Law enforcement has long claimed that the most universal 
common denominator in identification of a Hells Angel is 
the way they appear – long hair, beards and lots of tattoos, 
denim and leather clad, like modern-day Viking warriors 
come to life riding mechanical steeds that thunder down the 
highway in a disciplined formation, carrying an impending 
sense of chaotic revelry before them like heavy metal knights. 
Brimming with brazen confidence and a total lack of regard 
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WORDS SETH FERRANTI

THE ROCK STARS OF THE MOTORCYCLE OUTLAW CLUB CIRCUIT ARE BOLD, 
BRASH AND IN EQUAL TERMS RECKLESS. FORMER CHAPTER PRESIDENT 
GEORGE CHRISTIE TALKS ABOUT THE ORIGINAL ONE PERCENTERS 

RIDING WITH THE 
HELLS ANGELS

BRIEFING
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for anyone or anything that has the audacity to get in their 
way, including law enforcement, a typical member rides on 
average 30,000 kilometres on their bike a year.

Becoming a Biker Mafia
“People don’t wake up every day and go, ‘Gee, what kind 
of crimes can I commit today.’ It doesn’t work that way,” 
Christie told Real Crime. But the MC has lived up to its 
lawless image over the years with tons of fully patched 
members, prospects, associates and hangers-on being 
arrested and convicted for crimes like drug trafficking, 
weapons possession, assault, bombings, arson and even 
murder. Remarkably, in 1969, the Hells Angels allegedly 
planned to kill Rolling Stones singer Mick Jagger after he 
criticised members of the MC for stabbing a spectator to 
death at the infamous California Altamont Speedway show, 
where the Hells Angels was hired to provide security. 

Due to their rapid growth in California, the Hells Angels 
became embroiled in a series of turf wars with different 
outlaw motorcycle groups. Since it was the granddaddy of all 
motorcycle gangs, there were many pretenders to the crown. 
It battled the Mongols for years to control California. It’s a 
running battle that is still going on today and has claimed 
numerous lives through the bombings of enemy clubhouses, 
highway shootings and even attacks at biker funerals. 
Christie was in charge of the Los Angeles and Ventura 

chapters in Southern California when the beef erupted with 
the Mongols. This dispute originally started over a woman, 
quickly escalated into a blood feud and then made the news, 
most famously when three bikers were killed during a 
massive brawl at a Nevada casino in 2002 between the Hells 
Angels and Mongols.

“I realised in the early to mid-1980s that these guys were 
in it for the long haul and we tried to take the position that 
we were going to run them out of existence… there was no 
way that I ever thought that was going to happen after the 
first couple of battles,” Christie said. “There was a sit down 
immediately after the first fight, which I thought as a leader 
was a bad idea. I told them let’s let them stew on this a few 
days, let’s just don’t go sit down. The Mongols put the rocker 
on. They got machine guns on their bikes. I think it was kind 
of a wake-up call for them to see that they could challenge us. 
I think then and there the Mongols decided, ‘Hey, you know 
what, we’re going to dig in and we’re not going anywhere,’ 
and that’s what they did. People got shot off their bikes. 
There were explosions. A 15-year-old kid got blown up.”

The Angels
Go International

For years the Hells Angels remained a California thing, but in 
1961, the first international chapter was founded in Auckland, 
New Zealand. The Justice Department reports that the 
Hells Angels has around 2,500 patched members in over 250 
chapters around the world. More than 100 of those chapters 
exist in the US, but internationally the Hells Angels chapters 
have been known to get very deadly very quickly. They 
handle their business as efficiently as Colombian sicarios 
backed by that big time cartel money. 

 THIS DISPUTE ORIGINALLY STARTED OVER A 
WOMAN, QUICKLY ESCALATED INTO A BLOOD 

FEUD AND THEN MADE THE NEWS 

ABOVE Rolling into cities 100 
or more bikes at a time, the 
Hells Angels are an event to 
witness. The residents of the 
towns they rode in to would get 
nervous and the cops would be 
tense, expecting the worst
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L E G I O N S  O F  T H E  D A M N E D
THEY’RE THE MOST WELL KNOWN – AND MOST FEARED – MC IN THE WORLD, AND 
TODAY THE HELLS ANGELS HAVE CHAPTERS ON ALMOST EVERY CONTINENT

To a Hells Angel, their patch or their ‘colours’ is the 
most important thing in their possession. Wearing 
the patch on a jacket or saying that you are a Hells 
Angel carries a lot of weight, and some people take 
advantage of that for their own benefit, which is 
something the club won’t tolerate. 

“There was a guy in Los Angeles selling drugs 
with a Hells Angels patch,” Christie told Real Crime. 

“I waited for the guy in his car and I stuck a gun 
behind his ear. We took him out to the desert and 
he said he didn’t have a patch, but we knew he did. 
When he saw that if he didn’t take us back to get 
the patch he wasn’t going to come back, he told us 
where it was. The cops put their own spin on it, the 
newspapers put their own spin on it and the district 
attorneys put their own spin on it.”

NORTH AMERICA – 117 CHAPTERS
The original motorcycle club chapter 
– Hells Angels MC Berdoo – is now 
nearly 70 years old and has spawned 
an iconic piece of Americana. George 
Christie formed California’s Ventura 
chapter in 1978.

EUROPE – 251 CHAPTERS
Despite sharing a similar culture to 
the US, Britain took its time adopting 
the Hells Angels, the London chapter 
appearing in 1969. In 2008, the gang 
clashed with members of the Outlaws 
in an airport terminal in Birmingham.

ASIA – 13 CHAPTERS
The gang has translated its brand of 
anarchy less successfully to geographic 
Asia. The Night Wolves, Moscow’s 
patriotic answer to the Hells Angels, 
is Russia’s most popular MC and has 
strong support from President Putin. 

AUSTRALASIA – 23 CHAPTERS
Arriving early in the MC’s history, New 
Zealand’s Auckland chapter popped up 
in 1961. It was the Hells Angels’ fourth 
chapter and its first founded outside 
California, let alone the US.

AFRICA – 11 CHAPTERS
In the same year the MC got a foothold in 
Latin America, the Hells Angels made the 
jump across the ocean to South Africa, 
proving that the brand was successfully 
transcending culture and language barriers.

SOUTH AMERICA – 25 CHAPTERS
The Hells Angels were exported to South 
America in 1993, with the Manaus chapter in 
Brazil. In terms of criminal enterprise, it made 
sense: the biker gang has had a long history of 
dealing with the drug cartels.

ONLY FOR THE GLORY OF THE CLUB 
P R O T E C T I N G  T H E  P A T C H
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“It’s not like we were drug lords and we were fighting 
over control of this and control of that. It wasn’t about that 
at all,” Christie told Real Crime. “That’s how a lot of the 
guys got themselves into trouble over the years, you know, 
they would become so intoxicated with the power they 
would make the rules up as they went along. And for an 
organisation that’s supposed to be secret, all of a sudden our 
business was out on the street.” 

The Quebec Biker War erupted in 1994 and lasted until 
2002. The war saw multiple outlaw motorcycle gangs in 
Quebec and Montreal, Canada, battle for supremacy in the 
northern winter land. It pitted the Hells Angels against the 

Rock Machine and its allies. Law enforcement claims that 162 
deaths can be attributed to this bloody battle royale waged 
to be king of the Canadian biker scene. The most notorious 
Canadian Hells Angel was Maurice ‘Mom’ Boucher, who 
served as president of the club and was found guilty in 1997 
of murdering prison guards in his mad attempt to control the 
drug trade inside Canada’s prison system and destabilise the 
justice system as a whole. 

Becoming Legit
The Hells Angels has officially become a brand in the US, 
a trend that is spreading to its international chapters. The 
MC has cornered the market on being bad-asses, and if 
someone misrepresents the winged death head emblem, the 
organisation isn’t above suing or filing suit. In the US, the 
Hells Angels has 18 trademark registrations covering different 
variations of the death-head icon and additional trademark 
registrations in over a dozen more countries. Despite their 
free-spirited and even criminal legacy, the Hells Angels is 
now technically a business, and a legal one at that. 

The Hells Angels sued the makers of the Hollywood 
movie Wild Hogs for copyright infringement. Other 
defendants have included Amazon, Toys ‘R’ Us, Walt Disney 
and Marvel Comics. Over the years the MC has translated its 
pop-culture image of heavily muscled and tattooed men in 
leather vests on motorcycles into a brand that is emblazoned 
across T-shirts, sunglasses, liquor, coffee mugs, and more. 
With plenty of legitimate interests to protect, the former 
biker outlaws must now call upon the same system that 
they’ve profoundly distrusted since their inception.

The Hells Angels Today
With the club being a staple of pop culture today, it’s a big 
target for law enforcement, who are attempting to rebrand 

ABOVE The Hells Angels is the 
most notorious motorcycle club 
in the world. It has chapters 
and members in many 
countries outside the US

BELOW George Christie in front 
of all his troops. His peers in 
the Hells Angels criticised 
him for bringing in younger 
members but Christie thought 
the club needed new blood
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the Hells Angels from a biker club to a biker mafia. Federal 
agents are always trying to infiltrate the organisation. The 
MC has been infiltrated numerous times leading to more 
in-depth background checks on prospects. References from 
prison are a plus. Private investigators are hired to fact check 
a new recruit’s background claims. Christie dealt with many 
under-covers trying to sneak into the club.

“The cops that come and their goal is to infiltrate, you 
know, become part of the situation,” Christie told Real 
Crime, “to me that’s part of the game and you have to be 
aware of that. I was always really cautious about the people 
that came around the club and how I interacted with them. 
The thing is if I couldn’t trace somebody back to their 
childhood, I really didn’t want to make a close acquaintance 
with them. One of the things in Ventura, we pretty much 
could follow everybody back through a childhood friend and 
kind of know where they’ve been and what they’ve done.” 

Running investigations on the Hells Angels and other MCs 
has largely been the ATF’s domain. An agent said the Hells 
Angels, “…operate like a criminal organisation with a global 
infrastructure and a lot of money they can generate from 
members worldwide. If you go up against the Hells Angels 
to prove they are a racketeering enterprise, they do have the 
resources to fight tooth and nail and all the way to the end. 
You do not usually see those dynamics in street gangs like the 
Crips and Bloods.”

Christie added: “A lot of these federal agents move to a 
town and they make an effort to come around an outlaw 
bike club. The next thing you know, they’re riding with them 
and I think it really falls back on the club members that they 
probably should have been more cautious and more prudent 
in what they were doing. I have much more disrespect for 
someone who betrays his friends by testifying against them 
than a cop that tried to infiltrate. I just kind of see that as 
their job, and it may sound odd to a lot of people, but I have 
more problems with a club member that flips because he 

got himself in a jam than a police officer that infiltrated an 
organisation. If you really stop and think about it – I’m not 
saying respect them or I want to be like them – I’m just 
saying it’s a pretty ballsy move.”

Public Enemy Number One
Five years ago the State Department and the Department of 
Homeland Security placed the Hells Angels and other MCs 
on its criminal hot list, which included criminal organisations 
like the Mafia, Triads and Yakuza. This move made it more 
difficult for foreign members to enter the states for bike 
rallies and MC events. Today’s Hells Angels range from 
70-year-old career criminals to 30-year-old professionals. But 
the loyalty that brought the MC together in the first place is 
still there, despite the infiltrations and targets on their backs. 

“The way the system is set up nowadays, if you’re making 
ends meet, you’re lucky and you’re satisfied in your daily 
routine and regimen just to make ends meet,” Christie told 
Real Crime. “I don’t know, maybe I’m paranoid, but to me 
that’s part of the system and the way it is set up. You know, 
you’re so focused on making ends meet and feeding your 
family and putting a roof over their head that you don’t have 
time to question people or raise your voice about things you 
don’t believe or don’t feel is right. I’m the same guy I always 
was. If it got right down to it and I had to take the law into 
my own hands, I probably would. I still don’t feel comfortable 
calling 911, and I haven’t yet and I don’t think I ever will.”

 OVER THE YEARS THE MC HAS TRANSLATED 
ITS POP-CULTURE IMAGE OF HEAVILY 

MUSCLED AND TATTOOED MEN IN LEATHER 
VESTS ON MOTORCYCLES INTO A BRAND 
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THE SMELL OF BREAKFAST DRIFTED UPSTAIRS. IT MADE THE 
BEDROOM FEEL HOMEY RATHER THAN LIKE A HOSTEL. BUT BY NIGHT, 

THE DRUGGED TENANT AWAITED BURIAL IN THE BACK GARDEN… 
COURTESY OF THE OLD LANDLADY

LANDLADY
Death House

WORDS DR CHARLIE OUGHTON

LANDLADY
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Dorothea Puente was not your stereotypical grandma. 
After a life of bad luck with suitors, she suited herself to 
remain solvent by embarking on a criminal career that 

included involvement with brothels, forging cheques (from 
ex-partners), pocketing people’s social security money and 
eventually moving into the murder game with tenants of 
the boarding house she ran in Sacramento, California. Jailed 
for life for three murders in 1993, she became known as the 
Death House Landlady.

Sacramento’s Senior
Citizen

The Dorothea who stood sour faced and frumpy in the 
court room was not the same woman who welcomed the 
weary – often disabled people, substance misusers and 
other vulnerable citizens – over her hostel threshold. That 
Dorothea was like a southern angel in disguise. Even as an 
older lady she had a dainty, girlish quality, with a delicate 
face, eyes accentuated by heavy liner and peroxide-blonde 
hair. This contrasted against the heavy lines that scarred her 
visage. She had seen and experienced the highs and lows life 
could bring, and while there would be no nonsense, there 
would, it seemed, also be no judgement of her charges, and 
this is how she got into the line of work she did. 

Dorothea was a sweet talker who could make her tenants 
feel not so alone. To the social workers who would visit to 
recommend her potential tenants, it was a case of a ‘welcome 
home from home’. And what a home it was. A light and airy 
Victorian-style building, it was always spick and span. It was 
just a pity that the garden contained more than shrubs.

Some may raise eyebrows at a sweet old lady taking in 
hardened criminals, mob ‘ma’ style, so instead Dorothea’s 
guests were those to whom you might say life had thrown 
a hard time. They were regulars at cold, grey, corrugated 
detox places where the addicted would wait for deliverance 
or death. Dorothea would make a point of searching them 
out in the darkened, dusty smoke rooms of ale houses to give 
them advice – a public service, if you will. She’d talk to them 
on the matter of how to increase their state benefits by telling 
The Man what he needed to know, and from there would 
invite them into her sanctuary. Sure, it was a trick of the trade 
against the social system, but then, surely (they may have 
reasoned), the social system wasn’t just if it didn’t help those 
in need? Dorothea described her charges to acquaintances as 
‘railway people’ – those shunted from place to place and in 
need of someone to steer them on home. 

Big Bert
One such resident was Alvaro ‘Bert’ Montoya, a heavy-set 
gentleman with a bushy beard and anxious eyebrows. He 
was referred to Dorothea by an outreach worker concerned 
that a life on the street was no way to live for a person in his 
position. A kindly soul who would give anyone the shirt off 
his back, he was nevertheless plagued by the voices in his 
head that the medication for schizophrenia could not quell; 
his finger circling his head in a ‘crazy’ gesture yet cracking a 
hopeless, benign smile when describing his mental state. 

