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Despite the passage of time, historical unsolved murders     

continue to inspire books and fuel speculation. In this  

edition of CASEBOOK:CLASSIC CRIME, we look at seven  
unsolved murder cases - some will be familiar to you, and 

some not so familiar! One thing is for certain, the subject 

of unsolved cases remains as fascinating as ever!  

It is rather disconcerting to know that almost a quarter  

of UK murders remain unsolved and these include many that 

took place decades ago. Despite the advances of DNA and  

forensic evidence, over 1,590 murders remain unsolved.  

According to the Home Office homicide index, 17% of all      

deliberate killings over the last 20 years have failed  

to secure a conviction.   
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S 
andra Rivett was the 29-year-old nanny to Lord 
Lucan’s three children. She had been working for 
the Lucans for less than a month when she was 
battered to death in their basement kitchen of 46 
Lower Belgrave Street, London. Her murder took 

place just after 8.45pm on Thursday 7th November 1974. 
        Sandra tried to protect herself. Later inspection of her 
shoulders and upper arms revealed many bruises where she 
had covered her head, in futile attempts to ward off repeated 
blows. The weapon was a lead pipe covered in bandaging. 
Blood from Sandra’s wounds was splashed across the walls 
and formed puddles on the floor beneath her. And after    
being beaten unconscious, she choked to death as blood ran 
down her throat into her lungs. Her lifeless body was then 
stuffed into a canvas US Mail sack in preparation for its   
removal to an unmarked grave. 
        Just before 9pm, Sandra’s employer, Lady Veronica 
Lucan experienced a similar assault, but she managed to  
survive. After being beaten into submission, she was     
comforted by her estranged husband, who eventually helped 
her upstairs to her bedroom. Forty minutes later, and still 
dazed and bleeding, she watched her husband leave her bed-
room to fetch a wet towel to clean her wounds. It was nearly 
10pm when Veronica, staggered into the Plumbers Arms 
public house, about fifty yards from her home. She was 
semi-conscious and her face was covered in blood. 
        Lord Lucan was sought by the police in connection 
with these crimes, but there has been no trace of him in over 
forty years. Despite my having researched and documented 
the disappearance of the 7th Earl in my book The Troops of 
Midian, I have continued to harbour doubts relating to 
events of that evening. 
        The Coroner and the police delayed the inquest into 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Sandra Rivett’s death in the hope that Lord Lucan would be 
apprehended. It was then postponed repeatedly, so it was not 
until 16 June 1975, more than seven months after her death, 
that the hearing was finally opened. 
        Under English Law, a missing person can be            
pronounced dead after seven years. So the Lucan family 
could have applied to the High Court for such a ruling after 
1981. It was not, however until the latter part of 2015 that 
George Bingham, Lord Lucan’s son asserted that his father, 
was no longer alive. (Lord Lucan would have been 81 by 
that time.) And using the new Presumption of Death Act, 
George  Bingham left the High Court as the 8th Earl of    
Lucan on 3rd February 2016. 
        Following the events of that fateful evening in          
November 1974, the police decided the case was  straight-
forward and, almost wholly due to Lady Lucan’s evidence, 
her husband was deemed to be the only suspect. Lord       
Lucan was subsequently named as the murderer of          
Sandra Rivett. At the time of Lady Lucan’s evidence, a wife 
was considered in law to be neither, “compellable nor           
competent” to give evidence against her husband in criminal 
cases; the exception being if assault had been committed by 
the husband against his wife. 
        Veronica Lucan’s recollections were therefore of   
paramount importance to the police and fundamental to   
any case they wished to mount against the perpetrator. Her 
statement of events was constructed whilst she was           
recovering from her savage attack, and she remained under 
the constant supervision of the police for several weeks in a 
“safe” house in the South West of England. If Veronica had 
not suffered a direct assault by her husband, she could not 
have accused him or given evidence about what had        
happened. Given the intensity of her injuries it is remarkable 

LORD LUCA	 LORD LUCA	 LORD LUCA	 --- 	OT GUILTY? 	OT GUILTY? 	OT GUILTY?   
Read this article then make your mind up…. 

By RICHARD WILMOTT  
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that she felt able to recall the sequence of events so vividly. 
She had been bludgeoned six or seven times about the    
forehead and scalp so ferociously, that strands of her hair 
had been separated from her head and were found on the 
walls and on the weapon. She needed more than 50 stitches 
to her wounds. Such an attack would be likely to cover both 
the victim and the assailant with blood. A similar attack had 
killed a younger woman of identical build - Sandra Rivett - 
and yet Veronica apparently remained conscious, and    
managed to fight off her attacker. 
       It should be remembered that, following their separation 
in January 1973, the Lucans’ relationship had disintegrated. 
Lady Lucan felt intense hatred towards her husband and had 
accused him on previous occasions of planning to kill her 
and of hiring a hit-man. It is therefore, important that certain 
imponderables and the diversity of recollections by those 
involved are not discounted if we are to explore the facts. 
        On the evening of 7 November, Lord Lucan was     
definitely inside 46 Lower Belgrave Street shortly after 
9.00pm where he remained until about 9.45pm. At this time 
Veronica, made her hysterical entrance into The Plumbers 
Arms while covered in blood. Just before 10.00pm,     
Madelaine Florman, a close neighbour, was disturbed by the 
ringing of her front doorbell, which she ignored. This was 
shortly followed by an incoherent telephone call from    
Lord Lucan. He also telephoned his brother-in-law, Bill 
Shand-Kydd but failed to make contact, so he called his 
mother. These telephone calls were not made from a public 
phone box and the timings would suggest they came from 
his flat in nearby Elizabeth Street. 
       Driving the Ford Corsair he had recently borrowed from 
his friend Michael Stoop, Lucan arrived at about 11.30pm at 
the home of Ian and Susan Maxwell-Scott in Grants Hill. 
Gants Hill is in Uckfield, which is 40 miles from London. 
He telephoned his mother from this address, after having 
failed to speak to Bill Shand-Kydd for the second time. He 
also wrote several letters which were posted in Uckfield the 
following morning. Between 5.00am and 8.00am on Friday 
8 November, his Ford Corsair was parked in Newhaven, a 
channel port, 15 miles from Uckfield. The police discovered 
the Ford two days later and found two bottles of vodka,   
battery leads and a piece of pipe bound in tape (similar to 
that used to bludgeon Sandra Rivett) in the boot. The        
location of the parked car prompted speculation that         
Lucan had a boat moored nearby. The Newhaven Docks  
Authorities retain a log of all such moorings and of all boats 
entering and leaving harbour. A force eight gale was     
blowing throughout the night of the 7th and all of the       
following morning. It was far too rough for vessels to be put 

to sea. In addition to this, the Maxwell-Scotts’ babysitter 

saw Lucan drinking with his hosts during the evening after 
his arrival at their home. 
        The location of properties in this sequence of events 
within the Belgravia area of London, is a critical factor in 
establishing Lord Lucan’s movements prior to the murder of 
Sandra Rivett. 
        At 8.30pm, Lucan made a dinner reservation at the 
Clermont Club by telephone from his flat in Elizabeth 
Street. He then appeared outside the Club at 8.45pm in his 
Mercedes and spoke briefly with the doorman. This car was 
later found by the police, parked outside the property in 

Elizabeth Street. The battery was flat. The drive from the 
Clermont Club to Elizabeth Street would realistically take 
about 9 minutes according to the Automobile Association. 
The walk from his flat to 46 Lower Belgrave Street is less 
than 5 minutes. Therefore, Lucan could not have arrived  
and been installed in the basement kitchen of that property 
before 9.00pm. 
        Sandra started her journey down two flights of stairs, 
while balancing a tray of crockery, at 8.40pm. Veronica 
made the same journey just before 9.00pm. The Lucans’ 10-
year-old daughter Frances recalled these timings, based on 
T.V. programmes and her statement was given to Detective 
Constable Sally Bower who had accompanied Lady Lucan 
and the family to the West Country hideaway: 
 
Having watched TV in the nursery I went downstairs to 

Mummy’s room at about 8.40pm I asked Mummy where 

Sandra was ? She said she’s downstairs making some tea, I 

hadn't seen her go downstairs but after a while Mummy said 

she wondered why Sandra was taking so long, I didn’t know 

what time it was but it was before the &ine O’clock &ews 

was on, I said I will go and see what was keeping Sandra 

but Mummy said no, she would go, Mummy left the room to 

go downstairs and I stayed there watching the TV. Just after 

the &ews was on television about 9.05pm, Mummy and 

Daddy both walked into the room. Mummy had blood on her 

face and was crying, Daddy was wearing dark trousers and 

an overcoat, full length and fawn in colour with a brown 

check. I couldn’t see if Daddy’s clothes had any blood on 

them. 
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        In his evidence to the inquest, the Home Office         
pathologist, Professor Keith Simpson, reported that Mrs 
Rivett had been killed before being doubled up and forced 
into a canvas sack. Her attack had started with several 
punches to the face. There were further major injuries, two 
on the neck and four to the scalp; heavy bruising was found 
on her hands and shoulders, presumably due to more    
blows being delivered  as she collapsed and was further 
bludgeoned as she lay prone. She would have died within a 
minute of the attack commencing. 
 

It is very difficult to punch someone repeatedly  
whilst hitting them with a piece of lead pipe. 

 
It is equally problematic to single-handedly  
drag and place a body into a canvas sack. 

 
        Dr Margaret Pereira of the Metropolitan Police     
Laboratory told the inquest that she found evidence of two 
violent attacks in the house; one in the basement kitchen/
breakfast room, and the other by the stairs on the ground 
floor leading from the hall. The blood stains in the basement 
area were of Group B, Sandra Rivett’s blood group; those  
on the stairs and hallway were of Group A, which is Lady 
Lucan’s blood group. There was blood on the ceiling of the 
wash room, which is off the hallway where the piece of lead 
piping was found, and which was covered in blood from 
both groups. 
        In the Ford Corsair found at Newhaven there was     
extensive blood smearing on both front seats, the interior of 
the passenger side front door, and the steering wheel. Blood 
found on the driver’s side window was of Group B, and   
that on the dashboard was of Group A. Dr Pereira agreed 
when questioned, that Lord Lucan would have had extensive 
blood stains on his clothes, (if he had been directly           
involved). A smear of Group B blood beneath the arch of 
one of Lady Lucan’s shoes could have been caused by her 
walking through the basement. (She maintains she did not 
enter this area). The blood Group B staining her clothes 
could have come from her attacker, if he had been saturated 
in Sandra’s blood. Dr Pereira said she found minute strands 

of greyish blue wool fibres within the house, on a bath 
towel, the wash basin, the bludgeon and in the car. None 
were found on the canvas sack or on the body of Sandra 
Rivett. 
        Lucan’s daughter Frances testifies that her father was 
wearing a long overcoat at their home; Susan Maxwell-Scott 
states that on arrival at Uckfield, he was wearing a light blue 
shirt, sleeveless brown pullover and grey trousers. The only 
sign of blood was one small stain on his trouser leg. No 
blood was found in the flat at Elizabeth Street from whence 
he had first fled to use the telephone. A change of clothes 
for the evening dinner engagement was laid out on the bed. 
        The inquest into the death of Sandra Rivett was a legal 
oddity. It was the last time a coroner’s jury was invited to 
name a murderer and, as a direct result of this case, the     
opportunity to do so was abolished by the Criminal Law 
Act, 1977. At Westminster Coroner’s Court on Monday 
16th June 1975, Dr Gavin Thurston began the proceedings 
with a speech to the jury. It was explained to them their role 
in deciding who had died, when and how, was different to 
that of a High Court jury. They could also name the person 
who they felt was responsible for murder, if indeed murder 
was suspected. If the jury decided to name a person, this 
would however affect their chances of a fair trial in a High 
Court. 
        The inquest had been delayed because, if Lucan had 
been apprehended and subsequently tried in the High Court, 
the enquiry would not have been necessary until a verdict 
was given against him. The Coroners Court would then  
only be required to record that he was the person who    
murdered Sandra Rivett if he had been found guilty. If he 
was acquitted, then a verdict of murdered by a person or 
persons unknown, would be recorded. 
        The main problem concerning the whole inquiry    
centered around Lady Lucan’s involvement. She could only 
give evidence in a trial if, as she claimed, her husband had 
been her assailant. This was not a trial and therefore the 
Coroner should not have allowed her to testify against her 
husband: but she was allowed and did so for two hours.   
Under the care and supervision of the police, Lady Lucan 
made a full statement from which she never deviated. Her 

Arthur William Whitehand was  
the head barman at The Plumbers 
Arms on the night Veronica burst 
in to the bar at 9.50pm. He was  
required at the inquest in order to 
bear witness to Lady Lucan’s  
entrance to the pub. He said she 
started shouting, Help me. Help 

me. I have just escaped from  

being murdered, my children my 

children. He’s murdered my nanny   

but no name was mentioned…. 
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recollections of that fateful evening were set in stone. 
        Arthur William Whitehand was the head barman at The 
Plumbers Arms on the night Veronica burst in to the bar     
at 9.50pm. He was required at the inquest in order to bear 
witness to Lady Lucan’s entrance to the pub. He said she 
started shouting, Help me. Help me. I have just escaped from 

being murdered, my children my children. He’s murdered 

my nanny but no name was mentioned. 
       Lady Lucan’s long-held fears relating to a hit man being 
employed by her husband soon evaporated. She was also 
adamant that at no time did she venture in to the basement 
kitchen area where the body of Sandra Rivett lay shrouded 
in a canvas sack oozing blood - the same blood type as was 
found on the sole of Veronica’s shoe. She maintained the 
attack against her only took place in the hallway by the 
stairs. But the bulk of her blood type was in the cloakroom 
on the walls and ceiling where the blood soaked cudgel was 
also located. Clearly part of her recollection of events seems 
to be flawed. 
        The facts indicate that Lucan entered 46 Lower      
Belgrave Street at about 9pm for unknown reasons, where 
he encountered his badly injured wife. He attempted to    
placate the situation, administer succour and then escorted 
his wife to her bed to attend to her wounds. According their 
daughter Frances' statement this places husband and wife   
in the bedroom at 9.05pm. It was not until 9.45pm that     
Veronica made her escape. Within minutes Lucan had also 
fled the scene. During the previous 40 minutes he must have 
realised Veronica was totally irascible and intransigent in 
her views. Her judgement was final. He alone would be 
deemed culpable. 
        During this period, could two assassins, coated in both 
blood group A and B, have removed the Ford Corsair from 
outside the house and returned it to Elizabeth Street, where 
upon evidence of their presence would be non-existent? 
        Did Lucan and Veronica venture back downstairs 
prompting him to describe later the horror of the basement 
when telephoning his mother: there was something dreadful 
in the corner, I couldn’t bring myself to look. Lucan had 
been incredibly squeamish throughout his life and could not 
stand the sight of blood. It is difficult to believe he would 
have had the stomach for murder. 
 