Dorothea took a shine to the gentle giant. While her other 
tenants paid $375 a month for board and two square meals 
a day, Bert paid nothing. Indeed, much to the irritation of 
his housemates, he became the landlady’s lapdog, with the 
no-nonsense hostel keeper giving him new clothes and even 
putting a tab down for him at a local bar. The relationship 
grew so close that he came to call her ‘Mama’. 

Dorothea was determined to keep the hostel (which she 
rented) in good working order, and residents were required 
to help out with the chores. If they didn’t, they could hit 
the highroad, with several, such as Ben Fink, disappearing 
overnight. This seemed to happen during Dorothea’s more 
strenuous projects, such as the time her team ripped out 
the house owners’ rose beds to lay new patios. Dorothea 
would divide the tasks into tiny little chunks and make sure 
everyone got involved – it gave them something to do.

It was when Bert stopped helping that eyebrows were 
raised. It had been known that there were some issues 
at the house, as Bert had been seen to abuse Dorothea’s 
hospitality and came home steaming drunk one day, shortly 
before taking himself across the city on foot one evening to 
detox. Folk simply attributed the episode to Bert’s mental 

 THE OFFICERS HAD A BONE TO PICK WITH MS PUENTE. PITY 
SHE’D ALREADY SKIPPED TOWN. WELL, SKIPPED INTO A TAXI TO 

STOCKTON AND JUMPED ON A BUS TO LA 

ABOVE Drab surroundings 
and unflattering clothes 
fail to disguise the fine, 

alert features of the hawk-
like murderess

DOROTHEA PUENTE
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state, with whispers of the supposedly haunted room in 
her house (occupied, it was said, by a suicide victim) not 
helping matters in terms of exacerbating the already present 
paranoia. Bert didn’t come back. At all.  

A man of that size and height doesn’t vanish into dust. 
Knowing he had no family and nowhere to go, his social 
worker phoned the police. Several local clients had told her 
that there were… rumours. Sufficiently spooked, she asked 
the force to investigate the little piles of brown soil that 
would appear in the property’s garden from time to time, 
saying – the God’s honest truth – it looked like a graveyard.

The House on F Street
Detective John Cabrera and his colleagues walked up to 1426 
F Street and rapped on the smartly painted door. Peering 
out from behind her big, round glasses and inviting the nice 
officers in was little Dorothea. They didn’t have a warrant, 
so were relying on her charity for co-operation. She set them 
up with a room in which to talk to the residents and offered 
to get some friends to help them dig up her lawn, naturally 
nervous (you’d think) of anything untoward on her property. 

With his shirt sleeves rolled up, Detective Cabrera was 
knee deep in grime – the rubbish of years of tenants gone 
by – when he banged something hard. Thinking it was a stray 
root, he yanked it out and studied it. No reason to necessarily 
panic when the thing that surfaced was found to have a hip 
joint – these here are old houses. It’s not unheard of for 

CHURCH-GOER
Dorothea used taxis to 
go everywhere she went. 
Tipping generously and 
developing a friendly 
‘woman to woman’ 
relationship with her driver, 
this included trips to the 
church on Sundays. 

CASH DONATIONS
Known in Sacramento’s 
political circles, Dorothea 
donated (some of her 
tenants’) cash to good 
causes and was regularly 
honoured with songs 
dedicated to her name on 
local radio. 

ELDERLY ADOPTEE
Dorothea was ‘adopted’ by 
the family who owned the 
hostel. They grew so close 
as to visit her in prison 
after she was convicted of 
the murders.

GOOD SAMARITAN
Generous to a fault, she 
provided bar tabs for those 
she termed important 
citizens in the hope of 
using their professional 
services – knowledge or 
criminal networks – to 
support her empire. 

GOODWILL GIVEAWAYS  
Hosting a hostel meant 
managing lodgers’ 
discarded clothing, so 
Dorothea gave it to charity 
shops. It was a great way 
to get rid of evidence while 
also appearing socially 
conscientious. 

DOROTHEA WORKED 
HARD TO CREATE A 
PUBLIC IMAGE THAT 
WAS 100 PER CENT 
GOODLY GRANNY 
TO KEEP THE 
COMMUNITY FROM 
DISCOVERING HER 
DREADFUL DEEDS

AN IMAGE OF 
PHILANTHROPY

BELOW While Puente was on the run, coroners’ officers were excavating her 
gardens, knee deep in the decomposing remains of those who trusted her

ABOVE The stark orange digger screams 
against the dainty blue building as it 

burrows deep into the earth in search of 
the victims’ bodies



ABOVE Seven bodies were 
recovered from the garden on 
Puente’s house on F Street, 
and she would be charged with 
murdering nine of the city’s 
most vulnerable residents
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residents to find remains of people buried who were too poor 
to afford a proper funeral in days gone by. Partly as a point of 
procedure, the coroner was called. 

By the next day, the street got wind of the grot in grandma 
Dorothea’s garden. TV crews converged, the street was 
sealed off and enterprising privateers started hawking “I dig 
Sacramento!” T-shirts from the end of the road. It was so 
frenetic that the lawmen escorted Dorothea (resplendent in 
her red coat, purple pumps and with a pretty pink umbrella) 
out of the street so she could have a quiet coffee around the 
corner with her nephew for two minutes’ peace.  

A find like this could be good for the sunshine state’s local 
history. The area was known for its links with the gold rush, 
but a new finding (especially in a house built in 1895) might 
generate tourism… at least that was the thinking until a skull 
and other parts from different corpses in different parts of 
the garden came to light. The officers had a bone to pick with 
Ms Puente. Pity she’d already skipped town. Well, skipped 
into a taxi to Stockton and jumped on a bus to LA as soon as 
she turned the corner, to be more exact.

Later, a small, elderly woman sat herself on a bar stool 
next to a lone man. They drank together, laughed and 
arranged to meet again. For once, the lack of Tinder back in 
the day didn’t matter because as soon as the mystery woman 
had left, the man saw her fugitive face beamed right back at 
him, fearsome size, on the TV. Swipe left to call the cops…

The Tenants Time Forgot
Seven bodies were recovered from her backyard. Blisterer 
Ben Fink (who had vanished during gardening season) was 
identified by his tattoo. Betty Palmer – resident of some 
years previous – was found relieved of her feet, hands and 
head (presumably to remove the possibility of identification). 

HISTORY AND HORROR 
HOUSE GRAND TOUR FOR 
ALL GOOD CITIZENS (AND 
TOURISTS, TOO)

DROP IN ON 
DOROTHEA 

Sacramento has made a killing from 
its grisly history and has no less than 
incorporated the property into a local 
sight-seeing tour. As showcased on 
KCRA News, guests will be greeted 
by none other than the multiple-
murdering ‘madam’ herself – Dorothea 
Puente: a mannequin complete with 
wig, specs and a fetching overcoat 
just like the real thing. Her former 
abode was a ‘steal’ at $215,000 
when bought at public auction by 
Barbara Holmes. It now has a pleasant 
sun terrace, retiled front steps, new 
kitchen accessories, a shower curtain 
of faux crime scene tape and a sign 
reminding all trespassers that they risk 
being buried in the old back yard, just 
like Dorothea’s victims. There’s even 
a grinning demon statue for those all 
important Instagram pics. 

BELOW “Dorothea Puente 
has been accused of a lot of 
things,” so goes a newspaper 
review of her collaborative cook 
book effort with author Shane 
Bugbee, “...but being a bad 
cook isn’t one of them”



ABOVE A body is removed from 
Puente’s house. Onlookers 
initially expected the fi nd to 
reveal something about the 
town, not the seemingly sweet 
lady living at 1426 F Street
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Another former tenant, Leona Carpenter, was found with 
her legs in a raised position with the earth underneath them, 
suggesting a struggle as she suffocated having been buried 
alive. Finally Bert, too, was identified. Each body was found 
to have traces of prescription substances. And of the hostel’s 
haunted room? Pulling back the carpet, Detective Cabrera 
found traces of bodily fluid. The only definitely evil thing in 
there was the way in which the supposed philanthropist had 
stowed corpses until it was convenient to bury them. 

Life-long liar 
It is only at her trial that the full scale of Dorothea’s deception 
became clear. While men were bringing up the bones among 
the marigolds in her backyard, her own skeletons were 
dropping out of the closet in court. She’d lied to everyone 
about the ledger of her entire life. Dorothea Helen Grey 
was born in Redlands, California. Several stories exist of her 
upbringing, from being a Mexican orphan through to having 
varying amounts of siblings. She’d moved from relationship 
to relationship, working in brothels and forging cheques 
as she went, leading to two stints in jail before she even 
became an old lady. Turns out that the whole time she’d been 
funding her boarding house empire (including some she had 
run before moving to the murder house) by persuading the 
residents to add her to their social security accounts. She’d 
withdraw the money on their behalf, give them cash and skim 
the rest for herself. It funded a lavish lifestyle said to include 

jewellery, cocktails and even facelifts. Probation officers knew 
of her history, although it has been alleged by biographers 
that her sweet exterior and their high workloads meant they 
simply did not spot the signs of Dorothea’s sadistic set-up. 

Over the years, Puente had insulated herself from 
allegations of impropriety by becoming the town’s benefactor 
and getting involved in political circles. That said, even with 
this, her murders could not be swept under the carpet. 

Dorothea Puente checked in to the courthouse on nine 
charges of murder. Seven of these related to the decomposed 
bodies found at F street, another was the recent burial of Bert 
Montoya and another related to her former acquaintance, 
Everson Gillmouth, who was found in a homemade coffin 
by a river bank and whose social security cheques she had 
continued to withdraw. By the time her sojourn at court 
was finished, and at 64 years of age, Dorothea took her leave 
for life in prison in Chowchilla, convicted of three of the 
nine deaths. This was all that it was felt could be reasonably 
proved were her own doing, considering the impracticalities 
of disposing of bodies in the back garden on her own. Her 
tenant, Mervin John McAuley, was arrested as an accessory 
to murder but released without charge. How the bodies got 
beneath the soil remains a mystery.

Not one to keep things above board, Dorothea’s time in 
prison was eventful and, ever the hostess from Hell, she 
actually collaborated to write Cooking With A Serial Killer, a 
recipe book with a picture of herself in a fancy floral frock 
on the front cover ( just to make it pop). Longings still crept 
carefully within the creases of her greedy eye sockets.

The lost people of Sacramento met their deaths in the 
supposed safety of Dorothy Puente’s hostel, but her lies were 
also the recipe for her own undoing – she died in jail on 27 
March 2011 at the age of 82, having got her own just desserts. 
She maintained her innocence of the murders to the end.

 WHILE MEN WERE BRINGING UP THE BONES 
IN HER BACKYARD, HER OWN SKELETONS 
WERE DROPPING OUT OF THE CLOSET 

Puente appeared in court 
dressed in a sober jumper and 
with immaculately coiffured hair



MINUTE MINUTEBY
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STORIES OF SEXUAL ABUSE, SATANIC RITUAL AND CATHOLIC CONSPIRACY 
CLOUDED THE STABBING OF SISTER MARGARET ANN BY FATHER 
ROBINSON. WAS THERE MORE TO THIS MURDER THAN MET THE EYE?
WORDS BEN BIGGS

SACRIFICED 
IN THE SIGN 
OF A CROSS
Saint Bernadine chapel in Fremont, Ohio, on 9 April 1980: 

a dark day for the congregation of over 200 that gathered 
for the mass celebrating the life of Sister Margaret Ann 

Pahl, and not just because of the storm clouds that were 
rolling in. The 71-year-old nun, the chapel caretaker at 
Toledo Mercy Hospital, had been murdered just four days 
previously in a fashion that the Catholic community would 
find particularly abhorrent. She had been strangled and 
stabbed 31 times in the chest and neck through an altar cloth, 
the stab wounds forming the bloody pattern of an inverted 
cross. The killer had time to arrange the body carefully where 
she had been killed, in the sacristy adjoining the chapel of 
Mercy Hospital. Her blue jumper had been pulled up over 
her chest, her undergarments and girdle left around her 
ankles, her legs pulled out straight in front of her and she had 
been penetrated with a crucifix. The killer’s final act was to 
anoint her forehead with her own blood – a simple smudge 
between the eyes, the same way a priest might daub one of 
their flock on the first day of Lent. Detectives and the church 
all agreed, this was intended to humiliate the nun in death. 
Unfortunately, the motive, when one was finally proposed, 
was nowhere near as clear-cut, and neither was the murderer. 

It’s early morning of Holy 
Saturday, the day before 
Easter and a big deal in the 
Catholic calendar – the day 
the body of Jesus was left 
in the tomb. Sister Margaret 
Ann Pahl’s electric alarm 
clock goes off in her living 
quarters on the seventh 
floor of Mercy Hospital. She 
reaches out, switches it off 
and then gets up when her 
wind-up alarm sounds, 30 
minutes later.

The man the courts eventually convicted was at the head of 
the congregation at Sister Margaret Ann’s funeral. 

Less than an hour after she died, the finger of suspicion 
was pointing at Father Gerald Robinson, but it was a long 
time before he went to trial. A wicked-looking letter opener 
was later found in his apartment at the end of the nursing 
school connected to the chapel, and the seal set into the hilt 
had the US Capitol Building embossed on to it. A bloodstain 
in a similar shape to this design had been found on the altar 
cloth Sister Margaret Ann’s killer had draped over her body. 

Father Robinson wasn’t arrested, but he was taken in for 
questioning. Shortly after and against protocol, Deputy Police 
Chief Ray Vetter knocked on the interview room door, with 
Monsignor Jerome Schmit of the Toledo Catholic Diocese at 
his side, to escort Father Robinson out of the Toledo Police 
Safety Building, ending the interrogation prematurely. Vetter 
also requested that detectives working on the case turn their 
reports over to him. Subsequently, they disappeared and 
have never been seen again. A curious absence of physical 
evidence, fingerprints, threads of fabric and the like that 
police often find at a crime scene meant that the case was 
dead in the water. Years passed, and it went cold.

PRIEST KILLS NUN

 SHE HAD BEEN STABBED 31 TIMES, THE STAB WOUNDS 
FORMING THE BLOODY PATTERN OF AN INVERTED CROSS 

05.00

RIGHT Chicago Reverend Jeffrey 
Grob, an expert in exorcism, 
provides testimony on the 
symbolic nature of the murder 

5 APRIL 1980
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Taking the elevator down 
to the ground floor, she 
greets Sue Bentley at the 
switchboard and walks on to 
the hospital cafeteria. 

Sister Margaret Ann gets 
out of bed and changes into 
the traditional habit of her 
order and a blue jumper. The 
weather is inclement. 

06.0005.30

In the dining area, Sister 
Margaret Ann takes out a 
key to the supply closet, 
opens it and retrieves 
cleaning cloths and incense 
before locking up again 
and walking off down the 
corridor towards the chapel.

06.15

She loads her tray up with 
Raisin Bran cereal, halved 
grapefruit and coffee, then 
quietly eats her food alone. 

06.20

There’s no service today but, 
regardless, Sister Margaret 
Ann unlocks the doors to 
the chapel, switches on 
the lights then drops her 
cleaning equipment off 
before returning to the 
cafeteria for breakfast.

06.17

A report by police detective 
Weinbrecht said informal tests 
showed that scissors could have 
been used during the murder, but 
that a sharper instrument made the 
wound on her jaw

Father Robinson admitted to lying to 
detectives about the killer confessing 
to him (confessions are confidential, 
as with lawyer-client and doctor-
patient confidentiality)
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Father Robinson is seen 
standing outside the chapel 
doors by EKG technician 
Leslie Ann Kerner.

06.50

Ambulance driver Glenn 
Thomas enters the cafeteria 
as the horizon is brightening, 
passing Sister Margaret Ann 
as she leaves. She’s normally 
chatty, today she seems 
unusually preoccupied.

06.30

Sister Margaret Ann walks 
down the corridor and 
enters the chapel. She 
begins to polish the marble 
Terrazzo floor with the 
cloths that she dropped off 
at the chapel earlier. 

06.48

Lab worker Grace Jones 
spots Robinson leaving the 
chapel with a duffel bag. She 
passes him in the hallway.

07.30

Hospital worker Wardell 
Langston hears noise 
coming from the general 
area of the chapel, before 
it falls quiet again. At the 
same time, the night nursing 
supervisor Rose Byers tries 
the chapel doors. She wants 
to pray, but it’s locked.

07.00

ABOVE Reverend Robinson, along with his defence attorney (left) and a court security offi cer (back) appears 
impassive as the guilty verdict is read out at the Lucas County Courthouse

Assistant prosecutor Brad Smith 
walks through the sacristy where 
the nun was murdered

 SHE SPIES WHAT SHE ASSUMES IS A CPR 
MANNEQUIN ON THE FLOOR. IT’S NOT. SISTER 

MADELYN MARIE SCREAMS 
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Detective Art Marx is 
dispatched to the scene for 
a ‘Code 18’ – a homicide. 
Detective Jodi Deele of 
the sex crimes squad 
accompanies him. They 
rendezvous with evidence 
technician Steve Bodie at 
the hospital, then meet Dave 
Davison and Hank Brackett, 
who were first officers at the 
scene. From this point on, 
police procedure begins to 
slip from the tracks.

08.40

The PA system bursts into 
life: “Emergency, emergency, 
Swift Team report to the 
chapel. Repeat, Swift Team 
report to the chapel.” This 
rapid emergency response 
team of doctors and nurses 
converges on the murder 
scene, but it’s too late.

08.25

In the lobby, on the 
floor below the chapel, 
receptionist Margaret 
Warren hears footsteps 
running along the hallway 
above, towards Father 
Robinson’s apartment.

07.35

Sister Madelyn Marie 
enters the chapel, to help 
with the preparations for 
evening services. She sees 
that the cleaning is only 
half finished and assumes 
that Sister Margaret Ann 
is in the sacristy. She tries 
the door but it’s locked. She 
opens it with her key and 
spies what she assumes 
is a CPR mannequin on 
the floor. It’s not. Sister 
Madelyn Marie screams.

08.15

Sister Phyllis arrives at 
the chapel. The doors are 
unlocked and one is open. 
She walks up the aisle, 
genuflects then kneels at 
the front pew to say her 
morning prayers. 

07.50

ABOVE Lucas County assistant prosecutor Dean Mandros demonstrates the mode of Sister Margaret Ann’s murder in 
court using a dummy, 2006

CHILLING 
COINCIDENCE
FATHER ROBINSON’S CULPABILITY WAS FURTHER 
BROUGHT INTO QUESTION WITH THE REVELATION 
THAT A SERIAL KILLER WAS LIVING LOCALLY

In April 1980, a 26-year-old serial killer named Carl ‘Coral’ 
Eugene Watts lived just 60 kilometres north of the hospital, 
across the state border in Southern Michigan. Around that 
time, Coral was known to have crossed in to different states to 
murder young women who were aged between 14 and 44. Just 
three months after the murder of Sister Margaret Ann, he was 
placed under surveillance by cops. Though the nun was much 
older than Coral’s preferred victim, his modus operandi shared 
some familiar traits: he favoured strangling and stabbing, and 
there was no evidence of a sexual attack on most of his 22-plus 
victims. Father Robinson’s attorneys described the killer’s MO as 
“eerily similar” to the manner in which Sister Margaret Ann died, 
but never pursued that line of defence because they mistakenly 
believed Coral was in prison at the time of her death. A 2007 
appeal to quash Robinson’s murder conviction, based partly on 
this fact, was denied. 

Serial killer Eugene Watts died of 
prostate cancer in a Michigan prison 
hospital, in 2007. He is still a suspect 
in 90 unsolved murders
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SISTER, NO MERCY
DURING HIS INVESTIGATION, THE DISCOVERY OF 
CERTAIN CLUES LED DETECTIVE MARX TO BELIEVE 
THAT THE KILLER KNEW THE BUILDING

1 GATES OF HEAVEN 
Father Robinson enters the chapel and quietly locks the 

doors behind him. He knows that there is no service until the 
evening, that only a handful of people will want to come to 
pray across the whole day, and that Sister Margaret Ann will 
be diligently cleaning the chapel at this time. 

2 BAD HABIT 
Sister Margaret Ann is quite hard of 

hearing and he takes advantage of this. 
He creeps up on her while she is in the 
sacristy and grabs her around the throat 
from behind. 

3 WRATH OF GOD 
The priest is younger and much stronger than the elderly 

nun, and strangling her until she is unconscious takes little 
time. Father Robinson retrieves a letter opener, possibly from 
his duffel bag, and begins to stab the nun repeatedly in the 
neck and chest.

4 IN THE NAME OF... 
Sister Margaret Ann’s heart had already 

stopped beating by the time the Father Robinson 
had begun stabbing, so only a little blood flows 
from the wounds. The priest daubs some of the 
blood that oozes forth onto his thumb then anoints 
the dead nun’s forehead with a red smear.

HOSPITAL CHAPEL

SACRIFICED IN THE SIGN OF THE CROSS

DINING AREA



67

MINUTE BY MINUTE

For 23 years following Sister Margaret Ann’s murder, the 
case file languished in the back of the homicide squad’s filing 
cabinet while rumours of a conspiracy within the Toledo 
Catholic diocese took root. A journalist for a local news 
outlet, David Yonke of Toledo Blade, later wrote a book about 
the murder, explaining that the Catholic Church had Toledo 
“wrapped around its little finger”. That could have explained 
the lapses in protocol, as opposed to sloppy police work.

The case was given a new lease of life after Father 
Robinson was accused of sexually abusing an anonymous 
woman and involving her in satanic ritual as a child. This 
smacked of the kind of hysteric accusation bandied around 
the US in the 1980s during the moral panic over Satanism, 
but it did prompt Toledo cold case detectives to dust off the 
1980 murder case file. With new forensic techniques, they 
were able to show that the point of the letter opener found 
in Father Robinson’s room fit a small nick in Sister Margaret 
Ann’s jawbone “like a key in a lock”. They had just enough 
evidence to charge Father Robinson with the murder, and he 
went to trial on 24 April 2004.   

In court, the prosecution found witnesses willing to 
identify Father Robinson at and around the scene at the time 
of Sister Margaret Ann’s murder. They painted a picture for 
the jury of a strained relationship between nun and priest, 
Sister Margaret Ann weary of the mess Father Robinson 
left after mass, Father Robinson infuriated with the nun’s 
nitpicking. Years of angst had come to a head.

Testimony also came from a Chicago priest who 
specialised in exorcism, Reverend Jeffrey Grob. He said that 
the killer would have been deeply aware of the ritualistic 
significance of Sister Margaret Ann’s murder, and that the 
method was intended to denounce her faith.

As blurred by time and controversy as Father Robinson’s 
murder charge was, the jury took six hours to find him guilty, 
on 11 May 2006, and he was given a 15-year sentence. Appeals 
saw the courts uphold Father Robinson’s conviction and he 
died in prison at the age of 76 in 2014. He claimed he was 
innocent to the end.

THERE IS ONLY ONE 
LAWGIVER AND JUDGE
FATHER ROBINSON HAD SUPPORTERS WITHIN HIS 
DIOCESE, BUT THIS WAS NOT ENOUGH TO SAVE HIM 
FROM SERVING HARD TIME
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Father Gerald 
Robinson

Sister Margaret 
Ann Pahl

Witnesses

5 MOVES IN MYSTERIOUS WAYS 
Doctor Jack Baron of the Swift Team takes a 

wrong turn while making his way to the chapel and 
passes a priest in the hallway, who is running in the 
opposite direction. 

6 DEVIL IN DISGUISE 
A black man “in a big hurry” was seen by Sister Madelyn Marie leaving the building 

at around the same time as the murder. This was one of several sightings of suspicious 
characters, some of which have since been officially eliminated.

PRIEST’S QUARTERS
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ABRAHAM ‘KID TWIST’ RELES, PERHAPS THE MOST SADISTIC 
MEMBER OF MURDER INCORPORATED, HELPED PROSECUTORS 
SEND HIS PALS TO THE ELECTRIC CHAIR. BUT WHO OR WHAT 

SENT HIM OUT OF A HOTEL WINDOW TO HIS DEATH? 
WORDS CHRISTIAN CIPOLLINI
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RIGHT On 12 November 1941, 
at the Half Moon Hotel on Coney 
Island, the body of Abe Reles 
was found on a landing fi ve fl oors 
below the suite he was lodged in

RIGHT On 12 November 1941, 
at the Half Moon Hotel on Coney 
Island, the body of Abe Reles 
was found on a landing fi ve fl oors 
below the suite he was lodged in



ABOVE Reles, a recognised 
hardcore criminal, turned 
state’s witness in spring of 
1940, which made him quite 
a media sensation

RIGHT Two of Brownsville’s 
most heinous. Martin ‘Buggsy’ 
Goldstein (left) and Abe ‘Kid 
Twist’ Reles jointly led Murder 
Inc at one time
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ABRAHAM RELES

There are mob hit men who carry out orders; for them 
it’s a job. Then there are the experts, masters in skilled 
assassination, hired for reliability and stealth, and they 

excel at the vocation. Rarer are the underworld enforcers 
who feed a voracious appetite for blood. For them, the ‘job’ 
is something more; murder becomes an art form. It is lust 
and craving, personified by a brutality light years outside 
the realm of what’s considered ‘necessary’ – even at the 
lowest depths of a criminal underworld. Abraham Reles 
was an example of such violent excess, as evidenced by his 
own admission and recollection. He thrived within the most 
sinister microcosm of 20th-century organised crime history, 
got caught, turned state’s witness, and mysteriously fell to his 
death while under close guard.

The Underworld’s 
Unclaimed Victims

25 November 1933, Brooklyn, New York. Alex ‘Red’ Alpert 
met his maker at just 19 years of age, courtesy of vengeance-
powered lead, dispensed by an assortment of neighbourhood 
grim reapers. Like many of the local miscreants, the victim 
knew these dealers of death, even worked with or for them 
sometimes. Alpert, a thief himself, had previously engaged in 
a verbally charged disagreement (over fencing some stolen 
goods) with a fellow criminal, but it was ultimately the wrong 
colleague to enrage. 

That murder, like many more ‘gang-related’ homicides 
to follow over a decade and across the United States, 
remained unsolved. There were witnesses, warnings, court 
appearances, and, in typical fashion, dismissals for lack of 
evidence. Despite it all, Alpert’s grieving mother trekked to 
a Brooklyn police station nearly every day for the next seven 
years demanding justice, because she knew what a good 
number of people knew – who the perpetrators actually 
were. Thanks to her persistence (and new information 
divulged by Harry Rudolph – a material witness to her son’s 
murder) Mrs Alpert would get some justice in early 1940.

This isn’t just another whodunit of gangland history. The 
Alpert situation was a catalyst for an even larger, supremely 
crucial facilitator in solving what turned out to be hundreds 
of unsolved murders. But even revelations of such astounding 
magnitude would be paled by the sensational, still-debated 
and bizarre death of that ultra-critical figure on which the 
crusading prosecutors hinged nearly the whole case.

Decades of Death Solved
The stars aligned not just for ‘Red’ Alpert’s mother, but also 
for a newly elected and politically ambitious district attorney 
of Kings County New York. William O’Dwyer and his team 
of prosecutors opened the books on dozens of murder 
mysteries. Prior to that, the only thing anybody really knew 
(or would publicly state) was that a large number of crime 
victims were somehow tied to the mob. 

It was only a few weeks after he took office in 1940 
that the DA began prying open the mouths of young 
gangland associates. Their tales kept pointing to a core 
group of hoods that had massive collective arrest records 
but very few convictions. There was the Jewish faction 
from Brownsville and the Italian faction from Ocean Hill. 
Although the vastness of this gang was almost mind-boggling 
at first, the DA’s office knew who the innermost members 
were: Abraham Reles, Martin Goldstein, Harry Strauss and 
Harry Maione. All of them, plus a few hangers-on and loose 

associates, were already rounded up or in jail for lesser 
charges by the time O’Dwyer readied the onslaught. 

After the first two songbirds corroborated the necessary 
finger-pointing towards Reles, Goldstein and Maione, the 
DA’s office wasted no time letting it be known that the 
electric chair in Sing Sing Prison would be very busy very 
soon. Abe Reles got word of the younger guys’ co-operation. 
Then, his wife, Rose, paid him a visit and reminded the 
Brooklyn strong-arm that he had another child on the way. 
It was reported that Reles in turn decided to ask for DA 
O’Dwyer’s audience.

Born to be Bad
Reles had an offer the prosecutor couldn’t refuse. Despite 
no specific promises of leniency being offered by O’Dwyer, 
Reles still agreed to take the stand and divulge details of the 
inner workings in such colourful detail that the world would 
be astounded. So, who was this Abe Reles character? He 
intrigued the new prosecutor, despite bearing all the traits of 
an untrustworthy character.

Born in Manhattan to Jewish immigrants, Abe was the 
black sheep of the family in the sense he was the only one 
to become a career criminal. The family moved to Brooklyn 
while he was a child and the climb up the underworld 
ladder quickly followed. By the time he and District Attorney 
O’Dwyer became acquainted in February 1940, Reles had 42 
arrests on his record (everything from assault to murder), 
with only minimal time served. Reles’ defiance of the concept 
of law and order earned him the ‘Public Enemy Number 
One’ distinction in 1934. It was an ego boost for him and 
disheartening for the justice system, as demonstrated in 
dramatic fashion during a court session that same year. “He 
is one of the most vicious characters we have in Brooklyn. 
He has been arrested 32 times, but has borne a charmed 
life,” Judge George Martin opined aloud as he reluctantly 
discharged Reles for the murder of Alvin Sydnor. “However, 
if he does not stop now, I am certain that his career will be 
ended by prison sentence for life, or some detective will put 
a bullet in him.” Reles then whispered to his attorney, who 
afterwards addressed the judge. “Your honour, the defendant 
has just told me to tell you that he would take a chance with 
any cop with a pistol or anything else.” Abe Reles, gloating in 
another courtroom win and anxious for the last word, further 
sneered, “No cop can kill me, a cop has to count ten before he 
can fire his gun.” 