        The hit-man theory carries more credibility. 
 

        At the inquest, experts described the attacks on the   
two women. They were not identical and were as though 
made by two different people. Sandra had been punched 
several times in the face and beaten in a random manner 
about the head, shoulders and arms. The attack on Lady   
Lucan was more precise, with the blows forming a V pattern  
across the forehead and scalp. The extent of the head trauma      
sustained by Veronica would probably have caused         
confusion, disorientation and loss of accurate recall. 

 

Had Veronica mistaken her saviour for her attacker? 
 

        Had curiosity taken over when Lucan returned from 
The Cleremont Club to his flat in Elizabeth Street, causing 
him to visit their house in Belgrave Street, where he would 
have seen the Ford Corsair parked outside and, no doubt, 

incurred a sense of foreboding? Events inside had clearly 
not gone to plan. 
        Certainly, he would have realised that his fate was 
sealed when his wife went screaming to the Plumbers Arms. 
Panic would have set in and time would have been of the 
essence. His first thoughts might have been for the safety of 
the children, so he called on his neighbour to no avail. He 
then proceeded back to his own flat, thereupon making the 
telephone call to Madelaine Florman, which she described 
as‘incoherent’. His Mercedes car had a flat battery and 
needed to be jump started. The blood covered Corsair was 
therefore the only means of fast escape. He wasted no time 
in changing his clothes. Blood from the driver’s seat would 
have been on the overcoat which would mean it needed to 
be dispensed with at or before he reached his destination. 
        Lucan would be charged with murder. However, in the 
telephone calls to his mother and subsequent letters to his 
friends, he merely referred to being accused by Veronica of 
attempted murder, and did not link himself to the demise 
Sandra Rivett. His version of events remained constant, as 
his letter to Bill Shand-Kydd poignantly reflects. 
 
8 November 1974: 
 
Dear Bill, 

the most ghastly circumstances arose this evening, which I 

have briefly described to my mother. When I interrupted the 

fight at Lower Belgrave Street and the man left, Veronica 

accused me of having hired him. I took her upstairs and sent 

Frances to bed and tried to clean her up. She went doggo 

for a bit and while I was in the bathroom she left the house. 

 

The circumstantial evidence against me is strong in that  

V will say it was all my doing and I will also lay doggo for  

a while, but I am only concerned about the children. If you 

can manage it, I’d like them to live with you.  

 

Veronica has demonstrated her hatred for me in the past 

and would do anything to see me accused. 

 

For George and Frances to go through life knowing that 

their father had stood in the dock accused of attempted  

murder would be too much. When they are old enough to 

understand, explain to them the dream of paranoia and  

look after them. 

 

Yours ever, 

 

John 

 

 
Contrary to the views of the police the events of  
that night in Belgravia would appear to be far  

from straightforward. 
 

© Copyright Richard Wilmott 2016 
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wish to comment. Please contact;  
The Editor, 35 Claremont Road, Cricklewood, London NW2 1AG.  

E-mail; adrian.ap.morris@talk21.com 
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O 
n Monday 5 November 1979, a school boy 
called Martin Allen vanished without a trace 
He did this in plain sight, in a train carriage 
packed with commuters, at the start of the 
London rush hour. And it is unlikely that he 

did this willingly.  One tends to think of the phrase "safety 
in numbers", when traversing a great city, but that clearly 
did not apply to Martin. The crowd simply concealed the 
people who would somehow spirit him away. 

As Martin left Central Foundation Boys school in Old Street 
that day, he planned to spend the night with his elder brother 
Bob, and his wife Sue, in Holloway. He often spent Monday 
nights at Bob’s place, because he was afraid of the dark, and 
his mother Eileen attended a keep-fit class on Mondays, 
which meant she would arrive home much later than he did. 

When asked, the teachers at his school thought that he     
was too streetwise to have been easily abducted. But Martin 
was timid with strangers and not at all inclined to resist    
authority-figures, such as adults.  According to his mother, 
he would not even go to the corner shop on his own after 
dark, but would either take his brother Kevin or his dog, 
Lady, with him.  

When Martin first attended Central Foundation Boys school, 
his family lived in Hornsey.  But when they moved two 
years later to Hyde Park, (after his father Tom landed a job 
as personal chauffeur to the Australian High Commissioner, 
Sir Gordon Freeth,) Martin continued to travel to his school 
in Old Street. There was no question of him changing to a 
school closer to home. His father had attended Central 
Foundation Boys school in his youth, and attending such a 
school was undoubtedly a badge of pride, as it was still a 
Grammar school at the time of Martin’s disappearance.  
Hyde Park to Old Street might seem like a long and        
dangerous journey for a timid school boy to make, but his 
mother worked at Tufnell Park Primary School, which     
like Old Street, is on the Northern Line, so he frequently       
travelled most of the way home with his mother, although he 
always sat a few seats away from her.  

Martin was the only member of his working-class family 
who seemed likely to go to university one day, even    
though he was an average student by his school’s standards. 
Perhaps he was more of an artist and a dreamer than a strict 
academic.  His bedroom was strewn with detailed technical 
studies of cars and fantasy journals.  He had a strong   
imagination - hence his fear of the dark, his love of drawing, 
and the fact that he had several imaginary friends when he 
was 7 or 8. At the time of his disappearance, he had just 
started to take up photography, loved listening to ELO and 
Rod Stewart, and enjoyed Capital Radio and the Kenny 

Everett show. Kenny Everett even made an appeal for him to 
come home, by saying that he would invite him to the radio 
station's offices in Euston Road, and give him his own   
Captain Kremmen suit. Martin turned 15 on 19 October 
1979, but was not quite five feet tall, and the newspapers 
said that he looked about four years younger than his actual 
age. So while he was on the cusp of becoming a man, he 

was still very much a boy. 

THE BOY WHO VANISHED  

 ON THE TUBE 
      By Samantha Hulass 
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When Martin left for school that morning with his eldest 
brother Jeff. He was wearing: 
 

•  his school uniform (a dark blue blazer with a school 

badge on the breast pocket) 

•  a blue and yellow tie 

•  a white shirt 

•  grey trousers  

•  a gold chain around his neck with the letter M in a 

circle 

•  a Casio F100 type black digital watch with a black 

plastic strap 
 
The watch is of particular interest, since it may have sealed 
his fate. Bob’s wife Sue had bought Martin the watch using 
a mail-order catalogue, on the understanding that he would 
pay her back by paying her £1 a week. Since Martin planned 
to stay at Bob's in Holloway that night, he felt compelled to 
pay his weekly installment, so much so that he failed to take 
the usual route from school to Holloway on the North bound 
Piccadilly Line. Instead he told friends he was going home 
first to get the £1 due to Sue.  This meant travelling West. 
But if Martin got as far as Gloucester Road, there is no    
evidence that he ever arrived home. The £1 he aimed to   
collect remained untouched. He left school with his friend 
Ian Fletcher at 3.30pm and when they parted company at 
Kings Cross underground station at about 3.50pm with the 
words, 'See you tomorrow', this was the last definite sighting 
of Martin alive and well. 

 
Another sad twist in the tale is that the search for Martin did 
not start sooner.  As the members of his family arrived home 
one by one on 5 November, they all assumed Martin was at 
Bob's place, and since Bob did not have a phone at the time, 
he was not expected to call. Martin's visits were never by 
prior arrangement, so Bob saw no need to be concerned 
when Martin did not show up there. In fact, he and Sue    
assumed that Martin had gone to a fireworks party with his 
brother Kevin. So Martin’s family went to sleep that night 
unconcerned and blissfully unaware that he had been taken 
away by persons unknown.  

 
His mother did not notice his absence until the next day, 
when he did not come home from school.  Given the kind  
of shy boy he was, she knew he had not run away and      
immediately informed the police. But while his family and 
neighbours started a street search, the police could not act 
immediately in case he simply turned up, shame-faced and 
apologetic, as many teenagers do.  Only, of course, Martin 
didn’t.  So the police investigation began in earnest on     
Friday 9 November, with David Veness as the principal   
investigating officer. Martin’s family members were first 
eliminated as suspects via aggressive police questioning. 
The police then searched the parts of North London Martin 
knew best, including the area around his old homes in      
Islington, Hornsey and Holloway, Kings Cross, Old     

Street, Finsbury Park, Tufnell Park, and Pentonville. 
Frog-men searched the Regents Park canal. The search 

also included door-to-door enquires over a period of months, 
as well as a search of waste grounds and derelict buildings. 

 
The press was not initially very keen to take up the story, 
since ‘there was no story’ in that he was one of many boys 
who had gone missing. But after a lot of pushing on the part 
of Veness, Martin’s case was finally featured on &ationwide 
(after three failed attempts due to striking technicians) on 30 
November 1979. And his story received a huge response 
from the general public.  

 
 
 

Many people came forward saying that they thought they 
had seen Martin at either Gloucester Road or Earl's Court 
tube station between 4.20pm and 4.30pm, which fitted well 
with his last known place at 3.50pm at Kings Cross. One 
witness claimed to have seen a man with a boy in a train  
carriage. The boy was reluctant to get off at Earl's Court but 
the man prodded him in the back twice and said 'don't try to 
run' as they both got off the train. Another witness said he 
saw a man 'throw a boy against a wall' outside Gloucester 
Road tube station.  

 
With the help of these witnesses, the police were able         
to construct an identikit picture of the man thought to     
have abducted Martin. And for several days, detectives, 
armed with copies of the identikit picture, and travelling     
as commuters, or disguised as London Transport staff, pa-
trolled the Piccadilly line and the District line, concentrating 
especially on the time of day between 3.30pm and 5.30pm 
in the hope of recognising the man. The identikit photo was 
then released to the public but proved to be unsuccessful. 
While 'reported sightings of Martin passed the thousand 
mark' they came to nothing. 
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In December 1979, Veness was quoted as saying: 'we enter-
tain the gravest fears that he is dead, and we are certain that 
Martin was kidnapped for violent or sexual motives...there is 
no indication that [he] knew the man he was seen with on 
the tube'.  While his mother said: 'we are prepared for the 
worst, even though we have been trying to keep up hope...
we have even got Martin Christmas presents but it seems 
very unlikely that he is still alive'. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
On 13 December, which is the same day posters about   
Martin went up on the London Underground, Veness       
told the Evening &ews that the suspect was probably           
'a known child molester'. During their investigation of       
Martin’s disappearance, police stumbled across a group of 
men who picked up young boys on tube trains around        
an area known as the 'meat rack' - surrounding Piccadilly 
Circus and Glasshouse Street - but they did not see this as an 
organised network of men at the time. Also the boys they 
picked up were generally runaways that did not necessarily 
go with these men unwillingly, even if they often ended up 
working in the sex industry. Public support and the related 
crimes unearthed in the course of the inquiry justified   
keeping the case open. There were four arrests of suspected 
child molesters.  But there was still no trace of Martin. 

 
Martin Shann, who worked at the company where Martin 
and his brother Kevin had a Saturday job washing cars, 
stated that "Martin was a pretty boy" who "had the innocent 

good looks of a traditional choir boy". He may have        
consequently appealed to the type of sexual predator who 
frequented railway stations like Kings Cross or the Soho 
amusement arcades. Such predators were known to present 
themselves as social workers, plain clothed policemen, and 
probation officers.  Chosen victims might be taken some-
where else, and treated well before sexual demands        
were made - in return for favours the victim had already   
received eg a roof over their head and food.  But this is all 
conjecture – or is it? 

 
On 21 December 1979, the Earl's Court area was searched in 
a carbon copy of the Kings Cross search and even Interpol 
were involved in the case. The absence of a ransom note 
ruled out kidnapping but pointed to abduction. It also 
pointed to murder, but at this time and in such cases, it was 
unusual for a body not to have been found after six weeks, 
and by that time seven weeks had elapsed. 