With that sort of notoriously antisocial attitude 
encompassed by his prized witness, O’Dwyer should not have 
been surprised by the immediate and often critical response. 
Once the news of Reles’ co-operation with the prosecution 
reached the public, the press went wild. Many eyebrows 
were raised, and not everyone was pleased with the district 
attorney’s decision to make a star witness out of a man that 
openly admitted to being a willing participant in wholesale, 
contracted, and oftentimes extremely grotesque killings. 

 RELES WAS SHAMED AMONG 
HIS FORMER UNDERWORLD 

BRETHREN. THEY ALL 
LABELLED HIM THE ULTIMATE 
WORD OF DISRESPECT: RAT 

ABOVE Reles, a recognised 
hardcore criminal, turned 
state’s witness in spring of 
1940, which made him quite 
a media sensation

RIGHT Two of Brownsville’s 
most heinous. Martin ‘Buggsy’ 
Goldstein (left) and Abe ‘Kid 
Twist’ Reles jointly led Murder 
Inc at one time
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HE COULD SING, BUT HE COULDN’T FLY

ACCOUNTS OF THE HOURS 
LEADING UP TO AND FOLLOWING 
THE DEATH OF ABE RELES 
SATISFIED A GRAND JURY 
INVESTIGATION, BUT LEFT MUCH 
ROOM FOR SPECULATION

DEADLY TIMING

11pm, 11 November 1941
Abe Reles’ wife Rose leaves the 
hotel after a three-hour stay, during 
which time she delivered him a 
bottle of whiskey. Witnesses state 
she and Abe part on discordant note. 

11.15Pm
The Half Moon Hotel front desk receives 
a phone call from room 620 (police guard 
suite); male caller asks if room 523 
(which happens to be room directly below 
Reles’) is vacant. Clerk confi rms vacancy. 

3am
A Guard notices Reles in the hallway 
and offers him some coffee. Reles 
declines and returns to suite 623. 
Last witness account of Reles alive.

6.45am
William Nicholson of room 123 
observes a body lying on the 
extension outside his window and 
calls the front desk.

7am
Hotel management arrives in 
Nicholson’s suite and notifi es guards 
that one of their prisoners is on the 
roof extension. Guards check Reles’ 
room. He’s not there.

7.20am
The police department is notifi ed 
that an ‘unidentifi ed man’ has 
jumped or fallen. An ambulance 
from nearby Coney Island Hospital is 
dispatched to the Half Moon Hotel. 

7.25am
The offi cer in charge of the 
Witnesses’ security – Captain Frank 
C Bals – arrives on scene. Prior to his 
arrival, no specifi c guard had been 
placed in charge.

7.30am
A physician from Coney Island 
Hospital pronounces Reles DOA – 
dead on arrival. 
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RIGHT After testifying in Los Angeles, Albert Tannenbaum and Abe Reles are 
greeted by District Attorney William O’Dwyer as they arrive back in New York
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Reles was shamed both publicly and, of course, among his 
former underworld brethren. They all labelled him the 
ultimate word of disrespect: rat.

Shocked, dismayed or just plain pissed off, Reles fired 
back at his old pals and defended the decision to turn state’s 
witness. “I was always one jump ahead of Happy Maione 
and ‘Pittsburgh Phil’ Strauss,” Reles proclaimed. “They 
offered to tell on me, but I beat them to the punch. But I 
am not a squealer.” That was the ‘angry’ public relations 
campaign. Reles also tried to employ a more ‘human’ or 
‘family man’ image. Reports filtered out of the district 
attorney’s grapevine network that sought to perhaps pull at 
the public’s heartstrings. “Your old man is the boogey man,” 
schoolchildren allegedly taunted Reles’ five-year-old son. 
That, so said the rumours, provoked Abe into quitting the 
gang life, then offering to help bring others to justice. In 
reality, the court of public opinion wasn’t buying it.

And The Choir Sang 
Notwithstanding the critical and concerned detractors of 
the Kings County prosecutors relying almost entirely on the 
testimony of admitted criminals, DA O’Dwyer’s campaign 
against the mob’s murder syndicate swiftly moved straight 
into courtrooms from Brooklyn to Los Angeles. For the cases 
centred on Brooklyn murders, Assistant District Attorney 
Burton Turkus took the limelight, prosecuting Reles’ former 
cohorts in sets of two and three, whenever possible. Abe 
Reles’ role in these sensational trials was crucial, no doubt, 
but perhaps not quite as critical as the hype may have 
suggested. Other combination members, such as Seymour 
‘Blue Jaw’ Magoon and Albert ‘Tick Tock’ Tannenbaum, 
provided scathing first-hand accounts of pivotal crimes, 
especially during the trial of ‘Lepke’ Buchalter. The original 
two squealers O’Dwyer enlisted – Maffetore and Levine – 
provided stomach-turning accounts of homicides committed 
in surrounding counties, and were able to bring otherwise 
elusive individuals into the mix. Reles, it should be noted, 
was not the singular top Murder Inc boss. To be fair, he 
never claimed he was. In reality, Reles was a ‘working boss’ 
and further removed from the mob’s top brass than many 

Meyer Shapiro
17 SEPTEMBER 1931
Personal (partially business): 
Reles once worked for Brooklyn 
racketeers the Shapiro brothers. 
Bad blood developed in 1930 and 
led to a back and forth of attempted 
assassinations. Reles’ gang fi rst 
dispatched older brother Irving earlier 
in the year; Meyer Shapiro, always the 
real target, was fi nally gunned down 
in a tenement basement (youngest 
brother Willie was beaten, bagged 
and buried alive in 1934). 

Alvin Sydnor
15 FEBRUARY 1934
Personal: Still seething over a 
daytime verbal-turned-physical 
altercation with a gas station 
attendant, Charles Battle, Reles 
wanted to fi nish the job. With Harry 
Strauss’s assistance, the assailants 
beat and stabbed to death night 
attendant Sydnor, who they likely 
mistook for Battle.

George ‘Whitey’ 
Rudnick

11 MAY 1937
Business: Rudnick, rumoured to be a 
heroin addict and chatty with police, 
was lured by Reles to a garage where 
Maione and Strauss were waiting. 
Reles didn’t personally deliver the 57 
punctures by an icepick, nor the meat 
cleaver-to-skull conclusion, but he 
was a mastermind behind it.

Irving ‘Puggy’ 
Feinstein

5 SEPTEMBER 1939
Business: A contract was issued on 
Puggy for moving on to someone 
else’s turf, but neither Reles nor most 
of his closest Murder Inc pals knew 
Puggy personally. The victim was 
roped, beaten and stabbed, inside 
Reles’ home, while his mother-in-law 
was sleeping in a nearby room.

KID TWIST WAS A WILLING PARTICIPANT IN, AND OFTEN THE INSTIGATOR 
OF, BRUTAL HOMICIDE, BOTH MOB SANCTIONED AND PERSONALRELES THE HITMAN

RIGHT After testifying in Los Angeles, Albert Tannenbaum and Abe Reles are 
greeted by District Attorney William O’Dwyer as they arrive back in New York
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HE COULD SING, BUT HE COULDN’T FLY

realised. Murder contracts were generally (and yes, there 
were of course exceptions) handed down, from whichever 
Syndicate boss issued it, to intermediaries such as Louis 
Capone or Harry ‘Pittsburgh Phil’ Strauss, then passed on 
to whomever was directed to carry out the contract or, as 
in some cases, opted to carry out the particular contract. 
Reles was, however, very privy to the intricacies of the entire 
system, its members, its list of victims and, most damning, 
the names of the higher ups. He was also able to link these 
people to those they ordered the deaths of.

The Murder Inc investigation was wrought with paranoia 
from the outset, not surprisingly. The DA’s office – and every 
other law enforcement entity involved – were keenly aware 
that the canaries who were singing were also walking targets 
for mob reprisal. In an effort to minimise opportunistic 
marksmen and to keep the ‘choir’ under centralised and 
official security details, O’Dwyer’s office rented a suite on 
the sixth floor of Coney Island’s Half Moon Hotel. Lodged 
on the floor with Abe Reles were fellow witnesses Albert 
Tannenbaum, Mickey Sycoff and Sholem Bernstein. Each 
had their own room. Guards on duty – officers specifically 
reporting to the DA’s office – maintained positions 
throughout the ten-room section within Suite 620. On 
the hotel’s main floor, two guards were assigned, but their 
instructions were vaguely listed as “keeping an eye out for 
suspicious people”. 

The witnesses were housed in that hotel, on that floor, 
for the better part of a year. All the while, they would be 
permitted visits from wives or other family, and of course 
taken to and from various courtrooms both in and outside 
New York. By November 1941, Abe Reles had already testified 
in New York in three Murder Inc cases. Two of those trials 
sent four of his former gang pals to the electric chair; a 
third – that of Irving Nitzberg for the murder of Albert ‘Plug’ 
Shuman – almost gave Old Sparky another notch (Nitzberg 
avoided execution several times and eventually got out of 
prison altogether). Reles had also travelled to Los Angeles to 
testify against a syndicate big shot – Benjamin ‘Bugsy’ Siegel. 
Interestingly, the more precious (though ultimately futile) 
testimony was offered by Tannenbaum in that case; Reles was 
not quite as important. That said, Reles was expected to be 
brought back to California to again offer testimony against 
Siegel. That day never came to pass. 

Sometime between 3am and 6.30am on the chilly morning 
of 12 November, Abraham Reles jumped, slipped or was 

Martin ‘Buggsy’ 
Goldstein

12 JUNE 1941
For the 1939 murder of Irving ‘Puggy’ 
Feinstein. Reles told in gruesome 
detail how he, Buggsy and ‘Pittsburgh 
Phil’ Strauss roped and icepicked 
Feinstein – in Reles’ own living 
room – then lit the corpse on fi re in 
a dump. 

Harry ‘Pittsburgh 
Phil’ Strauss

12 JUNE 1942
For the 1939 murder of Irving ‘Puggy’ 
Feinstein. Reles’ memory for murder 
was razor sharp, and he testifi ed to 
Strauss’s anger during the Feinstein 
kill. Puggy bit his thumb during the 
hog-tieing melee, which became 
a subject they discussed at length 
during dinner afterwards. 

Harry ‘Happy’ Maione
19 FEBRUARY 1942
For the 1937 murder of George 
‘Whitey’ Rudnick. Reles told the court 
that Maione added a particularly 
gruesome touch to the victim. “Let 
me hit the bastard for luck,” Maione 
was accused of saying, as he split 
Rudnick’s skull with a meat cleaver.

Frank ‘The Dasher’ 
Abbandando

19 FEBRUARY 1942
For the 1937 murder of George 
‘Whitey’ Rudnick. Abbandando was 
painted more as lumbering sidekick 
to Maione – who was clearly the 
dominant decision maker. Reles’ 
testimony targeted Maione but 
consistently placed Abbandando right 
alongside. It was a team effort.

RELES’ HOMICIDAL TENDENCIES WERE RIVALLED ONLY BY HIS 
WILLINGNESS TO SACRIFICE HIS FRIENDSRELES THE SNITCH
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ABOVE Investigators examine 
evidence in Reles’ hotel suite, 
trying to piece together the 
events that led to his death

74
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forced out of the window of room 623 of the Half Moon 
Hotel. He was scheduled to testify that morning against 
alleged Murder Inc boss Albert ‘The Mad Hatter’ Anastasia. 

an inevitable ending
Just a little over a year earlier, the New York PM newspaper 
forecasted an ominous fate for the star witness against 
Murder Inc. “Reles is a 4-plus syphilitic,” the article stated. 
“And if that doesn’t kill him, if he goes free or gets a light 
sentence, one of the old gang probably will.”

The sentiment also reflected the criticism levelled at 
prosecutors for basing their cases largely on the testimony 
of a heartless murderer. Avi Bash, author of Organized Crime 
In Miami, says there was very little distinction between the 
killers who went on trial and the killers who got prosecution 
deals. “Determining the most cold-blooded out of Reles, 
Strauss and Maione is a challenge,” Bash explained. “All three 
killed for the love of it, and genuinely seemed to enjoy the 
sportsmanlike rivalry of one-upping each other with their 
increasingly gruesome methods of execution.” 

The news of Reles’ death spread like wildfire, with 
conspiracy theories multiplying even more rapidly. Five of 
O’Dwyer’s witness protection force were demoted. Captain 
Frank Bals, the overseer of the security squad, came under 
heavy scrutiny, offered contradicting information, yet was 
defended throughout by O’Dwyer himself. Many questions 
were raised regarding how secure the witnesses really were, 
who was in charge that night and, of course, was the mob 
behind it? Besides his scheduled appearance against Albert 
Anastasia, Reles was also expected to again take the stand 
against Bugsy Siegel and the man everybody – from Assistant 
DA Burton Turkus and the FBI to Manhattan’s DA Thomas 
E Dewey – had in their crosshairs: Louis ‘Lepke’ Buchalter.  
Buchalter had been the ultimate prize from the very moment 
his name was uttered by Murder Inc stoolpigeons.

Of all the top gangland echelons who allegedly wielded 
power over murder contracts, why Lepke? Too many reasons 
to list here, but it was clear to everyone involved in the 
investigation that along with Anastasia and Jacob ‘Gurrah’ 
Shapiro, Lepke was a direct overseer of Murder Inc and 
possibly the most accountable. Author Avi Bash surmised: 
“Reles, Strauss, and Maione all displayed psychopathic 
tendencies, and in that sense their level of brutality is 
understood. Lepke ordered countless murders – including 
innocent men – and did so while possessing no psychosis in 
his mental make-up.”

But did Reles’ mysterious six-storey free fall ruin the 
plan to get Lepke? No, not all. Louis ‘Lepke’ Buchalter, 
Mendy Weiss and Louis Capone were all put to death after 
convictions for their roles in the murder of Joseph Rosen 
in 1936. Reles’ testimony would have been good for the 
prosecution but, as it turned out, the incriminating testimony 
came from the mouth of Albert Tannenbaum.

Why Did Reles Fly?
To this day, nobody really knows. Or they just aren’t 
squealing. However, as for the ‘how’ and ‘when’ of Reles’ fall, 
a grand jury investigation concluded in 1951 that his death 
was an accident. The report minced no words in condemning 
many aspects of the investigation. Among the criticisms: 
how no specific guard was ever in charge, some evidence 
was simply not examined or disposed of, the extremely long 
amount of time it took to identify and then examine Reles’ 

body, and the unaccountable hours between the last moment 
Reles was seen alive and the moment when he was found 
dead. Despite the bad taste left in their collective mouth, the 
grand jury determined from all the evidence they studied that 
Reles had indeed ‘tried’ to lower himself to the partially open 
window of room 523 (which showed evidence of scrapings 
they believed were caused by Reles trying to grab the window 
sill), was entirely too heavy for the wire and bedspread ‘rope’ 
he had fashioned for this purpose, and, ultimately, that if 
anyone had really wanted to kill Reles, it would have likely 
been done already, as there had been ample opportunities for 
over a year because the witnesses were accessible from time 
to time. The stories of Reles suffering from the symptoms 
of syphilis, or having been drunk at the time, were also 
disproved by the investigation.