 
Immediately after Christmas, the popular crime programme, 
Police 5 reconstructed scenes at the tube stations related to 
the investigation. One of Martin's school friends, Paul 
Stokes, (who bore a striking resemblance to him,) stood in 
as him, while a detective stood in as the abductor. During 
periods without a camera presence Paul noted that nobody 
paid him and his supposed abductor the blindest bit of      
notice. The popular press of the time referred to this as the 
‘bystander effect’ and seemed morally outraged by the idea 
that people would passively stand-by while a school boy is 
abducted. But research suggests that this ‘bystander effect’ 
is hardwired into us as social creatures. Someone observing 
an emergency situation, such as a boy in distress on a      
tube train, would be more likely to take action if there are 
few or no other witnesses. This is because the presence of 
other witnesses, especially in a large crowd, like that of the 
rush hour, results in a ‘diffusion of responsibility’ as the  
requirement to take action no longer falls to any one person.  
Another factor is the need people have to behave in ways 
that are socially appropriate and acceptable. This means 
people are less likely to intervene in a situation that is       
ambiguous, but instead look to others to determine what to 
do.  The net result is that in a crowded tube train no one is 
likely to act on behalf of child being dragged away by an 
adult. 

 
In January 1980, police started to canvas 40,0000 people in 
the Earl's Court area, and this exercise lasted several 
months. Serial killer Dennis Nilsen was interviewed about 
Martin in 1983, and was able to confirm that Martin was not 
one of his victims, and eventually, the case went cold - for 
all but Martin’s family. The Eighties were different times, 
and the thought that there might be an organized paedophile 
network was beyond the imagination of most people. 
 
In recent years however, Martin’s brother Kevin started his 
own investigations, after police began their inquiries into 
historic child abuse at the hands of a VIP paedophile gang, 
including the Elm Guesthouse in 2012. To his horror he   
discovered that the Australian High Commission would   
often supplement its regular drivers with more casual ones,  



 www.whitechapelsociety.com                         page 13                     www.whitechapelsociety.

The Journal of The Whitechapel Society. August 2009 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and used a particular firm to do so.  This firm had employed 
Sidney Cooke, who with his gang, the ‘Dirty Dozen’ was 
convicted for the torture and death of three young boys in 
the 1980s. It was also understood that this gang   trafficked 
young care-home boys and delivered them to orgies in West     
London locations such as Pimlico, Kensington and Barnes. 
Jimmy Saville’s chauffeur David Smith, who killed himself 
before he was to stand trial on sex charges, is also thought to 
have links to this firm.     
 
Could Martin have been observed and selected while he was 
innocently washing cars with his brother Kevin?  Kevin 
seems to think so.  In fact, Kevin suspected that Martin was 
a victim of an authority figure from the outset: 

 
“The detective in charge sat in our house one Sunday  

lunchtime and asked me, ‘What do you think happened, 

Kev?’ I told him I thought Martin had been taken by            

a higher or elite person and he sat there, pointed his 

finger at me and said, ‘You shouldn’t be saying things like 

that, you could get hurt’… At 17 you don’t expect that, he 

says.  I wasn’t wrong was I? Thirty-five years down the line 

and now it is front page.” 

 
Only it isn’t quite front page.  The activities of an incredibly 
well-connected paedophile network have clearly been     
protected from real scrutiny for more than thirty years, 
through the issue of government D-notices, which prevent 
the publication of anything deemed to affect national        
security, while hundreds of files relating to this network 
have somehow gone missing. On 14 May 2015, the Evening 

Standard reported on a possible link between Martin’s     
disappearance and the Elm Guesthouse after “a man known 
only as Nick had come forward with information about   
Martin to the police.  According to Nick, Martin was        
abducted by a paedophile ring operated by a group including 
politicians, business people and a royal connection”. The 
article went on to say that “police are investigating whether 
Martin was one of three boys said to have been killed by 
that group in the late Seventies and early Eighties.  One is 
claimed to have been strangled, another murdered at an orgy 
and a third hit by a car”.  But as can be expected there has 
been no follow up to this.  And so we have to accept the  
fact that Martin’s fate will probably never be known.       
The shrine to Martin found in the Merseyside home of an 
alleged     paedophile in November 1998, might hint at some 
paedophilic involvement but all we really have are hints and 
possible sightings. All we are left with are shadows that are 
too flimsy and too insubstantial to form the foundation of    
a case.  And so it is sadly inevitable that they pass by     
half-forgotten, like so many unknown faces on a rush hour 
train. And as they pass, they take Martin away with them.     
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W 
hat could be more intriguing than an   
unsolved crime involving an alluring 
young woman suspected of murdering 
her husband – and, for good measure, 
the added frisson of an extra-marital   

affair with a man of the cloth? 
      On 12 April, 1886, a young woman, dark-eyed and   
petite, stood in the dock at the Old Bailey charged with the 
murder of her husband. She was the attractive, French-
speaking wife of a South London grocer and of little       
importance socially, yet her maiden name was unusual,  
aristocratic even - Adelaide Blanche de la Tremoille.       
Uncommon, too, was her alleged crime, for her husband, 
Edwin Bartlett, had died with his stomach full of liquid 
chloroform, a poison that was more generally associated 
with cases of suicide or accidental death, than murder. 
       But then, many things about Adelaide were               
extraordinary. Her name, the crime with which she was 
charged, the outrageous scenes at her trial – indeed, her 
whole life – might have sprung from the pages of a         
far-fetched novel. Even The Times felt moved to declare 
that ‘whether on the theory of guilt or innocence, the whole 
story is marvellous.’  
      The crowds that flocked to her trial certainly thought 
so, and their voracious interest was finally rewarded by the 
sight of her defence counsel, the great Edward Clarke,  
sobbing with emotion as the verdict was delivered. 
      Adelaide was born in Orléans on 19 December, 1855.            
Her father’s name was given as Adolphe Collet de la     

Tremoille, Comte de Thouars d’Escury, and he was            
a thirty-five-year-old widower. Her mother was Clara 
Chamberlain - the nineteen-year-old daughter of William 
Robinson Chamberlain, who was a member of the Stock 
Exchange in the City of London. However, according to 
Edward Clarke’s memoir, published in 1918, (and some 
thirty-two years after Adelaide’s trial,) she was the 
‘unacknowledged daughter of an Englishman of good     
social position’. Whoever he was, Sir Edward’s previous 
silence on the subject and the vast sum of money made 
available for her defence, albeit anonymously, inevitably 
served to perpetuate the mystery of the man’s identity and 
speculation has flourished ever since. Undoubtedly, the 
most popular guess has been that he was a wealthy and   
influential member of Queen Victoria’s personal entourage. 
He was certainly rich enough to defend his daughter and 
his decision to remain anonymous may also suggest that  
he was not only a man of wealth and influence but one  
anxious to avoid public scandal. In my recently revised 
book on the case, I suggest a possible candidate for the   
dubious honour of being Adelaide’s father. He was a    
great favourite of Queen Victoria, a man of influence   
from a high-ranking Whig family, known to enjoy amorous 
intrigues. 
      In 1866, Adelaide’s widowed mother, Clara, died in St 
Pancras, aged thirty-three, at which time the family was 
split. Adelaide’s six-year-old sister, Clara (who was to      
die aged thirteen), went to live in Hornsey with her uncle, 
William Chamberlain, his wife, Emily, and their four  
daughters. It is not known what happened to eleven-year-old 
Adelaide and her two brothers, but it seems likely that they 
were sent to France to be cared for by Adolphe de Thouars’s 
family. It was probably at this stage that she was educated  
at a French convent, where she remained until late          
adolescence, when she was brought to England by her     
biological father in preparation for an arranged marriage. 
Although her illegitimacy made this a rather delicate task, 
he was prepared to pay well for her respectability, and in 
due course a suitable candidate was found – a good-natured 
young man called Edwin Bartlett. He was also industrious 
and ambitious, working in Edward Baxter’s small grocery 
shop in Herne Hill. A condition of his employment was that 
Edwin would remain a bachelor for a period of three years 
so that he could concentrate all his time and energy on     
establishing more grocery shops in South London. 
      The marriage contract that was drawn up between 
Edwin’s solicitor and the agents working on behalf of Ade-
laide’s father, contained the following three stipulations: – 
Edwin would take sole responsibility for Adelaide after 
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their marriage; he should never refer to her origins; and    
in view of her youth, he should supervise the completion  
of her education. This provided Edwin with the perfect   
solution.  The money he received enabled him to go into 
partnership with Edward Baxter, and at the same time, keep 
his marriage a secret. The marriage took place at Croydon 
Parish Church on 6 April, 1875 and Edwin, honoured his 
agreement by sending Adelaide to Miss Dodd’s boarding 
school in Stoke Newington, where she stayed for a year 
and then spent a further eighteen months in a Protestant 
convent in Belgium. 
      It was not until the latter half of 1877, when Adelaide 
was in her twenty-second year that she finally returned to 
England to live with Edwin as his wife. Their first home 
together was a flat above the shop in Station Road, Herne 
Hill, but they were an ill-matched couple and rumours  
soon spread that Adelaide, having been released from the 
confines of convent life, enjoyed an illicit affair with 
Edwin’s younger brother, Frederick. The flames of this 
shocking fall from grace were well and truly fanned by 
Edwin’s belligerent father, Thomas Bartlett, who not only 
moved into the flat but openly declared his dislike and   
distrust of his daughter-in-law. Edwin took umbrage at his 
father’s scandal-mongering, so much so, that he forced him 
to issue a formal apology. 
      Adelaide’s choice of reading was radical. She was    
influenced by the work of two free-thinking American 
writers -  Dr Thomas Low Nichols and his wife, Mary 
Gove Nichols, who was also a doctor. They were among 
the forerunners of the feminist movement and advised on 
all aspects of the physical and emotional health of women. 
In particular Adelaide studied the book published by        
Dr Thomas Nichols in 1853, with the extraordinarily     
convoluted title, Esoteric Anthropology: The Mysteries of 
Man - A Comprehensive and Confidential Treatise on the 
Structure, Functions, Passional Attractions and Perver-
sions, True and False Physical and Social Conditions      
and the Most Intimate Relations of Men and Women. Dr 
Nichols advocated abstinence within marriage unless     
procreation was desired. This may have had some bearing 
on Adelaide’s coldness towards Edwin after she’d experi-
enced a painful stillbirth.  And during that experience, she 
was attended by a nurse, recommended by the Nichols, 
called Annie Walker. A well-founded fear of another    
pregnancy might have provided her with an excuse for  
considering the drastic and dangerous use of chloroform 
which subsequently caused her husband’s death.    
     Edwin only had time for one hobby: showing his St  
Bernard dogs, and their medication was of particular       
interest to Adelaide.  She was an avid reader of Squire’s 
Companion to the British Pharmacopoeia. The difficulty   
of housing the dogs in their cramped South London flat 
provided the perfect excuse for their move to The Cottage, 
near the village of Merton, south of Wimbledon.  This 
move would provide more room for the dogs, a railway sta-
tion to facilitate Edwin’s daily commute to London       
and, above all, the chance to off-load Edwin’s meddlesome 
father. 
     Once ensconced in the country, however, their marital 

problems, far from being resolved, were compounded by 
the couple’s fateful meeting with twenty-seven-year old 
Reverend George Dyson.  Dyson was a probationary 
preacher attached to the Wesleyan Chapel in Merton High 
Street. A friendship developed and Edwin, impressed by 
the preacher’s erudition (he had recently obtained a degree 
from Trinity College, Dublin) hired him to tutor Adelaide, 
who, he felt, would benefit from his instruction and,      
perhaps, direct her reading preference in a more traditional 
direction. When Dyson’s relationship with Adelaide       
became more intimate, Edwin did not seem to harbour any 
resentment at all and in fact encouraged the pair to spend as 
much time together as possible. 
     In 1885, George Dyson was transferred to a larger 
chapel in Upper Richmond Road, Putney, and before long 
Edwin and Adelaide moved back to London, renting a first 
floor flat at 85, Claverton Street, Pimlico. The landlady 
was Mrs Caroline Doggett, (whose husband, Frederick, 
was a Registrar of Births and Deaths). She was not pleased 
when Adelaide demanded that she provided a small fold-up 
bed for Edwin, who, she confided, suffered dreadfully  
from chronic dyspepsia. It didn’t take long for the expert 
surveillance of Mrs Doggett and the maid, Alice Fulcher, to 
establish that George Dyson visited Adelaide on a daily   
basis and was often invited to join Edwin and Adelaide for 
supper. The maid cheekily testified that the preacher    
(who sported a fashionable walrus moustache) kept a   
comfortable, blue serge lounge coat and slippers at the    
flat and never seemed to be carrying any books when he 
arrived. 
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      Yet far from resenting the relationship between his   
wife and the man they both affectionately referred to as 
Georgius Rex, Edwin encouraged the intimacy.  He even 
gave Dyson the money to visit Adelaide during their annual 
holiday in Dover so she would not be lonely while he, 
Edwin, was working in London from the early hours of the 
morning until late evening.  He also encouraged him to 
write affectionate letters to Adelaide and when Dyson 
guiltily confessed his inappropriate feelings for her, Edwin 
condoned the relationship and even indicated that after his 
death he would have no objection to the marriage of his 
wife to the preacher. 
      However, before long Edwin became weary and        
depressed, due, it was suggested, to his punishing work 
schedule as the grocery business flourished. He was subject 
to erratic mood swings, became obsessed with the idea that 
he had worms crawling inside him and often talked of    
being mesmerised (a fashionable notion at the time) by ‘a 
friend’ with whom he and his wife had a close relationship. 
At this stage Adelaide had his fold-up bed moved to the 
front room whilst she continued to sleep in the back room, 
where she kept her collection of medicines.  However, as 
Edwin’s health deteriorated still further and a blue line 
started to appear along his gums, Adelaide called in a    
gullible young physician, Dr Alfred Leach (he died in  
1892 whilst recklessly experimenting with sewer gas)   
who made daily visits to Edwin at Claverton Street. In    
the doctor’s presence Adelaide gave every appearance of 
loving attendance.  She insisted on taking samples, on    
being involved in administering her husband’s medications 
and on systematically limited visits from family and 
friends – the classic hallmarks of the poisoner’s craft. 
     In the thrall of a pretty young French woman, Dr Leach 
failed to recognise the symptoms of slow lead poisoning 
and prescribed, instead, mercury for syphilis despite 
Edwin’s indignant denial that he hadn’t ever suffered from 
the disease.  When Edwin still insisted he was infested  
with worms, an enthusiastic Dr Leach called in on Boxing 
Day, 1885.  He was determined to purge his patient by   
administering doses of croton oil and santonine -  a mixture 
proven to be lethal to worms – but, sadly, without result 
and it was a deflated Dr Leach that retreated to consult his 
medical books once more. Remarkably, when the doctor 
arrived at Claverton Street the following day, Adelaide  
presented him with a lumbricoid worm that she said her 
husband had passed. Adelaide was treating the dogs for 
worm infestation at the time and it would have been quite 
simple to deposit one of the dog’s worms in Edwin’s cham-
ber pot and thereby increase his mounting hysteria. Indeed, 
the appearance of the worm played on Edwin’s mind      
and his paranoia grew. He was, it seemed, verging on     
derangement and presented a potential suicide risk. 
     As Adelaide’s affair with Dyson grew in intensity, 
Edwin’s health continued to decline. According to the  
Doggett’s housemaid, Alice Fulcher, Adelaide would often 
sit on the floor with her head on the preacher’s knee as they 
spent hours deep in conversation. One day, as they took a 
stroll along the Thames embankment, Adelaide crossed the 
line of decency by furnishing Dyson with details of married 