“Reles died of a fractured dislocation of the fourth 
and fifth lumbar vertebras, ruptured liver and spleen and 
hemoperitoneum (haemorrhage in the abdomen),” said the 
grand jury statement on Abe Reles ‘Cause of Death’. 

 RUMOURS CIRCULATED THAT GUARDS WERE 
PAID TO KILL RELES, AND THAT MOB MONEY 
MAN FRANK COSTELLO RAISED THE CASH 
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HE COULD SING, BUT HE COULDN’T FLY

Anger was rampant, however, as was scepticism. Rumours 
circulated that guards were paid to kill Reles, and that mob 
money man Frank Costello raised the cash for the payoffs. 
Some theories pointed to Reles’ medical problems (some 
confirmed, others such as syphilis disproved), and a possible 
suicide. Some suggested Reles was simply playing a practical 
joke that went horribly wrong, or, fearing he’d still have to 
serve time and likely be killed in prison, tried to flee. There 
was no shortage of unanswered questions, regardless of the 
official investigation report. 

In the early 1950s, William O’Dwyer – then ambassador 
to Mexico – was called before the McClellan committee to 
answer questions regarding his purported friendship with 
mobster Frank Costello and how it came to pass that Albert 
Anastasia never once entered a courtroom during the Murder 
Inc trials. O’Dwyer had few concrete replies to the probing 
questions, and when grilled on the Reles/Anastasia fiasco, he 
said: “When Reles went out the window… [the case went] out 
the window with him.”

“I’m of the popular belief that the police were paid to toss 
him out the window,” said author Avi Bash. “I don’t think 
the details matter, and whether it was Costello who raised 
$100,000, or Luciano’s claim that police received $50,000, 
one thing is certain: money really does open doors, or in this 
case a window.”

THE LEGEND OF KID TWIST’S 
HIDDEN TREASURE REMAINS AN 
UNSOLVED MYSTERY

SHOW ME 
THE MONEY

Did Abe Reles have a stash of skimmed mob 
cash? Well, it was one of the multitude of 
reasons given for the gangster’s decision to rat 
out his friends back in 1941, and if it existed, 
the secret went to the grave with Abe. The 
amount of money Reles allegedly hoarded 
away was anybody’s guess, but some reports 
estimated $75,000 while others infl ated the 
booty upwards of $250,000. 

In April 1940, just as he was being 
offi cially called a rat in the media, Reles 
allegedly told District Attorney O’Dwyer that 
he felt Murder Inc honcho ‘Lepke’ Buchalter 
probably wanted him dead anyway, because 
the Brooklyn gang was getting too big. Reles 
said most of the money was from extortion 
rackets conducted within Brooklyn – a place 
he felt his own gang should be in charge of 
anyway. “Why should we give all that dough 
to them?” he once argued to ‘Pittsburgh Phil’ 
Strauss. Little more of the mystery was made 
public after Reles’ death, save for a Walter 
Winchell mention in 1943 that Abe’s wife 
Rose – and the police – were still hunting for 
Reles’ treasure in Brownsville.
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On 13 November 1931, 
Abe Reles was interred at Mt 

Carmel Cemetery with none of 
the fanfare he enjoyed while 

testifying against his cohorts. 
He was buried in a simple 
pine casket with just eight 

mourners in attendance
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Following Abe Reles’ mysterious death, 
newspaper headlines became filled 
with theories, conspiracies and op-eds, 
like this 1941 Daily News article
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UNSOLVED CASE

HE INSTILLED SUCH A SENSE OF FEAR AND DREAD IN 
A GENERATION OF MELBOURNE CHILDREN AND THEIR 
PARENTS THAT HE IS NOT FORGOTTEN – EVEN 28 YEARS 
AFTER HE FIRST ABDUCTED A TEN-YEAR-OLD GIRL FROM 
HER SUBURBAN BEDROOM

WHO IS 
‘MR CRUEL’?

WORDS EMILY WEBB

UNSOLVED CASE

Head of the Spectrum task force 
Detective Inspector David Sprague 
holds the reward and information 
poster sent to homes across 
Melbourne not long after Karmein 
was abducted in 1991

Worried neighbours gathered in the street, watching 
the police, journalists and photographers gathered 
around one of the houses. “I wonder why he picked 

that house,” one neighbour told a reporter. “You think if they 
picked that house, what house will they pick next. It could 
have been any of us.”

The house in question was the home of John and Julie 
Wills, who were enduring every parent’s worst nightmare. At 
5.45 am that morning, 27 December 1988, a man in a blue ski 
mask and overalls had broken into their home and abducted 
the couple’s ten-year-old daughter, Sharon. 

After breaking in through the front door of their home 
in Ringwood, an eastern suburb of Melbourne, the man had 
entered the bedroom of the sleeping parents and put a gun 

to the head of Mr Wills. He then made them lay face down, 
securing their hands with copper wire.

As the Wills lay in terror, trying to free themselves, the 
man went into a bedroom that Sharon shared with her three 
other sisters and lifted her up. He blindfolded the young 
girl and put a ball in her mouth to stop her screaming. By 
the time Mr and Mrs Wills had freed themselves, about 15 
minutes later, Sharon was gone. The intruder had cut the 
home’s telephone line, so Mrs Wills ran to her neighbour to 
get them to call the police. She then ran around the streets to 
try to find her little girl.

The news terrified children and parents across 
Melbourne. It wasn’t the first time a child had been abducted 
from their suburban home by an intruder. Many adults would 
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recall the case of Eloise Worledge, an eight-year-old abducted 
from her bedroom in Beaumaris, a middle-class beachside 
Melbourne suburb in January 1976. To this day, Eloise has 
never been found.

SUBURBAN NIGHTMARE
Throughout the day, the massive police hunt came up with 
no leads, and Sharon was still missing. As each hour passed, 
the fear that the little girl may never come home intensified. 
As the clock ticked to Midnight, a passing motorist saw a 
young girl on a corner in Bayswater, a neighbouring suburb of 
Ringwood. It was Sharon, clad in two black garbage bags.

“My name’s Sharon Wills and I was taken from home 
early this morning. A man left me here and told me to go and 
ring home,’’ she told the woman who found her. The woman 
took Sharon to her home and called the police. Sharon was 
physically unharmed but had endured an 18-hour ordeal, 
during which time her abductor had repeatedly sexually 
assaulted her. She hadn’t seen his face as she was blindfolded 
the whole time. She told police the man had dumped her 
outside Bayswater Secondary College, taken the blindfold and 
tape from her face, and ordered her to walk away and not 
look at him or he would abduct her again.

Police believed Sharon’s abduction was targeted and that 
the offender had probably surveyed the home and surrounds 
for several days, or even weeks, before he took the girl. 
Newspaper reports at the time suggested that the offender 
had seen a picture of Sharon and her family in a newspaper 
in June of that year, when there was a story about a fire at the 
family’s home. Speaking to the media after Sharon was found, 
Mr Wills said that his daughter was “…resilient and coping 
as well as could be expected.” He went on to say that, “…the 
experience of someone bursting in to your bedroom with 
a gun and tying you up is terrifying, and then to have your 
daughter taken and not know where she is is indescribable. 
The relief we felt when we got her back is indescribable too.”

TERROR STRIKES AGAIN
Another family would endure what the Wills had been 
through when the offender struck again, this time in 1990. 
Teenager Nicola Lynas, 13, was at her Canterbury home, in 
Melbourne’s inner-eastern suburbs, when the man broke into 
the home at 11.40pm on 3 July, abducting Nicola and telling 
her older sister, Fiona, he wanted a $25,000 ransom. Armed 
with a 25-centimetre-long bread knife, he tied Fiona to the 
bed and told Nicola to gather a set of her clothes, including 
her school blazer. The man drove away with Nicola in the 
family’s car before transferring her to another car nearby.

Nicola and Fiona were home alone at the time while their 
parents were at a nearby farewell gathering. The family, 
from England, were set to return to London after an almost 
four-year stint in Australia. The girls’ father, Brian Lynas, was 
a partner at a multinational accounting firm, and the family 
had been transferred to Melbourne a few years earlier. They 
enjoyed the Australian way of life, which they thought was 
much safer for their daughters. The couple returned to the 
home at Midnight to find the front door wide open, their car 
stolen and a traumatised Fiona tied to her bed. 

Mr Lynas fronted a press conference to plead for his 
daughter’s safe return. He said he was prepared to pay the 
ransom, no questions asked. “We’d like very much to have 

UNSOLVED CASE

Nicky back with us, obviously, and whatever can be done to 
get her back we would like to be done,” Mr Lynas said.

Having been driven around for several hours, crouched 
in the footwell of the passenger seat, Nicola was taken to a 
house where she was tied to a bed and sexually assaulted 
over the next 50 hours. Mr Cruel made the painstaking 
efforts to conceal his identity he’d become known for, 
covering Nicola’s eyes and cleaning meticulously after 
himself, but he did give a few clues away. He told Nicola he 
had a schoolgirl fantasy and also, just prior to her release, 
that him and a friend were looking for places Mr Cruel could 
drop her off without giving himself away.

Eventually she was taken to be dropped off, but Mr Cruel 
abandoned the location as it was apparently “no good”. She 
was then driven to bushes outside a power substation, five 
kilometres from her home. It was her 14th birthday that day.

Nicola gave a detailed description of the balaclava her 
abductor had been wearing – it was distinctive as it was hand 
knitted and dark green with cream stitching around the eye 
and mouth holes. She also told police there was a blanket on 
the front seat of the second car and she had been forced to 
cover herself with it. 

Police set up an information caravan in the street where 
Mr Cruel had left the family’s car when transferring Nicola to 
the other vehicle. Tips to police rolled in but the investigation 
seemed to stall again. The Lynas family returned to England 
not long after the unimaginable ordeal, with police remaining 
in close contact.

In April 1991, Mr Cruel appeared to strike again. Karmein 
Chan, 13, was looking after her younger sisters at their 
home in Serpells Road, Templestowe (a street lined with 

ABOVE The attacker was 
methodical, securing his 
victims and their families 
before removing any chance 
of them communicating 
with the outside world

ABOVE RIGHT According 
to his surviving victims, 
Mr Cruel wore a balaclava 
at all times. It is believed 
Karmein Chan was 
murdered because she 
saw his face, possibly from 
pulling his mask off during 
a struggle
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WHO IS ‘MR CRUEL’?

DEMEANOUR
He would be in steady employment, polite, 
somewhat introverted and quiet, and may be 
involved in community projects.

WHERE HE LIVES
His home would be a single-family residence 
with a garage or a carport.

LIVING ARRANGEMENTS
If Mr Cruel did live with someone, they would 
have been absent from the home at time of 
the offences.

RELATIONSHIPS
If he is involved with someone, his sexual 
gratifi cation would be dependent on his 
partner acting out a certain role, for example, 
dressing like a schoolgirl.

BODY LANGUAGE
He may miss work immediately after the 
abductions, or appear to work colleagues to 
be stressed and incommunicative.

CHANGES IN BEHAVIOUR
The offender’s routine will change after the 
events and he may turn to drugs or alcohol for 
a short while, or become overly interested in 
something like religion.

MINDSET
The offender’s rich fantasy life is fuelled by 
the use of commercial pornography and, in 
his mind, he has no intention of harming his 
victims when he takes them.

IN PLAIN SIGHT
In general, he appears normal, and this has 
enabled him to avoid arousing the suspicions 
of others.

SELF-CONTROL
Upon reading the news stories about the FBI 
profi le of him, he will attempt to change his 
behaviours and will appear more rigid and 
self-controlled.

STRESSED OUT
The offender will not be able to control his 
stress levels following Karmein’s abduction.

THE VICTORIA POLICE REACHED 
OUT TO THE FBI DAYS AFTER 
KARMEIN’S ABDUCTION TO BUILD 
A PROFILE OF THE OFFENDER

THE FBI PROFILE

large, luxury homes) while their parents worked in their 
popular Chinese restaurant. At about 9pm, a man broke into 
the home, forced Karmein’s sisters into a cupboard after 
threatening them with a knife, and abducted Karmein. “I 
won’t hurt you,” he said to the younger girls as he shoved 
them in the cupboard.

Police suspected from the outset that Karmein’s abduction 
could be the work of Mr Cruel. There were many similarities 
– he broke into the home, threatened the other children 
present, and it was during school holidays. Whether it was 
a coincidence or not, Karmein and Nicola both attended the 
same secondary school, Presbyterian Ladies’ College. Could 
Mr Cruel be a staff member at the school? 

The words “payback” and “more to come” were left 
painted on a car in the driveway, which indicated this was 
either a crime relating to something to do with Karmein’s 
parents’ businesses or it could have been Mr Cruel trying 
to divert attention. The Age newspaper reported an excerpt 
from an internal police report that had been made in 
the aftermath of Karmein’s abduction. Police believed 
that Karmein was targeted and had probably been under 
surveillance by her abductor for some time. “No outward 
signs that children reside at the premises – no outside play 
equipment, no bicycles etc – [the children were] mostly 
confined to indoor recreation,” the report said.

 KARMEIN HAD TOLD HER MOTHER SHE 
WOULD NOT GO WILLINGLY WITH MR CRUEL IF 

HE EVER CAME FOR HER 

DEMEANOUR
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LIVING ARRANGEMENTS
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Police suspected from the outset that Karmein’s abduction 

Sharon was ten when she was 
abducted. Mr Cruel dumped her 18 
hours later, clad in garbage bags, and 
warned her not to look back at him

Nicola, 13, was abducted from 
her home by Mr cruel in 1990. 
She was released 50 hours later
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UNSOLVED CASE

MELBOURNE

MR CRUEL STUCK TO A SPECIFIC GEOGRAPHIC 
AREA WHEN TARGETING HIS VICTIMS

CITY OF FEAR

One of the victims described hearing 
planes landing when they were held 
captive, leading police to search suburbs 
under the fl ight paths to Melbourne Airport.

CLUE MR CRUEL’S LAIR

HELP US
The police were swift in making an appeal to the public. 
Karmein’s parents, John and Phyllis, begged the man who’d 
taken their daughter to return her anonymously.  During one 
press conference, Mrs Chan held up a favourite hooded surf-
style top of Karmein’s and sobbed. Every parent watching the 
media appeal on television felt devastated for the Chans and 
terrified that this child abductor could strike again. 

The then premier of Victoria, Joan Kirner, even made 
an appeal to the offender to let Karmein come home. “As a 
mother and grandmother I cannot imagine anything worse 
than to have your daughter removed from your house and to 
not know where she is and to know she will be going through 
dreadful psychological trauma, if not physical. It must be 
sheer hell,” Mrs Kirner said in an interview on Melbourne’s 
top-rated AM radio station 3AW on 17 April. “I ask him to put 
himself in the place of the mother. Then, I think, he would 
make the right decision,” she added.