life with Edwin. Adopting the role of a ‘maiden in distress’ 
she somehow convinced him that she needed some        
chloroform to sprinkle on a handkerchief to wave under 
Edwin’s nose to deflect his unwanted amorous advances. 
Outraged at this unseemly behaviour Dyson gallantly 
obliged by buying a quantity of the drug from two chemists’ 
shops in Putney, ostensibly for ‘cleaning purposes’. He then 
decanted the contents of both small bottles into a larger one 
and handed it to Adelaide, little knowing that his actions 
would result in Edwin Bartlett’s death. 
     Edwin had long suffered from the effects of some     
previous dental butchery and on the afternoon of 31       
December, 1885, he was persuaded by Adelaide and Leach 
to undergo some gruelling tooth extractions under the     
influence of nitrous oxide gas. On his return to Claverton 
Street he seemed much relieved, cheerfully greeted Mrs 
Doggett and ordered ‘a large haddock’ for his breakfast. 
Despite his dental treatment he was able to enjoy a        
cosy supper with Adelaide, who had ordered some of his 
favourite treats – nuts, fruitcake and brandy. The Doggetts 
were celebrating the New Year with friends but all was not 
well in the flat on the first floor. During the evening Edwin 
became so restless that Adelaide spent several hours by his 
bedside, holding his toe to calm him. When she woke the 
next morning, Edwin was dead. There was a strong smell 
of chloroform and a hint of brandy on his pillow and night-
shirt. The bottle of chloroform was in its usual place on the 
mantelpiece, although whether the contents had been used 
was not established. During the morning a wine glass, 
smelling of brandy, which had been within reach of         
the bed, was taken downstairs by the maid and washed. 
Adelaide said later that, after Edwin’s death, she had    
emptied the chloroform out of the window and later tossed 
the empty bottle from a train window into the waters of 
Peckham Rye Pond. This was, in fact, a lie, as the pond 
was frozen over that day.  But the bottle was never found. 
     Both Adelaide and Dyson were arrested and stood trial 
at the Old Bailey on Monday 12 April, 1886, for the     
murder of Edwin Bartlett. The presiding judge was Mr  
Justice Wills; the Attorney General, Sir Charles Russell, 
appeared for the prosecution, and Edward Clarke for the 
defence. The newspapers ensured their readers were amply 
supplied with detailed accounts of the drama, complete 
with drawings of the main players and the now-iconic   
photograph of Adelaide was in circulation. There was a 
scramble for seats in the public gallery, and many were 
turned away.  Those fortunate enough to gain access to the 
courtroom waited in anticipation for the proceedings to  
begin. Adelaide, already considered scandalous by the  
public, compounded her notoriety by appearing in the  
dock not only hatless (more usually the prerogative of  
prostitutes) but with her hair cropped.  Both these displays 
of independent spirit were considered shocking, but even 
the severity of the cut could not disguise her feminine 
charms. Dyson was soon released, even though he had  
procured the chloroform that had caused Edwin Bartlett’s 
death (and possibly disposed of the empty bottle) He      
was guilty only of gullibility and foolishly misplaced   
trust. 
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Adelaide was left to face the charge alone. Her mysterious 
father’s engagement of Edward Clarke had, however,   
been fortuitous, for he defended her with passionate     
commitment. His rhetoric was mesmerising, and his     
closing speech monumental. The crux of the case for the 
prosecution was that, although the post-mortem findings 
had revealed that Edwin’s stomach was full of liquid    
chloroform, there were no blisters on his mouth or gullet. It 
was suggested, therefore, that the chloroform reached his 
stomach by way of a tube. Adopting the stance of a great 
actor on the stage, Clarke addressed the jury, sure of the 
rapt attention of every person in the court. How, he argued, 
could Adelaide have administered the poison? How,    
without any medical knowledge, could she have inserted a 
tube through her husband’s mouth and into his stomach? 
Even professionals would attempt such a tricky and        
potentially dangerous procedure with trepidation. How, 
then, could the young woman in the dock have achieved 
such a technically difficult task? 
     Edward Clarke cleverly steered the jury towards the    
suggestion that suicide was a more plausible explanation. 
The bottle of chloroform was left within easy reach of the 
patient – in all probability, distressed by his chronic          
ill-health, riddled with anxieties about having worms crawl-
ing inside him and, furthermore, excluded from his wife’s 
affections, he was unable to sleep. In desperation, he had 
swallowed the fatal dose. 
    Such was the case for the defence; yet some might     
suggest a more sinister scenario. Could it be that Adelaide 
had begun to find the prospect of a lifetime married to 
Edwin, with his peculiar notions and rotten teeth, too      
repugnant to contemplate? She knew that his state of mind 
was extremely fragile, and he was already susceptible to 
the idea of being mesmerised: so did she suggest that he 
should end his suffering by swallowing the lethal dose of 
chloroform – perhaps with a little brandy to help mask the 
sickly taste and excruciating pain on impact? In other 
words, had she knowingly assisted – or even coerced him – 
in the act of suicide? 

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 There was great rejoicing when the jury delivered its    
verdict of not guilty. Thousands of cheering spectators 
lined the roads outside the Old Bailey and later that       
evening a triumphant Edward Clarke, whilst on a visit to 
the Lyceum theatre to see Henry Irving and Ellen Terry in 
a performance of Faust, was greeted with tumultuous     
applause. Indeed, as he later acknowledged, his lucrative 
career as a formidable defence lawyer flourished on        
the back of his success in securing Adelaide Bartlett’s    
acquittal.  
      In addition to acquiring the services of Edward Clarke, 
Adelaide’s family connections must have been                
instrumental in ensuring that her movements from that day 
remained uncharted. She may have returned to France, 
where she had spent some of her childhood, or travelled    
to America where her biological father had influential   
connections – but unfortunately, to date, no proof of her 
whereabouts has been found, adding yet another intriguing 
aspect of this fascinating case. As for George Dyson,      
recent research into Wesleyan history by John A Vickers 
has established that, having left the ministry, he settled     
in America.  He subsequently changed his name to John 
Bernard Walker, married a socialite and had a son, called 
George. He became a respected journalist specialising       
in naval history and in 1912 he published An Unsinkable   
Titanic, the first in-depth scientific study of the              
construction techniques used in the building of the Titanic. 
He became contributing editor of Scientific American, and 
died in 1928.  
     Curiosity about what had actually happened that New 
Year’s Eve continued to exercise the minds of members of 
the legal profession and the general public at large. Lord 
Coleridge, who unsuccessfully defended Louise Masset in 
1899, recorded the much-quoted remark made by Sir James 
Paget, Sergeant-Surgeon to Queen Victoria, on leaving the 
Old Bailey that day: ‘Mrs Bartlett was no doubt quite  

properly acquitted, but now it is hoped in the interests of 

science she will tell us how she did it!’ 
                                                                                     © Kate Clarke, 2016 
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S 
ir Harry Oakes was a self-made man. Born in 
America, he moved to Canada where he owned a 
gold mine and made millions. In 1943, he left 
Canada to avoid high taxation and moved to  
Nassau in the Bahamas, where the tax regime  

was more beneficial. The island, a British Colony in the 
Caribbean, also represented a land of opportunity and Oakes 
was soon involved in business deals, some of which drew in 
shady characters with possible connections to organised 
crime. Oakes used part of his wealth for charitable purposes 
aimed at improving living standards for Bahamians. For 
this, he was rewarded with a knighthood. 
          The leading personality on the island was its         
Governor General, former King of England and now the 
Duke of Windsor. He abdicated the throne in 1936 and his 
sympathetic attitude towards Germany as war loomed in 
Europe, led the British Government to effectively exile him 
to Nassau, situated some four thousand miles from London, 
to preside as Governor General. He arrived in his new      
domain, with its population of 70,000 people, in August 
1940. 
        Oakes became part of the establishment and a  member 
of the Duke`s social circle. But, sensing the Duke`s desire  
to influence the island`s affairs, Oakes advised his Royal 
Highness to “stick to golf” and regard himself as a figure-
head rather than a mover and shaker. Sir Harry became    
involved in various business developments, including real 
estate, setting up a gambling casino and building a new    
airport. His chief business associate was Harold Christie, a 
local real estate agent to whom he loaned money and who he 
treated as a friend. Some of the finances for these projects 
came from crime syndicates based in Florida, USA. 
         Sir Harry and his wife, Eunice, had five children,    
including nineteen-year-old Nancy, who eloped and       
married an older man, Alfred de Marigny, who used the title 
of Count. He hailed from Mauritius and had earned a     
reputation as a playboy. De Marigny did not get on well 
with his father-in-law who believed that the Count had only 

married his daughter for her inheritance. 
          On 7 July 1943, while his wife was on a visit to the 
USA, Sir Harry hosted a small dinner party at his waterfront 
mansion, “Westbourne”. Guests included Harold Christie 
who was invited to stay overnight after the others had       
departed. At the end of the evening, the two men retired     
to their respective bedrooms which were situated close     
together, being separated by two toilets and washrooms.  
          At around 7.00 a.m. the following morning, Christie 
walked the few steps from the veranda to Sir Harry`s      
bedroom, in borrowed pyjamas, in order to wish him a good 
morning.  He called out, “Hi! Harry” and after no response, 
he opened the door and was confronted by a hellish scene.  
         Sixty-nine year old Oakes lay sprawled across his bed 
with a bloody wound to his head. A fire had destroyed the 
mosquito net which draped the bed and the mattress was 
also burnt. There were burns on Sir Harry`s body which was 
covered with feathers. Christie telephoned his brother for 
help and asked him to call a doctor. He also contacted the 
island`s Commissioner of Police, Colonel Erskine-Lindop. 
His next move was to call the Duke of Windsor who        
decided, against the advice given to him by his late friend,” 
to stick to golf”, and opted to intervene personally in the  
developing drama. 
          Christie also spoke to the editor of the &assau  