Meanwhile, a $300,000 reward was offered to anyone 
who could come forward with information to help solve the 
crimes. David Sprague, the head of Operation Spectrum, held 
up a poster with Sharon, Nicola and Karmein’s photos and 
the headline “WE NEED YOUR HELP”.  There were three 
pertinent questions on the poster: “Do you believe you know 
the identity of the man? Have you informed police of your 
suspicions? Where was this man during the following dates?” 
This poster was distributed to households across Melbourne. 

HOPE FADES
When 70 hours had passed since Karmein’s abduction, Mrs 
Chan wrote a letter pleading with her daughter’s abductor 
to let her go. It contained a secret code only the Chans knew, 
which would enable Mr Cruel to communicate privately 
with the family. This letter had been written without the 
knowledge of police and was published in the Sunday Herald 
Sun. “If we do it through the police he won’t get in touch,” 
Mrs Chan told the newspaper. To break the code and find the 
postal address, the abductor would have had to ask Karmein 
the name of family friends in Hong Kong.

But it was to no avail. Everyone feared the worst as the 
months went by. Then, days before the one-year anniversary 
of Karmein’s abduction, her remains were found. A man 
walking his dog along a creek in the north of Melbourne 
spotted what he thought were human remains. A police 
excavation recovered bones belonging to a child. The skull 
had several bullet wounds, indicating they had been executed 
with gunshots to the back of the head. Dental records and 
DNA from her family confirmed it was Karmein.

The brutal manner of her death – and the fact that she’d 
been murdered – was a sharp departure from Mr Cruel’s 
MO. But police believed Karmein had put up a fight, and 
had potentially seen his face. When she saw news reports 
of Nicola Lynas’s abduction, Karmein had told her mother 
she would not go willingly with Mr Cruel if he ever came 
for her. These were prophetic words from the young girl, 
but most of Melbourne’s children were talking about this 
bogeyman and may have had similar ideas to Karmein. More 
than 800 people attended Karmein’s funeral, including school 
classmates and the task force dedicated to catching her killer.

There was no other offender at the time that the 
community wanted caught more than Mr Cruel.
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WHO IS ‘MR CRUEL’?

18 hours after her abduction, Sharon was left 
by Mr Cruel at Bayswater Secondary College, 
less than 20 minutes from her family home. 

EVENT DUMPED AT SCHOOL

Nicola was dumped in bushes in front 
of an electricity substation in Tennyson 
Street, Kew, at 2am on 6 July – 50 
hours after she was abducted.

EVENT NICOLA SAFE

On 9 April 1992, a man walking his 
dog along Edgars Creek, Thomastown, 
spotted a human skull in a landfi ll area 
at the rear of an electricity substation. 

EVENT TRAGIC FIND

Sharon was abducted from her home 
in Hillcrest Avenue, Ringwood, at 
5.45am on 27 December 1988.

VICTIM SHARON WILLS

In 1985, Mr Cruel broke into 
a home in Lower Plenty, tied 
up her family and spent hours 
assaulting an 11-year-old girl.

VICTIM GIRL, 11

Nicola was abducted from her home 
in Monomeath Avenue, Canterbury, 
one of Melbourne’s most expensive 
streets, at 11.40pm on 3 July 1990.

VICTIM NICOLA LYNAS

Karmein’s parents Phyllis and 
John make an appeal to the 
public for information to bring 
Karmein home safely. Mrs Chan is 
holding up Karmein’s favourite top

Karmein, 14, was abducted from her 
family’s luxury home in Serpells Road, 
Templestowe, at 8.40pm on Saturday 
13 April 1991. Karmein was home alone 
with her two younger sisters at the time.

VICTIM KARMEIN CHAN

Mr Cruel’s tone was calm and 
measured: he let his words and 
weapon carry his threats
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UNSOLVED CASE

IN THE WAKE OF KARMEIN CHAN’S ABDUCTION, POLICE SET UP OPERATION SPECTRUM IN AN EFFORT TO CATCH 
THE SERIAL CHILD ABDUCTOR AND RAPIST BEFORE HE COULD STRIKE AGAIN

THE INVESTIGATION

In the hunt for Mr Cruel, police interviewed 
27,000 suspects, received 10,000 tip-offs from 
the public and checked 30,000 homes.

Operation Spectrum ran for 29 months 
and cost nearly $4 million – a huge amount of 
money for the time. After Nicola and Sharon 
both said they’d heard planes from where 
Mr Cruel had kept them hostage, police 
concentrated on searching homes in the vicinity 
of Melbourne Airport in Tullamarine. The 
girls had also managed to take peeks at their 
surrounds, detailing what the bedroom and 
bathroom looked like. 

Police also have Mr Cruel in the frame for 
the 1987 rape of an 11-year-old girl. During this 
assault, he removed a window panel of the girl’s 
Lower Plenty home, at 4am in the morning, 
and assaulted the little girl. She was the first 
victim police have definitely linked to Mr 
Cruel but they believe, as do FBI profilers and 
psychologists, that he would have committed 
other sex crimes before this attack.  

During the 1987 attack, Mr Cruel spent 
several hours at the home – he’d gagged and 
tied up the girl’s parents and six-year-old 
brother. He was armed with a knife and a gun, 
and threatened the family’s lives if they didn’t 
stay quiet. The attack showed much planning 
on the offender’s part and a confidence he 
would not be interrupted. The man even took 
a break from the assault to make food. When 
he was finished, he told the girl to count to 100 
before freeing herself and her family. 

The girls were all abducted during school 
holidays. This led police to believe Mr Cruel 
might be a teacher or someone who worked in 
education. He could also have a connection to 
education through a family member. He is also 
believed to have some knowledge of science and 
crime-scene investigation techniques. 

Mr Cruel was painstaking in ensuring as 
little DNA as possible was left for police to 
find. One victim recalled he scrubbed sinks and 
wiped bench tops. He bathed his victims before 

releasing them and laid a plastic sheet over the 
linoleum floors. He put garbage bags on Sharon 
when he released her. 

The surviving victims told police Mr Cruel 
used phrases like “bozo” and “don’t be a worry 
wart”. These seemed at odds with the moniker 
‘Mr Cruel’, and one of the girls said to police 
that when he bathed her, he did so as if he 
was bathing a small child. The FBI made it 
clear in its profile that it was “imperative” that 
the material released to the public dispelled 
the myth of the “monster”. Of course, when 
Karmein’s body was found, it revealed that the 
offender could be cold-blooded. 

In 2010, a covert task force named Apollo 
was set up to investigate new information 
uncovered during a review of the original 
investigation by Operation Spectrum.

The Herald Sun, Melbourne’s daily tabloid 
newspaper, wrote about the renewed hunt 
for Mr Cruel, and police released limited 
information to the public about the potential 
breakthrough. The covert investigation now 
became public and the police wanted to temper 
the huge interest in the case.

Victoria Police Superintendent Doug 
Fryer said at a press conference that 12,000 
pieces of information had been reviewed and 
cross-referenced with new details as part of 
Operation Apollo. “We do have new leads, and 
they are substantial… it was that substantial 
that our organisation saw fit to put a dedicated 
focus back on this investigation some 17 years 
after the first task force had been formed,” 
Superintendent Fryer said. “The reality is 
the person who committed these crimes is in 
among our society, or was at the time of them. 
So he was associating with people, more than 
likely held a job down. There’s someone out 
there who has got information, we think, that 
hasn’t been passed on as yet.”

INSIDE HIS CRUEL MIND
The hunt went international when an 
Australian forensic profiler travelled to the 
USA to speak to a killer to try to get an insight 
into the mind of Mr Cruel. South Carolina man 
Richard Daniel Starrett had kidnapped and 
sexually assaulted three teenaged girls before 

releasing them (one escaped and led police to 
Starrett) and shot dead another, aged 15. 

Starrett shared similarities to Mr Cruel’s 
profile – he was a quiet, unassuming, intelligent 
man who worked as a technician. Starrett 
committed his crimes when his wife was 

visiting her parents. Starrett would release his 
victims before she returned home. He was also 
obsessed with pornography and rented a space 
in a warehouse where he kept thousands of 
books on crime-investigation methods, how to 
change identity and a few on serial killers.
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THE AFTERMATH
In 2016, on the 25th anniversary of the 
abduction of Karmein Chan, Victoria Police 
announced a $1 million reward to anyone who 
could provide information to solve her case. The 
Herald Sun exclusively reported that two men 
– both teachers – had been named as suspects 
from fresh tips to police.  

Veteran crime journalist Keith Moor, 
who reported on the Mr Cruel case from the 
beginning, revealed in the Herald Sun, as part of 
a series of articles about the case, that a former 
Melbourne University lecturer was among seven 
suspects the police were unable to rule out. 
This man, now 75 and a convicted sex offender, 
had been jailed for a decade in the 1970s for 
several knife-point attacks on women and girls 
in their homes. When the newspaper tracked 
him down (they did not reveal his identity but 
called him ‘Bill’), he said he was not Mr Cruel 

but was aware he was the main suspect. A few 
other men in the police’s sights still lived in 
Melbourne or in regional areas. One suspect 
died in 2015 and another had moved to Canada. 
These suspects are aged between 58-75 years.

Upon the announcement of the reward, 
Assistant Commissioner Stephen Fontana, who 
was one of the police officers on the original 
investigation, said he hoped it would tempt 
someone with vital information to help crack 
the case. “This series of crimes had a significant 
impact on the community, I know even with my 
own family, the impact on my children at the 
time, a lot of people were worried.”

While some believe Mr Cruel is still alive 
and there is hope he will come to justice, 
others speculate the offender might be dead. 
In 2010, when news broke of a new, covert 
investigation into the crimes, retired policeman 

Colin McLaren, who led the 
original investigation, said the 
fact that the offences seemed 
to stop abruptly meant Mr 
Cruel might have committed 
suicide or moved overseas.

There are also some who 
believe the abduction and 
murder of Karmein was 
committed by a separate 
offender. The fact Karmein 
was murdered in a manner 

consistent with gangland executions had some 
thinking her abduction and death was part of 
an extortion or payback crime by an Asian gang. 
Karmein’s parents owned successful businesses, 
and the graffiti left on the Chans’ car on the 
night of the abduction prompted speculation. 
This could have been a deliberate red herring by 
Mr Cruel. However, questions were raised about 
the change of modus operandi to murder, when 
the previous victims were released. 

Australian crime author and journalist 
Andrew Rule reported on the case. In a 2013 
interview for a Leader Community Newspapers 
investigation into unsolved murders in 
Melbourne’s outer east, Rule said Karmein’s 
abduction and murder became somewhat of 
a “wildcard” in the hunt for Mr Cruel. “Now 
Karmein Chan, on the face of it, was similar in 
some ways because of the geography. She came 
from the eastern suburbs where the other girls 
had been abducted,” Rule said. 

“All we know is she was shot in the head, 
this would seem, to some, to be the actions of 
a gangster, a sort of semi-professional hit and I 
think that casts some doubt over whether the 
Chan case was, in fact, part of the Mr Cruel 
case… who knows?”

Someone knows something and it’s not too 
late to solve the mystery of Mr Cruel. Anyone 
with information can contact Crime Stoppers at 
crimestoppersvic.com.au.

TO THIS DAY, MR CRUEL REMAINS THE BOGEYMAN FOR A GENERATION 
OF KIDS IN MELBOURNE WHO WERE OF SIMILAR AGES TO HIS VICTIMS
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to stop abruptly meant Mr 
Cruel might have committed 
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believe the abduction and 
murder of Karmein was 
committed by a separate 
offender. The fact Karmein 
was murdered in a manner 

WHO IS ‘MR CRUEL’?

Phyllis Chan and her two daughters 
perform a Buddhist ceremony at the spot 
where Karmein’s body was found. Mrs 
Chan is wearing Karmein’s favourite top

ABOVE The abductor turned murderer: it’s thought Mr Cruel put a bullet in Karmein’s head 
after she pulled her blindfold off and a saw his face

ABOVE Going to extreme lengths to cover his tracks, Mr Cruel washed Nicola Lynas and 
dressed her in a bin liner, before dropping her off in a quiet spot miles from her home
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THE COMMUNITY OF CHOWCHILLA IN CALIFORNIA WAS THROWN INTO TURMOIL 
AFTER 26 OF THEIR CHILDREN WERE KIDNAPPED AND BURIED ALIVE ONE DAY IN 
1976. THE HORROR STILL HAUNTS THEM FOUR DECADES LATER
WORDS PAUL FRENCH

THEY TOOK
OUR CHILDREN
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ABOVE The “well-to-do” 
kidnappers in court – James 
Schoenfeld (left), Fred 
Woods (centre) and Richard 
Schoenfeld (right)
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CHOWCHILLA KIDNAPPING

For 26 Californians, 15 July 1976 has never really stopped. 
40 years on from what happened to them, that balmy 
Thursday afternoon, in the first week of summer school, 

is the first thing they think of when they wake up; it’s with 
them all day as snatches of it come back to surprise and 
terrify them; it’s the last thing they think of as they go to 
sleep each evening; and it infests their nightmares. For these 
people – mostly fourth-grade school kids in the summer of 
1976, though some were as old as 15 – the bus ride home that 
day has defined their lives.

That day, the children boarded their yellow school bus 
after having spent the warm afternoon swimming at the 
Chowchilla Fairgrounds’ swimming pool in California’s 
Madera County. All the kids were heading back to Dairyland 
Elementary School nearby and then home. The bus was 
noisy, raucous, full of kids who’d had a great day splashing 
about and knew each other well, as they all came from the 
same small communities. They also all knew their regular 
school bus driver, Frank Edward ‘Ed’ Ray, who made sure 
they were all on board and then set off for home. Those 
moments, all aboard the bus, joshing and ribbing each 
other, Ed laughing at their antics, their still wet swimming 
costumes in their bags, were the last moments of innocence 
those 26 kids ever knew. 

Now, 40 years later, the children who were on the bus 
that day are grown adults, some are grandparents. Most of 
them, from that day forward, have suffered decades of severe 
panic attacks and nightmares of being kidnapped and buried 
alive. They have seemingly irrational fears of cars driving 
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terrify them; it’s the last thing they think of as they go to 
sleep each evening; and it infests their nightmares. For these 
people – mostly fourth-grade school kids in the summer of 
1976, though some were as old as 15 – the bus ride home that 
day has defined their lives.

That day, the children boarded their yellow school bus 
after having spent the warm afternoon swimming at the 
Chowchilla Fairgrounds’ swimming pool in California’s 
Madera County. All the kids were heading back to Dairyland 
Elementary School nearby and then home. The bus was 
noisy, raucous, full of kids who’d had a great day splashing 
about and knew each other well, as they all came from the 
same small communities. They also all knew their regular 
school bus driver, Frank Edward ‘Ed’ Ray, who made sure 
they were all on board and then set off for home. Those 
moments, all aboard the bus, joshing and ribbing each 
other, Ed laughing at their antics, their still wet swimming 
costumes in their bags, were the last moments of innocence 
those 26 kids ever knew. 

Now, 40 years later, the children who were on the bus 
that day are grown adults, some are grandparents. Most of 
them, from that day forward, have suffered decades of severe 
panic attacks and nightmares of being kidnapped and buried 
alive. They have seemingly irrational fears of cars driving 

past them, strangers, public transport, animals, dogs, going 
underground: because all these things combined to create 
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was that kind of Californian town – friendly, a place where 



ENTOMBED
THE CHILDREN OF CHOWCHILLA WERE BURIED IN A 
VAN AND MIGHT HAVE BEEN LEFT THERE UNTIL THE 
AIR RAN OUT, BUT FOR SOME LATERAL THINKING

BATTERIES
Unknown to Ed Ray and the children, the 
kidnappers had callously put heavy industrial 
batteries on the access lid to prevent it being 
opened. Somehow, Ed managed to push the 
batteries away and open the lid, only to discover 
they were still buried underground and had to 
crawl through the earth above them.

ENTOMBED
By carefully arranging the 
mattresses, Ed Ray and some of the 
older children could get up as high 
as the rooftop access lid. However, 
when they reached the lid itself, it 
wouldn’t move. It appeared sealed. 

TIME LIMIT
The air pipe was small and wouldn’t 
have been able to provide suffi cient 
air for the captives indefi nitely. 

BURIED VAN 
The van the kidnappers used 
was the sort used for house 
removals. It had been stolen 
from the Palo Alto Transfer & 
Storage Company. Still, with 
27 people trapped inside, it 
was cramped.

UNSANITARY
Conditions in the van were atrocious. 
The toilet was nothing more than a 
hole in a box and was overfl owing in a 
few hours. The kidnappers left only a 
few bottles of water for the 26 children 
and one adult.

MATTRESSES
These were not for the children’s 
comfort. They just happened to 
have been inside when the van was 
stolen. Fortunately, by carefully 
stacking them, there were just 
enough to reach the access lid in 
the roof. 
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you wouldn’t think twice about offering to help a stranded 
motorist or a lost driver, a good community.

Then that innocence ended. A group of armed men 
brandishing shotguns and wearing masks over their heads to 
obscure their faces emerged from the side of the road. They 
ordered Ed back on the bus and then walked through the 
vehicle pointing their guns at the kids, telling them to get 
on the floor. One of the gunmen drove the bus off Avenue 
21 through some fields of bamboo, the bus jolting as it hit 
the plant stumps and throwing the kids around in the back, 
screaming in terror. Eventually the bus halted next to a 
drainage ditch with two vans parked up. The kids and Ed Ray 
were hustled off the bus at gunpoint into the two vans. The 
bus was driven down into the ditch out of sight. 

The vans drove around for over ten hours. Nobody had 
any idea where they were or where they were going; the 
windows were all painted black and nobody could see out. 
They could be eleven hours away from Chowchilla or have 
driven around in circles for all that time and not have gone 
far at all. The captives had no idea. 

What they did know was that things were horrible. 
They were obviously being abducted, the vans were hot, 
temperatures inside were over 37 degrees Celsius with no 
ventilation, toilets, food or water. Many smaller children 
vomited from carsickness and terror. Eventually the vans 
stopped and the children were ordered out – it was dark, 
the night-time temperature had dropped and they were 
now cold. They didn’t know it but they were just outside the 
town of Livermore in California, only about 160 kilometres 
north west of Chowchilla, in the direction of San Francisco. 
They were at the bottom of a quarry, the California Rock and 
Gravel Quarry, which had steep sides, and they could see 
nothing but the stars in the sky above. The only light now 
came from a couple of hastily rigged up construction lights.

 THEY WALKED THROUGH THE VEHICLE 
POINTING THEIR GUNS AT THE KIDS, TELLING 

THEM TO GET ON THE FLOOR 
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CHOWCHILLA KIDNAPPING

In Chowchilla, parents, teachers and the police were 
frantically trying to find out what had happened to the school 
bus. It had left the swimming pool and then disappeared. 
Nobody even knew exactly where the bus had gone missing 
on its journey back to the school. What the mothers, fathers, 
brothers, sisters, teachers and cops in Chowchilla imagined 
might have happened was horrible for them all – but it’s 
unlikely it was as horrible as what was about to happen to 
the kids themselves. 

Buried Alive
The kids in the quarry were tired, scared and upset. The 
younger ones – some were just five, six or seven years of 
age – were crying and huddling close to the older kids, who 
were equally as scared and now totally disorientated. Ed Ray 
tried to calm them down, but he was scared too and had no 
idea what the masked and armed men had in store for them. 
What was their plan? It still hadn’t been revealed. 

The kidnappers, it seems, did have a plan. It was a regular 
kidnap plan – just with 26 kids and a bus driver rather than 
one person. As they’d been driving around all night, the 
kidnappers had been trying to phone in their ransom demand 
to the Chowchilla Police Department. But the lines had been 
jammed with frantic and worried parents trying to get any 
news they could on their missing kids. The kidnappers were 
never able to get through.

Whether the next stage of the drama was planned or not 
is unclear – perhaps it was improvised after being unable 
to make contact with the cops. They hustled all the kids 
and Ed Ray into a large removals van. They threw in some 
old mattresses, some water, a jar of peanut butter, some 
cereal and stale bread – hardly enough for all the kids to get 

even a small drink and something to eat. They then locked 
and sealed the van and placed a sheet of metal and several 
heavy industrial batteries over the rooftop access. There was 
seemingly no way to escape the van, but to make sure, the 
kidnappers buried it in the quarry.

Before sealing the children in, they methodically took each 
of their names, dates of birth, addresses, home telephone 
numbers and a sample of their clothing. Then they left them 
there – buried alive in a sealed van with virtually no food and 
drink, a diminishing air supply and in a state of total terror. It 
became a tomb, a coffin for all the children and Ed Ray. 

Their Own Personal Hell
There they stayed for 16 awful, traumatising hours – hours 
that would live with every one of them for the rest of their 
lives; that live with them today. Hungry, thirsty, forced to use 
a single cardboard box as a toilet, the air supply dwindling, 
the inside of the van filthy. The smell was so bad the children 
vomited; they fainted from the stench and lack of oxygen; 
they were all sure they were about to die. 

Ed Ray knew he had to stay strong and find a way out. 
He organised the older children to help; to give them all 
hope. They began to stack the mattresses up to the roof. It 
was a laborious job as they were oxygen deprived and even 
the slightest effort required immense reserves of strength. 
Eventually they reached the roof access in the van and 

 THERE WAS SEEMINGLY NO WAY TO ESCAPE 
THE VAN, BUT TO MAKE SURE, THE KIDNAPPERS 

BURIED IT IN THE QUARRY 

ABOVE Workers at Livermore, 
California, fi nally drag the 
removals van out of the quarry 
revealing just how much effort 
the kidnappers went to when 
they buried their victims
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In Chowchilla, parents, teachers and the police were even a small drink and something to eat. They then locked ABOVE ABOVE Workers Workers at Livermore, at Livermore, 
California, fi nally drag the 
removals van out of the quarry 
revealing just how much effort 
the kidnappers went to when 
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ABOVE School bus driver and hero Ed Ray (seated at the microphone) speaks of his ordeal at a press conference 
soon after the events in 1976

THERE WAS NO QUESTION OF 
THEIR GUILT, BUT WHY DID 
WOODS AND THE SCHOENFELD 
BROTHERS DO IT?

Eventually the children – aged between 
five and 15 years of age – were rescued 
by the police. They were cold, hungry, 
scared and traumatised, though obviously 
glad the ordeal was finally over

THRILL SEEKERS

It was certainly a bizarre kidnapping, both in 
its size and strangeness. But neither Woods 
nor his accomplices, the Schoenfeld brothers, 
ever told the court, the media, the kidnapped 
kids or even their attorney why they did it. 
They admitted they were seeking a $5 million 
ransom, but they didn’t need the money – 
they were all from what the Californian media 
described as “well-to-do” families. The three 
men’s defence attorney at the trial, Scott D 
Handleman, never could work out why they 
took the risk for money they didn’t really 
need. He can only surmise that it was simply 
greed. There seems to be no other logical 
justifi cation for such an audacious plan, 
which always had a high likelihood of failure.
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managed, by sheer force of will it seems, to push away the 
industrial batteries and the metal sheet. But they weren’t out 
yet – they then had to scramble through the dirt pushed in 
on top of the van by the callous kidnappers. But, eventually, 
oxygen, and daylight.

Follow the Trail
Once the police got to the children, it didn’t take long to piece 
it together. Ed Ray was put under hypnosis and was able to 
recall the first van’s license plate. It was tracked to its owner, 
Frederick Newhall Woods IV. The police soon discovered 
that the California Rock and Gravel Quarry was owned 
by Woods’s father. Woods was picked up while packing a 
bag with the intention of fleeing to Canada. He admitted 
the kidnapping and informed on his accomplices, brothers 
Richard and James Schoenfeld. They both surrendered to 
the police. In Woods’s apartment, police found an old copy 
of the pulp magazine Alfred Hitchcock’s Daring Detectives – it 
seems they got the idea from a penny dreadful story in the 
magazine. All three were given 27 life sentences (one for 
each of the children and another for Ed Ray) without the 
possibility of parole.

40 Years On
Of course there’s no getting over an experience like the 
Chowchilla kidnapping and live burial easily, but the 
devastation wrought on the children and their loved ones 
has been immense and long lasting. Still, the children all 
tried, with the support of their community in Chowchilla, 
to overcome the events of 15 July. Every 26 February is 
celebrated as ‘Edward Ray Day’ in Chowchilla, a chance for 
the town to come together and remember their bus driver, 
who died in 2012. Perhaps the whole dreadful experience 
could have passed into history with the help of therapy, 
counselling, care, support and the knowledge that Woods and 
the Schoenfeld brothers were safely behind bars forever. 

Then, in 2012, an appeals court overturned the 
kidnappers’ original sentences. The court ruled the men 
had caused no bodily harm and so had the right to parole. 
They all applied. Woods was turned down – his behaviour in 
prison was aggressive and he had been caught with a mobile 
phone, pornography and smuggled-in pictures of naked 
children. However, the Schoenfeld’s were granted parole and 
subsequently released. The ensuing publicity, the knowledge 
that two of the three kidnappers were free and that the other, 
Woods, could reapply in 2017, undid all the good work the 
therapists, caring families and the community had done in 
nearly 40 years and pitched many of the kidnapped children, 
now adults, back into a nightmare.  

It Never Ends
The night sweats, the terrors in enclosed spaces, and the fear 
of being buried alive again has resurfaced for many of the 
Chowchilla victims, now all in their 40s and 50s. Flashbacks, 
panic attacks, crippling anxiety: all the symptoms of extreme 
post-traumatic stress. The horror of the 1976 Chowchilla 
kidnappings and burials didn’t end when the children clawed 
their way out back into the sunlight in the remote quarry. 
Frederick Woods, Richard and James Schoenfeld didn’t just 
inflict an almost unimaginable 16 hours of underground hell 
on the children of Chowchilla, but condemned them to a 
lifetime of coping with the aftereffects of their crime.
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It To Beaver (1957-63), and with a slasher’s 
weapon. John, it seems, could go either way.

In the Midwestern town of Clayton, 
John helps his divorced mother (Laura 
Fraser) embalm corpses in the mortuary of 
their family funeral home, while showing 
an unhealthy fascination with the cadavers’ 
insides. Lacking empathy or affect, John 
struggles to keep in check his own dark 
fixations and homicidal tendencies, even as 
someone else begins ripping townspeople 
apart and stealing their organs. John is quick 
to work out the identity of the killer, but 
remains uncertain whether he should be 
playing cat and mouse with him, stopping 
him dead, or following in his footsteps. 

Records is best known for his role in 
Where The Wild Things Are (2009) as Max, 
a young boy who conjures monsters on 
which to project his own emotional conflicts. 
Here, in clever casting, Records’ John is still 
negotiating psychological minefields, and still 

facing monsters within and without, as his 
evolving relationship with elderly neighbour 
Bill Crowley (Christopher Lloyd) brings out 
the best and worst in the troubled teenager, 
and presents him, on his road to adulthood, 
with a choice between divergent futures. 

Adapting Dan Wells’ 2009 novel, director 
Billy O’Brien (Isolation, 2006) has crafted 
a slice (and dice) of small-town slaughter 
that shows real affection for its messed-up, 
misfit characters and their murderous urges. 
Though the presence of smartphones marks 
the film as contemporary, Robbie Ryan’s 
16mm camera work beautifully evokes the 
horror of the 1970s – and in attempting to 
understand rather than merely demonise its 
‘villains’, I Am Not A Serial Killer earns its 
place as perhaps the most Capra-esque study 
of murder out there, as well 
as a Donnie Darko-like take 
on a young man’s difficult 
rites of passage.

Young man in a mask: 
John Wayne Cleaver 

(Max Records) prowls 
the town

DIRECTOR BILLY O’BRIEN   DISTRIBUTOR BULLDOG FILM DISTRIBUTION   RELEASED OUT NOW

8

“John, you have a lot of predictors for 
serial killer behaviour, but predictors 
are just that: they predict what might 

happen, not what will happen. You’re in 
control of your destiny. You’re a good person, 
John.” With these words, psychotherapist 
Dr Neblin (Karl Geary) tries to reassure his 
patient, John Wayne Cleaver (Max Records), 
a clinically diagnosed sociopath with some 
dangerous appetites. 

Caught on the cusp of adolescent change, 
John is not so sure about either his goodness 
or his destiny. John’s name is certainly an 
ambiguous predictor of his future. The actor 
John Wayne played all-American characters 
who conformed, broadly, to a (Republican) 
heroic ideal, but when placed in front of 
a third appellation, the names ‘John’ and 
‘Wayne’ evoke the notorious mass murderer 
Gacy; meanwhile the surname Cleaver 
is associated both with the wholesome 
family featured in suburban sitcom Leave 

I AM NOT A SERIAL KILLER
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RUN

CREATORS ALAN CUBITT, BBC   DISTRIBUTOR RLJ ENTERTAINMENT   RELEASED OUT NOW

First time author Daniel Cole is rather 
modest about his debut novel, the result 
of several attempts to get a television 

pilot produced. However, it is a confi dent, 
accomplished work that is hard to put down, 
and one he should be proud of.

Set in contemporary London, it opens 
with a court case, around which the entire 
plot hinges. The timeline jumps forwards and 
back, as the reader follows the case and its 
impact, which continues to be felt some four 
years later. The book follows various members 
of the Met Police as they deal with the 
discovery of one body, which is the result of 
six murders. Yes, you read that right.

The characters are the usual fl awed 
selection – the cop with a tendency for 
violence; his ex-wife, the career-driven TV 
reporter; and the female cop with a drink 
problem and a crush on her violent colleague. 
Yet it is to Cole’s credit that they emerge as 
sympathetic characters, to whom the reader 
can relate, and you end up caring about these 
people and what will happen to them.