Guardian who had telephoned earlier to confirm an          
appointment he had made to see Sir Harry, and informed 
him of the tragic developments at “Westbourne”. The      
dramatic news of Oakes`s death was speedily transmitted to 
the Associated Press office in Miami.  
         Dr Hugh Quackenbush, a local GP, was called to      
the scene. He examined the badly burnt body of Sir Harry 
and described the large wound over the left ear which      
had fatally penetrated his skull. He believed that Sir Harry 
had been dead for possibly five hours. Later in the day,      
Dr Lawrence Fitzmaurice, Acting Chief Medical Officer    
of the Bahamas, arrived at “Westbourne” and examined    
the body. He described four head wounds, triangular in 
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shape, which he believed had been inflicted “by a heavy 
blunt instrument”. He believed death had resulted from 
shock and haemorrhaging around the skull. 
         By this time, the Duke of Windsor had determined that 
the matter could not be dealt with by the island`s police, and 
he resolved to call on outside help. His choice of experts 
proved to be ill-advised. He telephoned Captain Edward 
Melchen of the Miami Police Department who he had met 
during a visit to Florida. Melchen responded immediately 
and took the first available flight to Nassau, with a           
colleague, Captain James Barker, who was described as a 
fingerprint expert. They arrived on the scene during the late 
afternoon. 
         The Duke`s intervention was the start of a bungled  
investigation. Significantly, the American fingerprint expert 
had failed to equip himself properly with the tools needed to 
mount a proper investigation of the crime scene. He had   
not even brought a camera with him which was essential to 
photograph any latent fingerprints that might be discovered. 
His explanation for this oversight was that he had been told 
the death of Sir Harry Oakes was being treated as a suicide.  
        If the Duke had no faith in the skills of the local police, 
he could easily have called London for assistance from  
Scotland Yard and the services of an experienced officer.  
As it turned out, Melchen and Barker, after being briefed   
by the Duke at Government House, and “given certain     
instructions”, examined the crime scene at “Westbourne” in 
the presence of Colonel  
         Lindop and Major Pemberton who headed the          
Bahamian police force, standing idly by twiddling their 
thumbs. 
         In his report of the crime scene investigation, Melchen 
noted that nothing was found that might have served as the 
murder weapon. He described smoke smudges and bloody 
handprints on the walls of the bedroom, while Captain 
Barker, allegedly found significant fingerprints on a wooden 
screen located near the bed. It was clear that proper crime 
scene procedures were not followed to the extent that      
anyone who wished access to the room to was given access. 
Consequently, the crime scene was contaminated. 
         Barker determined that a petroleum-based accelerant 

had been used to start the fire and had been 
poured over the victim`s body with the       
intention of finishing off Sir Harry who was 
severely injured. The handprints and smoke 
smudges on the walls suggested that the 
stricken man had blundered about in an      
attempt to leave the room before finally     
collapsing on the bed where he died. 
         Next, came a search for fingerprints  
and Barker`s attention focussed on the 
wooden screen close to the bed. He claimed 
to have found several latent fingerprints,  
most of which were dismissed as illegible, but 
one print attracted particular examination. 
This would become pivotal to the whole     
investigation as Barker claimed it was “the 
left little finger of Alfred de Marigny”, the 
dead man`s son-in-law. “I can state that quite 
definitely”, said Barker. 
         None of Harold Christie’s fingerprints 

were found in the bedroom. This was strange, bearing in 
mind that he had entered the room and tried to resuscitate 
Sir Harry. When questioned by the Miami policemen, 
Christie said that, despite being only two rooms removed 
from where his friend`s body was found, he heard no     
commotion that night apart from the noise of heavy rainfall 
outside the house. 
         De Marigny was questioned on 9 July. He admitted 
having been in the vicinity of “Westbourne” on the previous 
day when he had taken some guests home on a route that 
took them past the house. He had not seen Sir Harry for  
several months and volunteered the information that his   
father-in-law was in the habit of never locking the doors at 
“Westbourne”. Having safely returned his guests to their 
home, De Marigny said he then drove back to his own house 
where he retired for the night and slept until 6.30 a.m. He 
was treated as a suspect from day one, and, on the evening 
of 9 July, was arrested and charged with murder. This had 
all happened at lightning speed, as a mere thirty-three hours 
had elapsed since the discovery of Oakes`s body. 
         Faced with the circumstances that her husband of little 
over a year was in custody and facing trial for murdering her 
father, Nancy de Marigny decided to enlist some help. Her 
first port of call was Raymond Schindler, the celebrated 
New York private detective. She flew to the USA to meet 
Schindler and persuaded him to help in her husband`s      
defence. He recognised a challenge when he saw one and 
took a flight to Nassau a week after the murder was          
reported. His arrival on the scene was treated with undis-
guised animosity by the authorities there. He was followed 
everywhere he went and his telephone calls were monitored. 
When he visited the crime scene at “Westbourne”, he       
discovered that Bahamian policemen had been instructed to 
wipe clean all the surfaces bearing smudges and bloody 
handprints.  
         Schindler provided behind the scenes advice to Alfred 
de Marigny`s defence team and briefed his counsel, Godfrey 
Higgs. The trial began on 18 October with Sir Oscar      
Daly presiding. De Marigny pleaded not guilty and the    
proceedings caused quite a stir in Nassau in the absence of 
the Duke of Windsor who had decided to make himself 
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scarce by flying off to the USA. 
         One of the highlights of the trial was Exhibit J, the  
fingerprint claimed to have been found at the murder scene 
and identified by Captain Barker as being de Marigny`s. 
Chief Justice Daly decided that “this one fingerprint”, as he 
described it, could be admitted as evidence. The weight 
given to it would be a matter for the jury to decide. Godfrey 
Higgs`s cross-examination of the Miami detective was a 
masterclass in which he showed the policeman to be            
a fumbling, incompetent witness. A man in his mid-forties 
with piercing blue eyes, Higgs made a considerable          
impression in court. He was recognised as a skilled logician 
and tactician. 
         Barker was unsure about the precise position of        
the fingerprint on the wooden screen and he 
changed the testimony he had given earlier      
at the preliminary hearing. Questioning the   
detective, Higgs asked, “…until August 1, there 
was nothing to indicate where the exhibit came 
from?” Barker replied, “Nothing except my 
memory”. Higgs reminded him that during the 
earlier hearing at the magistrates court he had 
confirmed the position of the fingerprint. 
Pressed to reaffirm the position of the print on 
the bedside screen, Barker`s feeble reply was “I 
cannot say with certainty”. 
         Regarding the detectives arrival in Nassau 
on 8 July, Higgs asked, “Did you come         
prepared to look for fingerprint evidence?”- 
“Yes”, answered Barker. “But you left your  
fingerprint camera behind?” - “Yes”. Defence 
counsel continued, “When you realised you 
were investigating a homicide case, could you 
not have got a camera flown out from Miami?”- 
“I believe I could”, came the answer. “And you never made 
that effort? – “No”. 
         Higgs established that Barker was unsure whether he 
had dusted the bedhead or the thermos flask on the night-
stand for fingerprints. The detective offered no explanation 
for this omission. Higgs also posed the question that if the 
accused had left a fingerprint on the bedside screen was it 
not likely that he had left other prints in the room? Barker 
had no answer for this either. Then, in a clever move, Higgs 
asked Barker to demonstrate to the court his technique for 
lifting a fingerprint. This was safe ground and the detective 
went through the process methodically. This allowed Higgs 
to plant the thought in the jury`s mind, why, when he had 
the skills, did Barker act so ineptly in gathering evidence at 
the crime scene? 
         Inconsistencies in the gathering and recording of     
evidence were highlighted, to the extent that Barker`s      
performance was later described as “hopelessly inept”. The 
thrust of the defence evidence was that Exhibit J had been 
fabricated in order to convict de Marigny. 
         By a majority vote of nine to three, the jury found the 
defendant not guilty but recommended that he be deported 
immediately. In the aftermath of the verdict, Schindler`s  
assistant, Leonarde Keeler, inventor of the lie detector,     
invited de Marigny to take a polygraph test. He did so and 
passed easily. On 26 June 1944, Schindler wrote to the Duke 
of Windsor saying that it was his opinion that the murderer 

of Sir Harry Oakes could be identified and brought to      
justice. He offered his services to mount such an               
investigation without seeking any remuneration. His letter 
was acknowledged by a secretary but nothing was heard 
from the Duke. 
         In October of the same year, Schindler expanded on 
this theme in an article he contributed to Inside Detective 
magazine. The piece bore the uncompromising title, “I 
Could Crack the Oakes Case Wide Open!” His contention 
was that application of scientific crime detection methods 
had the potential to solve the mystery. He believed the     
Miami detectives, once they had got de Marigny in their 
sights as a suspect, “proceeded to search for facts to fit 
him”. 

         Schindler went on to make the point that feathers   
from one of the pillows in the murder room had been      
scattered over the corpse after the fire had abated. Most of 
the feathers were not even singed. This raised the possibility 
that they were part of some mysterious ritual and he       
mentioned that voodoo practices had once flourished in the 
Bahamas. 
        Oakes was known to possess an automatic pistol   
which he kept in the drawer of his bedside cabinet. Did he 
believe that an attempt might be made on his life? No proper 
assessment was made of the head wound that he had        
sustained and the nature of the murder weapon remained a 
mystery. Schindler suggested that Sir Harry was killed 
where he lay, possibly, having been drugged first. By the 
time the private detective got to see the murder scene, the 
body had long since been removed and countless individuals 
had been allowed access, thereby contaminating it. There 
was strong suspicion that de Marigny`s fingerprint used in 
court to secure his conviction, had, in fact, been lifted from 
a drinking glass that he had used and been transferred to the 
bedside screen where Captain Barker claimed to have found 
it. Crucially, there was no police photograph of the print in 
situ.  
         With de Marigny`s acquittal and no further suspects 
charged with the murder at “Westbourne”, the killing of Sir 
Harry Oakes remained unsolved. That is not to say, though, 
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that there has been any shortage of theories or talk of      
conspiracies. A great deal of suspicion was directed towards 
Harold Christie who, according to one source, spiked 
Oakes`s drink and hired a voodoo assassin to kill him -     
his motive being, that he owed money to Sir Harry. Nothing 
was ever proven against Christie and whatever knowledge 
he had of that fateful night died with him in 1973. An       
alternative suggestion was that on the fateful night at 
“Westbourne”, an assassin hired to kill Harold Christie     
entered the wrong room and killed Oakes by mistake. 
         A more plausible reconstruction of the tragedy was 
voiced by Marshall Houts, an American lawyer, in his   
book entitled King`s X, published in 1972. He had led          
a distinguished career in legal practice which included     
service with the FBI. Houts set out an explanation of      
what he believed happened during that fateful night at 
“Westbourne”. His account was rooted in the network of 
questionable business activities which touched the lives      
of some of the leading figures in the Bahamas, starting with 
the Duke of Windsor. The Governor General had involved 
himself in business transactions with Axel Wenner Grenn,   
a Swedish entrepreneur, who had dealings with the Nazi  
regime and was a friend of Hermann Goering. 
         An even more shadowy figure and acknowledged    
organised crime leader with interests in Nassau was Florida-
based Meyer Lansky. Together with gangster “Bugsy” 
Siegel, he had formed a gang of bootleggers determined     
to circumvent America`s prohibition laws. He also had   
connections with Murder Inc and it was believed that no  
major assignment was undertaken without first consulting 
Lansky. 
         Lansky had plans to establish a gambling casino in 
Nassau and, to this end, recruited Harold Christie as a      
facilitator. To achieve his purpose and gain the necessary 
gambling licence, Lansky needed the support of the Duke  
of Windsor and leading businessman, Sir Harry Oakes. He 
easily won over the Duke but Oakes proved less willing and, 
despite coercion, opposed the plans for the casino. 
         Lansky made threats against Sir Harry who responded 
by confirming his opposition to the casino. Christie          
attempted to act as peacemaker but to no avail. So, Lansky 
decided on affirmative action which involved the despatch 
of five of his henchmen from Florida to Nassau. They      
arrived late in the evening on 7 July, travelling by power 
boat and moored up at Lyford Cay.  
         Marshall Houts believed their plan unfolded later that 
night at the conclusion of Sir Harry Oakes`s dinner party    
at “Westbourne”. Christie drove Sir Harry down to the    
harbour to meet Lansky`s cohorts and attempt some kind    
of reconciliation. A fierce argument ensued which led to      
violence. One of the men struck Oakes over the head with a 
four-pronged winch lever, knocking him unconscious. Sir 
Harry`s inert body was carried over to Christie`s station 
wagon and put in the back. One of the assailants then drove 
to “Westbourne” where Sir Harry, now dead, was carried 
upstairs and laid on his bed. 
         With Christie reduced to the role of intimidated       
bystander, Lansky`s man set about arranging the scene in 
the style of a gangland killing and creating a tragic drama, 
the like of which had not been experienced before in      
Nassau. Christie was threatened with a similar fate if he 

stepped out of line and told not to report Oakes`s death to 
the authorities until the morning. With that, Lansky`s hench-
man disappeared into the night to rejoin his companions     
at Lyford Cay when they quietly slipped their mooring and 
began their return to Florida. 
        Rumours began to circulate that a strange motor launch 
had been seen tied up at Lyford Cay during the evening of 
the murder. By the following morning, it had disappeared. A 
night-watchman had seen the boat and claimed that several 
men had landed and driven off in a car. Attempts were  
made to locate the night-watchman and question him.      
Unfortunately, he was found to have drowned.  
         The night-watchman`s unexpected demise was one of 
several deaths which  followed in the wake of Sir Harry`s 
murder. In 1950, an FBI lawyer investigating the case was 
found dead and, two years later, Captain James Barker,     
the bungling detective, was shot dead by his son in a case of 
justifiable homicide. Added to these tragedies were the 
deaths of Sir Harry`s son, Sydney, in a car accident in 1966, 
and the   murder in 1972 of Dorothy Macksey, who had 
worked as Oakes`s secretary.  
         Alfred de Marigny, made persona non grata in       
Nassau, had his say in 1946 when he published his story     
in America. He dedicated his book, entitled More Devil 

Than Saint to his wife Nancy who, by that time, after being 
such a stalwart support during his trial, had separated from 
him. De Marigny lived a long life and in 1990 at the age of 
eighty-eight published a second book, A Conspiracy of 

Crowns. 

       One person who almost certainly knew the truth of what 
had happened at “Westbourne” was the Duke of Windsor 
who safeguarded his own interests by obscuring the      
crime scene investigation.  He misled investigators from the 
start by referring to Sir Harry`s death as a suicide. He     
conspired with the Miami detectives to pervert the course    
of justice and attempted to incriminate an innocent man.  
Another likely custodian of knowledge about the killer`s 
identity was Police Commissioner Colonel Lindop who was 
effectively silenced by the Duke and banished to a new   
posting in Trinidad. Sir Harry Oakes, a self-made man and  
a wheeler-dealer in local business paid a heavy price         
for his indiscretions, while those who master-minded his     
murder remained shrouded by a screen of conspiracy and 
speculation. Given the opportunity, Raymond Schindler who 
died in 1959, might well have identified the murderer but, as 
it stands after the passage of seventy years, we will probably 
never know the truth. 
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D 
r Keith Simpson (1907-1985) was a     
leading pathologist who had been involved 
in many major murder investigations.  In 
his 1964 memoirs, he refers to, Walter 
Jones’ record as Head of Hampshire CID, 

and states that he dealt with 40 murder cases over the 
course of a dozen years and solved each and every one. 
Yet the good doctor’s memory must have been playing 
tricks on him, for there was one failure, not only in the 
same year but where Simpson had been involved as well. 
Perhaps he decided to gloss over cases which had an    
unsatisfactory conclusion - except, of course, from the 
point of view of the killer.  
       Michael Szczup was twelve-year-old train-spotter 
from Bracknell. He and three friends had spent Monday 
29 June 1964 at Basingstoke station, noting down the 
trains which arrived at that busy station. Yet it is what 
happened afterwards that would prove more memorable. 
He later described the first stage of what should have 
been his return voyage: 
 

‘We intended to return home by the 4.17 Basingstoke 

Reading train. As soon as that train came in we got      

into the second class compartment in the first coach.    

Immediately the train left the station I went into the  

toilet compartment at the front end of the coach. When 

I opened the door of the toilet compartment I saw the 

legs of a lady on the floor. There was blood on the 

floor. I rushed into the coach and called out about 

what I had seen’.  

        Paul Ramshir, a London chemist, also saw the girl 
and pulled the communication cord. Szczup jumped off 
the train, which had just left the station, and went to find 
a porter. After telling him what had happened, he and his 
friends took the 4.37pm train to Reading. The ‘murder 
carriage’ was put into a siding. 
        The corpse was that of a teenage girl, dressed in her 
school uniform. Her throat was cut. Although police at 
first thought it was a case of suicide, this theory was soon 
abandoned. PS Douglas Boekee was one of the first      
police officers on the scene and he stated that: 
 

‘There was a lot of blood on the floor which appeared 

to come from a severe wound in the throat. Her dress 

and jacket did not seem to be disturbed but I later saw 

that her stockings were badly laddered’. 
 

       There were a number of clues in the compartment 
and pieces of broken glass near the body. Although fully 
clothed, the victim’s shoes and beret were missing. There 
was also a torn envelope marked for ‘David Manders, C3’ 
but with no address and inside the envelope were the torn 
pieces of a birthday card, with the following message, ‘To 
David, with love from Barbara and John’. Behind one of 
the seats was a brown carrier bag containing a cucumber 
and lettuce roll and a partly-eaten packet of crisps. There 
was also the paper wrapper for a loaf of ‘Midland Maid 
Farmhouse Bread’ which was only made in the Midlands.  
What were the events leading up to this tragedy? They     
began at Southampton station at 3.25pm. Yvonne Laker, 
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was a shy, dark-haired school girl of fifteen years. Her 
parents lived in Singapore, where her father, Peter, was a 
sergeant in the RAF. She had just spent the weekend with 
her grandparents, Major and Mrs Cyril Laker, in Burton-
On-Sea and was travelling back to her convent school    
in Maidenhead. Her grandparents had taken a photograph 
of her for her father’s benefit, before seeing her off at   
the station, and she sat in the second-
class compartment of the first of three 
coaches on the train. Major Laker 
said, ‘I recall no one being in the  
compartment but her when the train 
pulled out’. It was an open Pullman 
carriage, that is to say, it was a car-
riage with seats, but without partitions 
and there was no access to any other 
carriage. 
        The first stop on the train’s   
journey was at Eastleigh. It was here 
that Peter Barnes, a recent graduate, 
got on the train with two friends. He 
remembered seeing Yvonne stating 
that, ‘As far as I know no one sat    
beside her during the journey nor did  
I hear anyone speaking to her’. The 
second stop was at Winchester at 
3.58pm, which was where Barnes and 
his friends alighted. The next stop was 
at Micheldever at 4.08pm, and it was 
just before this stop that the train 
slowed down considerably. The train 
arrived at Basingstoke at 4.22pm and 
by that time the murder had taken place.   
        Detective Chief Superintendent Walter Jones of the 
Hampshire CID was in charge of the murder hunt. and did 
not feel the need ask for assistance from Scotland Yard – 
which was something the force had done in 1948 when 
Joan Woodhouse was murdered in Arundel. Jones had 
command over seventy detectives from Hampshire and 
Berkshire and a large, blue, mobile, police headquarters 
was set up outside Basingstoke station. He stated at a 
press conference on the Monday of the murder, ‘This   
appears to be the work of a maniac.  As far as I can      
ascertain it was a very brutal murder, a completely      
motiveless attack on this young girl for no reason. There 
is no question of sexual assault or theft’. The chief      
constable was afraid the killer would strike again and 
urged Jones to, ‘Find this killer – quickly’. 
        Forty of the train’s passengers were interviewed. 
Tracker dogs found Yvonne’s brown shoes and beret near 
the track between Micheldever and Basingstoke. A few 
pieces of green glass – the same sort that had been spotted 
on the train – were also found. These were pieced         
together and almost made up a complete half-size Cuesta 
sherry bottle. Jones appealed for witnesses to come      
forward. He tried to locate the David Manders - whose 
name was written on the torn envelope. He also thought 
the label on the bread packaging was important and said, 

‘We are making enquiries in the Midlands to try and trace 
its origin, but we would like any of the train’s passengers 
who saw this bag or the man who carried it, to come    
forward’. 
        Yvonne was formally identified by her grandparents, 
and by her father who flew home from Singapore. Dr 
Simpson concluded that death was due to ‘haemorrhage 

and shock due to a cut throat’.    
There was bruising on her forehead, 
probably caused by her being hit 
with a bottle and knocked              
unconscious. It was thought that she 
was then dragged to the toilet where 
her throat cut by the now broken  
bottle. Death had occurred at about 
4pm. Her funeral was on 8 July at  
the Roman Catholic church at New 
Milton.  
        On 2 July, there was an           
unexpected breakthrough, when 
Derek Pye, a 27-year-old unemployed 
farm worker of Hyde Road, Long 
Sutton, was arrested in Farnham by 
PC Myhill and taken to Aldershot  
police station. Pye, who was a      
married man with children, was 

charged with stealing a car belonging to a Mr Moss earlier 
that day. He was due to appear at the magistrates’ court   
on the following day, but before he did so, he told PC 
Eggleton, ‘I am worried, I was on the train where the girl 
was murdered. I saw a man drag her along the corridor to 
the toilet’. He added, ‘That train murder, I think I know 
who did it. I was on the train’. When asked why he had not 
come forward earlier, he    replied, ‘I read it happened in a 
crowded train. As there was only us there. I didn’t think it 
could be the same one’. 
        This seemed to be very important information. When 
Pye was questioned about his movements on the day of 
the murder, he said he had taken a bus to Basingstoke at 
9.30am. At 11am, he was in The Anchor Inn, looking    
for a solicitor, who he later found. At 1pm he had taken      
the wrong train from Basingstoke – he wanted to go        
to Winchester, where he planned to visit the army          
recruitment centre, but he had caught the wrong train and 
went to Reading instead. So he returned to Basingstoke 
and went to Winchester from there, arriving at about 3pm.  
He then took the train to Basingstoke – the same train 
Yvonne Laker was travelling on. He entered the same 
compartment as her, in fact, he said that there was another 
man there, too. 
        When the train stopped at Micheldever, Pye said    

‘I recall no one being in the  compartment  

but her when the train pulled out’ 
Cyril Laker - Grandfather of Yvonne Laker 
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he went to the toilet, and as he returned to his seat, he  
witnessed the following scene: 
 

‘When I came out, the man was helping her up. Her 

head was hanging down. I asked what was wrong and 

he said she had been sick. He took her into the toilet 

and was in there two or three minutes. He came out 

and started looking out of the window. I asked him if 

she was alright and he said it was none of my business. 

I went to the other end of the carriage and saw glass 

on the seat. I thought this is dangerous if a kiddy got 

hold of it. I picked it up and threw it out of the         

window’.  
 

        The man was ‘about five feet eight inches, black 
hair, aged 30 to 32 with full face and very smart’. When 
the train stopped, Pye stated that he alighted and took a 
train from Reading to Hook at 6pm and then a taxi to 
Odiham, where he had left his bicycle and cycled home, 
arriving between 8.30pm-9pm. A neighbour saw him at 
this time and thought Pye looked normal. He also had      
a drink at The Grapes in Basingstoke and bought a half 
bottle of Cuesta sherry there. On the Wednesday after the 
murder, Pye was having a drink in his local, The Railway 
Arms when the publican started talking about the killing, 
saying how terrible it was. To this Pye merely replied, 
‘yes’, lowered his head, and then left the pub. 
        The police investigated Pye’s story and found some 
inconsistencies. Although there was a train to Hook at 
5.41pm, Pye did not take this train, as he was seen by 
John Hogg, an old school friend, at Reading station at 
7.30pm. No taxi drivers at Hook recalled taking anyone to 
Odiham that night. There was also uncertainty about 
when Pye bought the half bottle of sherry for 10s.  Pye 
claimed it was in the evening, but the licensee thought it 
was at 1pm. Sherry bottles were found at his home, but 
Pye denied he had anything to do with the crime, stating, 
‘I never touched the girl. I had nothing at all to do with 
this thing’. Margaret Perira, a science officer at the Police 
Laboratory, examined his clothes, and while some blood 
was found on his shoes, it was his own. 
        Yet the police thought Pye was guilty. He was       
remanded in custody on several occasions, before finally 
being brought to trial at the Hampshire Assizes in      
Winchester on 26 November. Pye pleaded not guilty to 
the accusation of murder. His barrister argued that it was 
the other man in the train who committed the murder. The 
prosecution argued that this man did not exist and was 
merely a fiction. They said that the idea of someone  
committing a murder just yards from another man, albeit 
killing the girl in a toilet, was simply absurd. They also 
pointed to the pieces of broken glass in Pye’s pocket, and 
alleged he bought the sherry bottle in the pub at 1pm. 
And while they could not supply a motive for the murder, 
this was not required of them. 
        Yet a man had been seen leaving the train just before 
it stopped at Basingstoke station. It was slowing down 

and so it would certainly have been possible for someone 
to leave the train at that time. Railway workers saw a man 
acting suspiciously and he seemed troubled when he saw 
them. He left in the direction of Winchester, and then 
turned north, running.  Mrs Janet Agnell, who worked at 
a nearby factory, also saw this man. Finally, Ronald 
Bridges, a tractor driver, who was working nearby, stated, 
‘I started cutting the field about 4pm. About 4.30 pm I 
saw a man. He was walking up the side of the field from 
the direction of the railway line’. So perhaps Pye’s story 
was true, after all. Yet we cannot be certain that this man 
was the killer. He may have been leaving the train for   
another reason, but if this was the case then it was       
certainly a big coincidence. It was further noted that the 
glass in Pye’s pocket did not have any traces of the       
victim’s clothing on it. 
        This was not an easy case. The judge gave the jury a  
summary of the case and then added: 

         The jury took six-and-a-half hours to reach their 
conclusion. They decided that Pye was not guilty. Had he 
been found guilty he could have been executed. 
        However, Pye could not leave as a free man because 
he was accused of lesser crimes. In the following year he 
was given an 18-month sentence for arson attacks in 
1962-1963. 
        The question remains as to who the mysterious 
stranger was who killed Yvonne and his motive for doing 
so. He presumably entered the same compartment as 
Yvonne at Winchester, as did Pye, and after waiting      
for his fellow male passenger to leave, he struck the poor 
girl over the head.  When Pye returned, the man took her 
into the toilet, where he cut her throat, and threw her beret 
and shoes out of the window. Presumably he must have 
had some form of mental kink to have killed for no       
apparent reason. It was certainly a dangerous act, with 
Pye so close-by, but the killer managed to escape          
unscathed and unsuspected. Pye was obviously not very 
quick-witted and so the man was able to do what he      
did and evade   justice. Had DNA been in use, perhaps he 
could have been apprehended or at least Pye could have 
been explicitly ruled out. 
      

‘It is the sort of thing which  

makes one’s blood boil to think  

that in the year 1964 there is or  

was on 29th June any man capable  

of such a foul deed…It is quite  

improper and quite the wrong  

approach for you to say  

“Well, here is a ghastly crime,  

somebody’s got to suffer”’.     
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Be part of it and help us  

catch the Ripper! 
  

Details - www.whitechapelsociety.com 
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T 
here are few criminals and murderers  

like Dr. H.H. Holmes. And while many 

homicides have been attributed to him, 

only a handful of them can actually be 

shown to be by his hand, namely, the four 

members of the Pitezel family. Murderers tend to have 

a certain modus operandi when it comes to killing,  

but the manner of each death for the Pitezels was    

different. Benjamin Pitezel (Holmes’ partner in 

crime,) was burned alive using his pipe. Eight-year-

old Howard was poisoned, chopped up, and stuffed   

in a chimney.  And the girls 	ellie and Alice were   

suffocated in a trunk.  

        There are many missing persons attributed to 

Holmes due to the bones and other remains found in 

the basement of his Murder “Castle” in Chicago,    

and these include Minnie and 	annie Williams. The 

Columbian Exposition certainly placed Holmes under 

the spotlight.  But a few years before that another    

famous murderer, Jack the Ripper, was at large.  So 

the question is – could the man “Born with the Devil 

in me” have been the man “From Hell”? 