The book concerns itself with morality 
and the concept of justice – and this applies, 
in different ways, to each of the characters. 
Andrea, the feisty reporter, realises that 
becoming a TV anchor means betraying her 
ex-husband and her own beliefs; Edmunds, 
the keen policeman, learns that if he chooses 
to stay in CID, it will be the end of his 
relationship with his pregnant partner; and 
even peripheral characters 
have to make decisions, 
and learn to live with them 
– or die for them, in some 
rather creative ways.  

THE FALL:

The third series of the acclaimed BBC crime drama 
The Fall is, as fans of the fi rst two series would 
expect, a treat, although it isn’t for the faint-hearted. 

Anyone looking to binge-watch all six episodes might 
want to consider whether they’d like to watch that much 
violent content, which is graphic but thankfully never 
gratuitous, in one sitting. At times it’s hard to watch but 
the darker scenes help tell the story and aren’t thrown in 
just for good measure.

As with the previous series, the presentation is both 
glossy and stylish, though it doesn’t shy away from 
the dark grittiness of the subject matter. Serial killers 
are never pleasant, easy-going material and, as such, 
nobody would expect Dixon Of Dock Green. There’s a 
dark, cold, sombre feel to this series. The visuals and 
music fi t the subject and provide a strongly atmospheric 
edge. Like one of the characters in The Hobbit describes 
their dinner party: “Dark for dark business.”

The Fall is defi nitely no style-over-substance light 
entertainment, nor is it a cop show by numbers. The 
pacing is slow, patient and deliberate, rather like many 
criminal investigations. It might be a little too ponderous 
for some tastes, but it fl ows well and isn’t uneven or 
jerky. There’s a real depth to it, and that’s very satisfying. 

As a six-hour series it would fi ll an evening very 
nicely. It’s not at all hard to see how it’s developed 
so dedicated a following. All in 
all, The Fall is a superior effort 
with a heavyweight cast and solid 
production, and it comes highly 
recommended by us.  

Author Mandasue Heller does not mince words, 
and neither do her characters, which makes this 
page-turning thriller set in the streets of Manchester 

feel entirely lived in and, at turns, funny and highly 
confrontational. Her targets include, among others, 
the government and drug addicts, and her aggressive 
approach allows for very little nuanced consideration.       

Leanne Riley is down on her luck after being cheated 
on by her fi ancé. She’s out of work, on benefi ts and 
living in a rough bedsit, but thankfully her best friend 
Chrissie is there to provide comfort and moral support. 
On a night out they bump in to an old school friend, 
Jake, who’s had a crush on Leanne for years. When they 
start dating, Leanne’s life takes a turn for the better, with 
Jake’s large bank balance providing a way out of poverty. 
Leanne isn’t painted as a gold digger but rather as naïve 
and besotted by a man who is promising her the world. 

Mandasue takes her time building the relationships 
in the book and easing the reader into a false sense of 
security, so that when she fi nally reveals terrible violent 
acts, they are all the more shocking. As she delves 
deeper into the criminal underworld of the city, she 
capably dials up the menace. Though this is Leanne’s 
story she sadly isn’t as shaded-in a character as Chrissie, 
whose inner life is far more convincing. However, 
Mandasue’s prevailing ideas about the 
importance of fi nancial and domestic 
independence are served well through 
the nicely written and credible 
friendship between the two women. 
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improbable decisions. This is the kind of book 
you’ll remember, often, when you’re faced with 
real-life injustices. It’s as much 
a message as it is a story: 
sometimes, it says, you’ve got 
to fi ght, because the system 
won’t protect you.

investigation. Though told from Lam’s perspective, 
Cool is very much in charge and in an afterword 
by Russell Atwood, the fact 
that this detective veers from 
the norms of the genre is 
cited as a possible reason for 
rejection in 1939.

This long-lost hardboiled noir by the late Erle 
Stanley Gardner (the man who created Perry 
Mason) is at once an exciting discovery and 

an interesting look at what publishers of the time 
deemed digestible for the crime fi ction audience. 
What was supposed to be the second instalment in 
the long-running Cool and Lam mysteries is a feisty 
and frank assessment of the business of marriage 
and political corruption. It maintains a thrilling pace 
while adding a new dimension to the much-loved 
titular characters. 

Private eye Donald Lam is following Eben Cunner 
on the orders of his straight-talking boss, Bertha 
Cool, as he is suspected of stepping out on his wife 
with a tall blonde. However, what Lam discovers is 
much more sinister, and when, after day two on the 
job, Cunner is found murdered in his apartment, 
all hell breaks loose. Forced to go on the run with a 
mysterious switchboard operator, Lam’s fondness for 
a hot broad overtakes his vocational instincts.  

Cool is quite simply an irresistible character who 
Gardner clearly writes about with an affectionate 
hand. Her hefty frame serves her well when slugging 
shady types, but her everyday demeanour possesses 
a sexy and sophisticated elegance. In contrast, Lam 
is of a slight build and, unlike the character we 
come to know in the series, is not the only brains 
behind the operation, making silly mistakes in his 

AN HONEST DECEIT

THE KNIFE SLIPPED

REVIEWS

AUTHOR ERLE STANLEY GARDNER   PUBLISHER TITAN BOOKS   RELEASED OUT NOW

AUTHOR GUY MANKOWSKI   PUBLISHER URBANE PUBLICATIONS   RELEASED OUT NOW

When something goes wrong, most of us hope 
that there are systems in place to put it right. 
If we make a complaint, we assume it’ll be 

dealt with properly; if someone’s done something 
wrong, we trust that they’ll be punished. But in Guy 
Mankowski’s fourth novel, An Honest Deceit, the 
system is corrupt, and justice won’t prevail unless 
someone forces it to.

Ben Pendleton is a teacher who’s popular 
with both his students and with the audience for 
the school-based reality TV show he’s unwittingly 
featured on. He’s a nice guy, basically; the kind of 
person who abides by the rules. But after his young 
daughter is killed on a school trip, he suspects 
there’s something he’s not being told about the 
circumstances of her death and the teaching 
assistant assigned to look after her. Unconvinced by 
the police’s half-hearted investigations, he begins his 
own – and soon fi nds himself on the wrong side of 
some very infl uential men who don’t relish amateur 
detectives snooping about.

Mankowski’s narrative is propelled by two 
powerful emotions: grief and righteous anger. At the 
outset, Ben’s devastated by his loss, and that pain 
is palpable on the page. But as he begins to realise 
what’s really happening, his grief becomes outrage, 
and Mankowski smartly gives him a range of very 
modern weapons against injustice – social media, 
online petitions and TV appearances – to wield 
against his enemies. 

There’s a striking energy to this novel, which 
will keep you pushing on even when things start to 
seem a little convenient, or when characters make 

REVIEWS

It’s been ten years since Noel Clarke’s 
breakthrough fi lm Kidulthood, and both 
he and his character have grown up a lot 

in that time. But while Clarke’s been busy 
making movies, Sam’s had a rather harder 
time of it. After killing classmate Trevor in 
Kidulthood, and trying and failing to fi nd 
his place in the world in Adulthood, he’s 
managed to put together some semblance of 
a normal life by the time we check in on him 
in Brotherhood. 

Someone’s still holding a grudge, though, 
and as Clarke brings his urban crime trilogy 
to a close, Sam will have to face up to the 
sins of his past all over again if he stands any 
chance of having a future.

The passage of time is clearly on Clarke’s 
mind, as Sam struggles almost as much 
with youth slang and body hang-ups as he 
does with the knife-wielding gangsters that 
are intent on cutting his throat. But he 
needn’t worry about losing his touch. Clarke’s 
screenplay might lean a little too heavily on 
dramatic monologues, but its humour is sharp 
and its poignant moments genuinely touching; 
his direction is assured; and his performance 
is a perfectly pitched blend of vulnerability 
and machismo.

Beyond a few stabbings and some vague 
allusions to the sex trade, there isn’t a huge 
amount of actual crime going on in this 
movie, and the central mystery is so easily 
solved it barely counts as a mystery. The pace 
sometimes fl ags, too, as characters seem less 
like they’re actively pursuing vendettas than 
navigating Kafkaesque tangles of criminal 
etiquette. But it’s so sincere, and so full of 
heart, that even at its least realistic it’s still 
utterly compelling. 

Sam might not have seemed like the 
character most deserving 
of a happy ending in 
Kidulthood, but by the 
end of Brotherhood, he’s 
defi nitely earned one.

BROTHERHOOD
DIRECTOR NOEL CLARKE 

DISTRIBUTOR LIONSGATE   
RELEASED OUT NOW
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I SURVIVED TED BUNDY: 
AUTHOR RHONDA STAPLEY   PUBLISHER GALAXY 44 PUBLISHING   RELEASED OUT NOW

for more than three decades. Wracked by 
guilt as more girls disappeared and turned 
up dead, Stapley’s methods of coping sent 
her deep into despair. However, Stapley 
went on to have a loving marriage, children 
and a successful career as a pharmacist. 
But one day the terror came flooding back, 
sending her into a spiral of anxiety and post-
traumatic stress disorder. 

With the help of a pen pal, she found 
a way to break through, taking her to a 
psychologist and together they explored 
the demons she had kept locked away for 
so long. Despite the amateur-looking sleeve, 
Stapley’s story of survival is an incredible and 
compelling read. The pages are as though 
they were from the diary of the author 
herself, with chilling and intimate details of 
her life. From the offset, Stapley states that 
throughout there will be ‘warnings’ when 
she is about to go into graphic detail of her 

attack. These excerpts of her memory do not 
appear until the last few pages of the book, 
leaving the reader to guess as to the horrific 
nature of her account that night. Such crucial 
information on the story might have served 
the reader better at the beginning of the 
book, as opposed to the end. 

However, when she finally reveals the 
extent of her attack, it is completely out of 
the blue and utterly shocking, giving a raw 
recollection of an ordeal plenty suffered but 
few lived to speak of. For sceptic readers, 
the foreword by crime author Ann Rule, 
who wrote one of the defining books on 
Bundy, should be enlightening, as she credits 
Stapley’s story. Unlike many a Bundy-focused 
book, Stapley’s story is more about her own 
journey as opposed to that of 
her attacker, and is a riveting 
account of life after Bundy’s 
reign of terror.

There are a number of books written 
about the infamous Ted Bundy, from 
those who defended him, those who 

knew him and those who prosecuted him. 
But few are by someone who survived 
him. Carol DaRonch was the face of Bundy 
survivors, who publicly pinpointed him for 
his attempt to kill her. But before DaRonch, 
there was Rhonda Stapley. Aged just 21, 
Stapley got into a tan-colour Volkswagen on 
her way to the University of Utah. She wasn’t 
to know that the driver was the serial killer 
responsible for the ‘Ted Murders’, and that 
she was about to be one of his dozens of his 
victims. But deep in the canyons of Utah, she 
soon found out that she was in grave danger.

Strangled and raped by Bundy, she 
thankfully escaped. But once safe inside her 
home she made a poignant decision – she 
would never tell anyone what had happened 
to her that night. And that’s how it stayed 
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THE ATTACK, ESCAPE AND PTSD 
THAT CHANGED MY LIFE

herself, with chilling and intimate details of 
her life. From the offset, Stapley states that 
throughout there will be ‘warnings’ when 
she is about to go into graphic detail of her 

journey as opposed to that of 
her attacker, and is a riveting 
account of life after Bundy’s 
reign of terror.
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 STAPLEY’S STORY OF SURVIVAL IS AN 
INCREDIBLE AND COMPELLING READ. THE 
PAGES ARE AS THOUGH THEY WERE FROM 

THE DIARY OF THE AUTHOR HERSELF 
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STRANGE CASE!
METH MUNCHIES MADNESS 
WREAKS HAVOC IN WALMART
HIGH ON POWERFUL NARCOTICS, A FLORIDA WOMAN WITH A SEEMINGLY 

INSATIABLE APPETITE USES A LOCAL WALMART AS HER PERSONAL BUFFET

STRANGE CASE!
METH MUNCHIES MADNESS 
WHERE FLORIDA, USA  WHEN DECEMBER 2015

Josseleen Elida Lopez of Lecanto, Florida, 

decided to wine and dine herself at a local 

Walmart – using a five finger discount to 

pay for her dinner-for-one.   

Lopez, 20, confused shoppers at the 

discount retailer when she hopped aboard 

a motorised shopping cart and started using 

the store as her own personal buffet, helping 

herself to anything that took her fancy. 

A loss-prevention employee at the 

Walmart in question eventually contacted 

the Citrus County Sheriff’s Office after 

stopping Lopez, on Tuesday 22 December 

2015, to inform them of Lopez’s strange 

behaviour after noticing she had been acting 

suspiciously in the aisles, atop the motorised 

trolley. Upon being detained, investigators 

found Lopez to be tipsy and discovered a 

half-empty bottle of wine in her cart, as well 

as evidence that she had consumed more 

than just a cheeky tipple.

Lopez had also stolen and eaten what 

ended up amounting to several meals during 

the short time she was taking the cart around 

the store for an impromptu joyride.

By the time she was found, Lopez had 

managed to consume several mini muffins, a 

few cinnamon rolls and the majority of a full, 

cooked rotisserie chicken, as well as the half 

bottle of wine. Peculiarly, she had also picked 

up a packet of sushi and eaten a single sushi 

roll from it before putting the opened packet 

back on the shelf. 
Overall, Lopez had consumed a whopping 

$32.36 worth of goods before she was 

stopped by bemused Walmart employees. 

When asked by deputies why she had stolen 

the food while on her munchies-fuelled 

rampage, she told them that she was hungry 

but didn’t want to eat outside of the store, 

according to official court documents. She 

also said that she “knew what she was doing 

was wrong” but she “did it anyway”.

When found, Lopez had three empty 

syringes on her, which the country sheriffs 

quickly discovered in her purse and 

backpack. She later admitted to using the 

syringes to shoot up methamphetamine. 

Strangely, meth has the opposite effect 

on the body to cannabis when it comes to 

appetite, often decreasing it to dangerous 

levels, which does not explain Lopez’s 

powerful case of the munchies. 

After her arrest, Lopez was charged 

with petit theft. In the state of Florida, petit 

theft, not to be confused with petty theft, 

is classed as the taking or using of property 

valued at $300 or less with the intent of 

either temporarily or permanently depriving 

the owner of a right or a benefit from the 

property, or appropriating the property to 

one’s own use or to the use of any person not 

entitled to the use of the property. Petit theft 

is a misdemeanour offense, with penalties 

that can include jail, probation, community 

service and restitution. 

Thanks to the syringes found in her purse 

and backpack, Lopez was also charged with 

possession of drug paraphernalia. 

INSATIABLE APPETITE USES A LOCAL WALMART AS HER PERSONAL BUFFET

When found, Lopez had three empty 

one’s own use or to the use of any person not 

 LOPEZ HAD MANAGED TO CONSUME SEVERAL 
MINI MUFFINS, A FEW CINNAMON ROLLS AND THE 

MAJORITY OF A FULL, COOKED ROTISSERIE CHICKEN 

Lopez used a motorised 
scooter despite being 
quite able to walk
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