        Herman W. Mudgett M.D. used many aliases, his 

most famous being Dr. Henry Howard Holmes 

(referencing Daniel Henry Holmes of Holmes Dept. 

Stores), a con-artist, body thief, and murderer. His 

criminality started when he was attending medical 

school at the University of Michigan, where he dug up 

bodies and sold body parts and created insurance 

scams. There were also several very mysterious deaths 

at the University during Mudgett’s time there.  A   

new philosophy also became popular at this time: 

Eugenics, which can be described as the practice of 

making humanity better, usually with proper diet and 

exercise, but which as we all know too well progressed 

onto sterilization, euthanasia, and finally wholesale 

killing by democide and genocide! Victor C. Vaughn, 

a member of staff who later would become the Dean of 

the Medical School at the University of Michigan was 

a huge supporter of Eugenics. 

        How is eugenics relevant? Well, eugenics often 

involved the study of female sexual organs, especially 

of those from the lower class. This was actually noted 

in Chicago in the Murder Castle, and could have been 

the motive for the Ripper murders. 

  

The name “Jack the Ripper” came from two sources. 

“Hans Van Rip” and “Jack” is the English form of 

Hans. There was also a Ripper letter that referenced 

“Spring-Heeled Jack”, which was a character of  

popular folklore in England prior to the killings.  

The Devil The Devil The Devil The Devil –––– From Hell? From Hell? From Hell? From Hell?    
By Mark PottsBy Mark PottsBy Mark PottsBy Mark Potts    

Was H.H. Holmes responsible for the unsolved Whitechapel Murders of 1888? 

Author Mark Potts has been researching the case for many years - read on!    
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        The Ripper’s appearance seemed to be quite 

common for the period. But I find it odd that he could 

have been a local man due to the fact that nobody   

recognized him. People were fearful and were    

watching out for him.  Some even thought a police   

detective was the Ripper because he fitted the           

description, even though he had a solid alibi.  

         About a decade ago, the BBC and Scotland  

Yard had created a mugshot of what the Ripper.  This 

matched previous wanted posters and sketches, but it 

also matched H.H. Holmes and his accomplice Ben 

Pitezel. 

 

     

 

 

 

Here's a description of Mudgett's  

from the Philadelphia Police:  
 

Herman W. Mudgett or H.H. Holmes, the notorious mass 

murderer, who was later hanged at Moyamensing Prison 

on May 7, 1896, was entered in this record after his     

arrest on &ovember 17, 1894 for conspiracy and the  

murder of Benjamin F. Pitezel. The entry in the Register 

of Descriptions of Criminals reveals that Mudgett, who 

was arrested under the alias of H.H. Holmes also used 

the aliases of H.M. Howard, Alex E. Bond and Horace H. 

Williams. The Register reveals that he was a physician 

and druggist, who was born in Germantown(sic-actually 

Gilmanton), &ew Hampshire and living in Chicago,     

Illinois, and describes him as white, 34 years of age, 5 

feet 7 inches in height 

and 148 pounds in 

weight with a medium 

build, slate blue eyes, 

dark complexion, 

scars on the first joint 

left thumb, above first 

joint left index, below 

second joint right   

index; a small pimple 

in front of left ear on 

cheek, a small mole 

on right cheek, small 

scars on forehead 

and scar on top of the 

head.  

 

 
 
     
 
 



 www.whitechapelsociety.com                         page 28                     www.whitechapelsociety.

        Then there are those “Ripper” letters, which 

many say were fakes created by the press, but the    

police had kept them as evidence and created a 

wanted poster concerning them. 	ot surprisingly, the 

handwriting also matched that of Mudgett/Holmes.    

While many may argue that that was simply the   

popular style of handwriting at the time. But there 

have been over seventy matches made between the 

Ripper letters and those of Mudgett/Holmes. There 

was a previous match made by the wonderful Michelle 

Dresbold in her book “Sex, Lies, and Handwriting” in 

which she not only matched the writing, but also    

analyzed it. An English handwriting expert who was 

recommended to me by the British Library, checked 

these matches for me and agreed that they matched. 

Jeff Mudgett had it checked independently with a 

97.5% match. 

        And aside from the “Dear Boss” and “From Hell” 

letters there were others that referenced cities in the 

USA, including Boston, San Francisco, Philadelphia, 

and 	ew York City. These were all places where 

Holmes had lived at various times, and in 1888, he was 

in San Francisco and 	ew York City. 

         Many believe that the canonical five were the 

only victims of the Ripper, but Holmes probably killed 

an eight-year-old boy called John Gill in Bradford. 

This is because he died in very much the same way as 

Howard Pitezel. Then there was the 	ew York City 

murder of Carrie “Shakespeare” Brown, which was 

similar to the Ripper murders, and where the alias of 

C. Knick (short for Knickerbocker) was used. A block 

away from the murder scene, was the wharf for the 

famous Fall River Line to Boston. There were those 

famous murders in Fall River too, but that’s another 

story. 

         The story of course doesn’t end there.  Many 

people went missing during the Columbian Exposition 

in Chicago in 1893. One of the exhibitors, Edmund 

Buckley, was Mudgett’s friend from college.  He was 

showing his beautiful Japanese art collection and was 

from Birmingham, England. His father, Sir Edmund 

Buckley, gave up his job as MP when he married        

a lovely lady from Chicago and Edmund Buckley  

Junior studied further in Chicago after the              

Columbian Exposition.  

        Mudgett/Holmes was captured, imprisoned and 

supposedly executed by hanging in Philadelphia. But 

amazingly there is some evidence to suggest that he 

did not die due to further murders that were very 

much like earlier ones attributed to Holmes. The   

mystery continues!! 

        Many have forgotten about Holmes and there are 

a few books written about him, but Holmes might 

have been a model for the novel of “Dracula”.  There 

is obviously the historical Dracula, but there are a lot 

of similarities in characters’ names such as Minnie   
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Williams becoming Mina, Arthur 

Mudgett (Holmes’s brother) as   

Arthur Holmwood, Lucy Belknap 

as Lucy Westenra, and Pat Quinlen 

as Quincey Morris.  In  addition to 

this, the description of Dracula 

himself sounds somewhat like that 

of Holmes. Both Holmes and   

Dracula had their “Castles”.  Both 

referred to insane asylums (Holmes 

supposedly worked at 	orristown 

Asylum in Pennsylvania), both had 

three wives, and both were       

planning to move to England,      

according to news reports at the 

time of the Mudgett/Holmes trial. 

Bram Stoker was in fact, visiting     

Theodore Roosevelt in 	ew York at 

the time of the trial. What had its 

start in reality, continued on in   

literature. 

 

        Does this bring the mystery   

of “Jack the Ripper” to a close?  

Absolutely not!! This is actually a 

new start!!  When we examine 

them by putting ourselves into the 

time period, understanding the  

languages  and accents, and      

appreciating the people and the    

surroundings, these histories 

spring to life again, ready for us 

to explore anew!              
 

If you are interested in Jack the Ripper and want to learn more on the 

subject, join the Whitechapel Society at :- www.whitechapelsociety.
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I 
t was called “the greatest mystery of the century.” 
Almost one hundred years later it remains unsolved. 
     Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was questioned by        
reporters about lending a hand with the investigation. 
Sir Arthur said he would be delighted to help if 

asked (he wasn’t) and headlines screamed “Sherlock 

Holmes To Reveal Toronto Mystery.”1 This, however, 
proved to be a case that lent itself more to the seedy         
underworld of Sam Spade’s San Francisco or Phillip      
Marlowe’s grimy Los Angeles. 
         The story had everything: mysterious disappearances, 
sex, alcohol, gambling, a high society wife as a suspect,   
police bungling, an army of psychics and more. There was 
even a secret hidden room. Is it any wonder that to a war 
weary world, the mysterious disappearance of Ambrose J. 
Small became a global sensation? 
          As with all sensations, however, time eroded the hard 
edges of fascination and anticipation, leaving only       
speculation and theory. This was especially true as        
questions remained unanswered. And as the years passed, 
the query “Where’s Ambrose?” became “Whatever became 

of Ambrose J. Small?” and even then this question was only 
asked “when the bottom of the conversation barrel is being 

scraped.”2  
         Today the mystery is all but forgotten, even in the city 
once gripped by it.  
        Except, however, to one particular segment of society. 
The story of Small’s disappearance remains alive to those 
interested in the paranormal, as Small’s ghost is said to 
haunt at least two theatres proving, perhaps, Mark Twain’s 
observation: “Truth is stranger than fiction, but it is because 

Fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities; Truth isn’t.”3  

Ambrose and Theresa Small. 
        Ambrose J. Small was called a “self-made man.” This 
is only partially true. He did come from a very humble 
background and he was able, by means legal and otherwise, 
to quickly rise in the theatrical business in Toronto – from 
part-time usher to treasurer to manager and finally, to    
owning the leases of two Toronto theatres. However, it  
wasn’t until he married Theresa Kormann, a brewery heir-
ess, in 1902 that he was able to get his hands on the Grand 
Opera House, a prize he had long dreamed of winning. 
     Theresa and Ambrose couldn’t have been more different. 
     She was educated and refined – loved literature, music 
and the arts, and was a member of all of the city’s most 
prestigious clubs and societies. She was also a devout 
Catholic and became the single greatest financial donor to 
the city’s Catholic Church. 
         Ambrose’s interests, on the other hand, included 
drinking, womanizing and gambling. Gambling was a     
passion. He was close friends with the province’s Racing 
Commissioner, Thomas Flynn, and Flynn, it was said, 
turned a blind eye to Small’s race fixing. The day Small 
won $10,000 at the track, a small fortune, rumour had it that 
all the races Small bet on were fixed. Small also visited 
various racetracks around North America during the racing 
season, travelling annually to Florida and California and 
was known to be a high roller across the continent. 
         What Ambrose and Theresa did have in common, 
though, was a love of money and a nose for business. 
        The two eventually decided to expand their theatre 
holdings outside of Toronto. In order to do this, Small hired 
John Doughty, a 27-year-old bookkeeper, to be his private 
secretary. It was Doughty who did all the leg-work. 
         Doughty would find and evaluate the theatres. He 
would look over the buildings, go through their books, 
gauge the potential for audience expansion and then give a 
recommendation to Small.  
          Eventually the Smalls owned, leased or controlled 34 
theatres across Canada. The couple’s theatrical booking 
agency was the largest in the country and the Smalls grew 
rich, ultimately building a mansion at 56 Glen Road4 in   
Toronto’s wealthy Rosedale district.  
         As time passed, however, the Smalls grew apart. They 
lived separate lives, slept in separate bedrooms and rarely 
travelled together.  
         A description of two rooms – one used by Theresa, the 
other by Ambrose – is revealing. Theresa had a small chapel 
built in the basement of her Rosedale mansion. Here she 
prayed daily, sometime alone, sometime with some of the 
nuns from the novitiate she built for them just down the 
street. She had Mass performed by one of her many friends 
among the Catholic clergy. 
         Ambrose, on the other hand, had a secret room built 
just behind his office at the Grand Opera House. Inside were 
thick drapes on the walls, thick carpets on the floor, a well-
stocked bar and a large bed.  
         By 1919 the Smalls wanted a change. They decided to 
sell their theatrical business, their reason isn’t exactly 
known, but Small stated in a letter that “the principal     

consideration for retiring from present activities was to be 

relieved of all responsibility.”5   

        The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case The Strange Case         

 of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small of Ambrose J. Small        
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         The buyer was Trans-Canada Theatres Limited, with 
headquarters in Montreal, and the legal papers were to be 
signed in Toronto on the 2 December 1919. It was to be a 
big day for the Smalls.  

 

2 December 1919. 
        W.J. Shaughnessy, who was representing the investors 
of Trans-Canada Theatres Ltd., arrived in Toronto from 
Montreal and found his way to the offices of Aylesworth, 
Wright, Moss and Thompson, Attorneys at Law.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
        Here he had a 10 o’clock appointment with Ambrose 
and Theresa Small and their lawyer and friend, E.W.M.
Flock, of London Ontario. Shaughnessy was on time. 
Ambrose J. Small was late. 
         After forty-five minutes Small finally strolled in and 
the business at hand began. 
         Papers were presented, read and signed by the two  
parties. Shaughnessy then left to return to Montreal with the 
ownership of the Small’s theatrical empire. It had only cost 
Trans-Canada Theatres $1.7 million, a vast sum in those 
days. 
         By the terms of the agreement, the Smalls were given 
a certified cheque for $1 million while the other $700,000 
was to be paid out in instalments over the next five years. 
         After leaving the lawyers offices, Theresa deposited 
the cheque at the Dominion Bank, and then walked over to 
the King Edward Hotel to wait for her husband and Flock   
to arrive for lunch. They were late but finally arrived at 
12:30p.m. 
         After lunch Theresa was taken home by the couple’s 
chauffeur and Ambrose promised he would leave the office 
at around 6:00p.m. 
         Small then went and did a little shopping for his wife, 
buying her a $10,000 pearl and diamond necklace and a new 
$9,000 Cadillac limousine. 

        Meanwhile E.W.M. Flock was cooling his heels in 
Small’s office at the Grand Opera House, where the two 
were supposed to meet at 4:00p.m. Flock had to catch       
the 6:00p.m. train back to London and he was antsy about 
missing it.  
         Small finally arrived at around 4:20p.m. and the two 
got to work.  
         At 5:30p.m., when they had finished, the two men 
walked to the theatre’s front doors and, with a handshake, 
they parted; Flock out into the cold winter’s evening and 
Small…  
         Ambrose J. Small was never seen again. He simply 
vanished off the face of the earth. 
 

The Investigation. 
          It was Racing Commissioner Thomas Flynn who 
seemed to be the most concerned by Small’s disappearance. 
He, not Theresa Small, took the lead in trying to find out 
what had happened to Small. For the next two days after the 
disappearance Flynn returned to the Grand looking for his 
friend, but still no one had seen him. 
        By the 16 December, Flynn finally decided to go to the 
police. Two weeks had passed with no sign of Small and 
nothing was being done about it. 
         Flynn went to Police Headquarters and saw Detective 
Austin R. Mitchell. Mitchell was a twenty year veteran of 
the Toronto Police Force and would become known as “the 
great investigator,” perhaps sarcastically if one goes by his 
performance during the Small case. Mitchell listened to 
Flynn and then went to see Mrs. Small.  
         Was it true that Ambrose J. Small had been missing 
for two weeks? Yes, but Mrs. Small told Mitchell that her 
husband was a womanizer. She believed that he was “in the 
arms of a designing woman” somewhere and that he would 
return home when he was ready to. She also begged 
Mitchell not to tell anyone about the disappearance because 
of the scandal. 
         Theresa Small must have been fairly convincing.     
Detective Mitchell made no report, started no file on the  
disappearance of one of Toronto’s richest men, and didn’t 
even bother to write in the daily police log that he had talked 
to Flynn or visited Mrs. Small. 
         On the 2 January 1920, Thomas Flynn had had 
enough. He walked into the Toronto Star newspaper     
building with an amazing story: Toronto theatre magnate 
and millionaire Ambrose J. Small had vanished into thin air 
one month ago and nobody was doing a damn thing about it. 
         The next day, the 3 January, the world was finally told 
of the disappearance. The question “Where’s Ambrose?” 
was on everybody’s lips.  
     Asking a very different question was Chief Inspector 
George Guthrie, the head of the Detective Bureau. He was 
being hounded by reporters from all across North America 
who wanted to know what the police were doing about the 
disappearance. Mitchell came forward and told him that he 
had looked into it. When asked about the lack of paperwork, 
Mitchell told Guthrie that the detective believed Theresa 
Small’s explanation. Why stir up the murky waters of 
Small’s private life, and embarrass his family when it was 
all going to blow over sooner rather than later? 
         Apparently Guthrie agreed. He allowed Mitchell to   

Theresa Small  
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investigate the case on his own. This would be revealed as a 
mistake in judgement. 
         As soon as the news of Small’s disappearance hit the 
wires, cards, letters and telegrams streamed into Toronto  
Police Headquarters from people who wanted to help, or 
who claimed to have seen Small after the 2 December 1919. 
It became a game of, not so much “Where’s Ambrose?” as 
one of “There’s Ambrose!” In fact he was seen, much like 
Elvis, all over North America. 
         In order to separate the possibly important wheat from 
the loony and/or deluded chaff, Mitchell turned to an        
investigative tool that had garnered him much success in the 
past: psychics. Mitchell didn’t just call on a few seers into 
the Vast Deep, he spread his net wide and advertised in 
spiritualist newspapers across the continent.  
     Meanwhile Toronto reporters took a more conventional 
approach. The Toronto Star began interviewing as many 
people who had been close to Small as they could find. They 
couldn’t find John Doughty, Small’s ex-private secretary, 
however. 
         As part of the sale agreement for the theatre chain, 
Trans-Canada was to keep Doughty on as a manager. The 
one stipulation, however, was that Doughty had to move    
to the head office in Montreal and start work there on the 3 
December. Doughty had left Toronto on the night train to 
Montreal on the evening of the 2 December, the night of the 
disappearance.  
         The Star learned that Doughty had returned to Toronto 
at Christmas time to see his family and to bring some    
documents back with him when he returned to work. The 
documents arrived in Montreal by mail, but no one had seen 
Doughty since he left Toronto on the 28 December. 
Doughty had disappeared without a trace. 
         As time passed, and Small failed to show up, it was 
decided that an offer of a reward might bear some fruit. A 
bulletin which offered $50,000 to anyone who could provide 
information that might lead to Ambrose J. Small alive 
($15,000 dead) was sent to police departments across North 
America. The money came from Theresa Small. Reporters 
and “detectives” of all kinds flocked to Toronto in order to 
try their luck and claim the very lucrative prize. 
         It was learned by one of these “detectives” that Small 
had safety-deposit boxes at the Dominion Bank. It took a 
court order, and some time, but eventually Mitchell was   
allowed to see the records. Two people had keys and access 
to Small’s safety-deposit boxes: Small himself and the now 
missing John Doughty.  
         It also turned out that Doughty had last visited the 
safety-deposit vault, and had removed $100,000 in negotia-
ble Victory Bonds, on the morning of the day that Ambrose 
J. Small had disappeared. These bonds were missing. 
         Another police bulletin was sent out, this time offering 
$15,000 for the arrest of John Doughty. 
         With the disappearance of Doughty, Chief Inspector 
Guthrie decided that investigative help on this frustrating 
case was sorely needed. He contacted the Attorney General 
and asked for help from the Provincial Police. Inspector C.
D. Hammond of the Ontario Provincial Police’s Criminal 
Investigation Bureau was assigned to the case. 
        Mitchell and Hammond disliked each other immensely. 
Mitchell didn’t like the O.P.P. butting in on what was a    

Toronto case. Hammond was gobsmacked that Mitchell 
would actually use psychics in an important police           
investigation. However, with Hammond’s entry into the case 
things began to happen. 
         Banks were checked across Toronto and in every city 
where Small had owned a theatre and six more Toronto    
detectives were assigned to the case. Inspector Guthrie also 
decided to run his own investigation. He canvassed the area 
around the Grand Opera House looking for anyone who may 
have seen Small on the evening that he disappeared but 
couldn’t find a single reliable witness. It was as if Small 
never left the theatre.  
         Meanwhile, reports of Small’s body being discovered 
turned up from all over the world. It seemed that almost 
every body of an unknown male found anywhere was 
thought to be Ambrose J. Small. This information was      
dutifully passed on to Mitchell in Toronto who was then 
forced to investigate. 
         There were some interesting results, however. While 
interviewing staff at the Grand Opera House, Hammond  
discovered Small’s secret room. He was also able to track 
down and interview Small’s mistress, Clara Smith. Smith 
didn’t know where Small was, didn’t know about any 
planned disappearance and hadn’t talked to Small since the 
night of the 1 December 1919. If Small intended to get away 
from it all, “all” included his mistress. 
        Mitchell was also still receiving information from the 
Beyond. A psychic friend told the detective that Small’s   
astral body had been seen, indicating that Small was dead. 
Another psychic told Mitchell that Small’s body could be 
found buried at the city dump. Mitchell rented a digger and 
several men were tasked with tearing up the dump looking 
for the body. This went on for several weeks. Nothing was 
found. 
         It was at this time that Mitchell began to suspect that 
perhaps his psychic friends were correct: Ambrose J. Small 
might be dead. Mitchell had the basement furnace room 
floor of the Grand Opera House examined and then torn    
up looking for a body. He contacted the city sanitation     
department and found that the ashes from the Grand’s      
furnace were picked up and disposed of in either the dump 
in the Rosedale Ravine or the waters of Toronto Bay. 
Mitchell had both locations investigated but, as could be  
expected after several months, nothing was found. 
         The first bit of luck that any of the investigators 
seemed to have had arrived in late September to early      
October 1920, in the form of a telegram – collect – from the 
Chief of the Portland Oregon Police Department. It seemed 
that there was a treasurer of a lumber company in Oregon 
City, named Charlie Cooper. Cooper was fairly new to the 
area, received letters from someone in Toronto and, the 
Chief thought this treasurer might just be the John Doughty 
from the wanted posters. Was Toronto interested? 
         Not too hopefully, Mitchell took the train out to    
Portland. It was an eight-day trip that might have been for 
nothing. 
         However, Cooper did indeed turn out to be Doughty, 
and Mitchell arrested him and brought him back to Toronto. 
Doughty declined to say anything for the entire trip. 
         The two arrived at Toronto’s Union Station on the 28 
November 1920. When asked about the missing bonds, 
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Doughty stated that they were in a paper bag at his sister’s 
house. When this bag was retrieved, none of the bonds were 
missing. 
         Doughty claimed that he hadn’t stolen the bonds, and 
that Small had given them to him for his many years of    
service. $100,000 seemed like a lot to give, especially since 
Ambrose J. Small was a man who as his own wife said, 
“wouldn’t give up a dime unless he was getting twenty cents 

in return.” 
         It was when Doughty was asked about Small’s         
disappearance that he refused to answer. He wanted a law-
yer and would say no more. 
         Doughty was charged with both stealing the bonds and 
with conspiracy to kidnap Small, except there was no proof 
that Doughty ever attempted to kidnap Small, so this charge 
was soon dropped.  
         The trial eventually opened on 21 March 1921. It was, 
unsurprisingly, a sensation, and newspaper coverage was 
worldwide. After two days, Doughty was found guilty of  
the theft of the bonds and sentenced to 6 years in Kingston 
Penitentiary. But without a body or a confession any hope of 
Doughty throwing a light on the disappearance of Ambrose 
J. Small vanished as thoroughly as Small had. 
         In 1923, for probate reasons, Small was declared     
officially dead. His large estate had been frozen by the    
Ontario Government and Theresa just wanted the matter  
settled.  
         The official declaration of Small’s death allowed the 
estate to pass fully into the control of Theresa Small.    
However, a storm of innuendo, slander and bigotry was 
about to be unleashed on the Small case.  
         Ambrose Small’s two sisters, Florence and Gertrude 
Small, who were provided for in Ambrose’s will, were bitter 
that their brother’s money ended up in the control of a     
Roman Catholic. When Theresa announced that upon her 
death the estate would be donated to the Catholic Church, 
the ultra-Protestant Small sisters hired a disreputable private 
detective named Patrick Sullivan. Sullivan’s job was to 
prove that Theresa Small had had a hand in her husband’s 
disappearance, if not prove that she was the actual murderer 
herself, and, most importantly, get control of the Small    
fortune for the sisters. 
         Sullivan began a smear campaign against Theresa 
Small. Various theories pointing to her guilt were suggested. 
Many believed the lies, and people brayed for Theresa’s   
arrest. The reclusive widow became the number one suspect 
in the disappearance of her husband. Enough heat was put 
onto the Toronto police that Mitchell was forced to take a 
closer look at Theresa Small. 
         To that end, Mitchell searched the Glen Road mansion 
and dug up the basement floor and parts of the garden   
looking for Ambrose’s body. He didn’t, however, touch the 
floor of Theresa’s chapel and he would be condemned by 
Sullivan for this. Nothing was found. 
         In late 1926, the Toronto Star newspaper received a 
collect call from someplace called Waupun, Wisconsin. The 
caller said that he was Ambrose J. Small, that he had been 
kidnapped and he wanted to be rescued. Hopes were raised 
until “Ambrose J. Small” turned out to be Charles Churchill, 
a twenty year inmate of the Wisconsin Central State       

Hospital for the criminally insane. He had never been to  
Toronto.              
          In 1928, Dr. Maximillian Langsner, a Viennese 
“criminologist” and psychic, claimed that he would solve 
the Small case using his “psychic thought processes.” He 
was ensconced in an expensive suite in one of Toronto’s 
best hotels where he and his “assistants” (several attractive 
women) would wait for the right conditions.  
         Eventually Langsner stated that Small had been taken 
to Montreal, where he was killed, and his body disposed     
of in the furnace of a lodging house. Montreal police        
investigated the lodging house where John Doughty had 
briefly lived. Nothing was found. 
         After several days had passed Langsner had a new   
vision: Small had been murdered in Toronto and his body 
buried in a ravine. He could take the police to the exact spot. 
When nothing was found at the spot indicated, the “seer” 
came up with yet another vision. Now Small had been    
murdered and buried on the property of a pig farm. Mitchell 
didn’t even bother to look for the farm and Langsner quickly 
left Toronto leaving behind disappointment and a large hotel 
bill. 
         Theresa Small passed away from complications caused 
by diabetes on the 14 October, 1935.  
         Since the Small mansion was to be sold, Mitchell took 
the opportunity to dig up the basement floors again, this 
time including the floor of the chapel. Again, nothing was 
found. The most sensational news in the old case, however, 
came from private detective Patrick Sullivan.  
         Sullivan produced a typewritten document signed, he 
said, by Theresa Small in which she confessed to the murder 
of her husband. And, as Mrs. Small had inherited her      
husband’s fortune by killing him, her will should be        
nullified and the estate pass to Florence and Gertrude Small. 
       This announcement created a new storm of controversy: 
one which the Ontario Government decided to quell. 
         In 1936, the province opened up an investigation into 
the Small case in order to help settle the estate and clear up 
the matter once and for all. The Attorney General, Arthur 
Roebuck, put together a crack team of investigators, aided 
by the Pinkerton Detective Agency, to look at everything. 
To that end the team read through all the old police files and 
attempted to track down every original witness that was still 
alive to re-interview them. Document examiners and hand-
writing experts studied the so-called “confession” and by the 
10 August the findings were handed over to Roebuck.  
        After all those years, no firm conclusions could be 
made regarding the disappearance of Ambrose J. Small. 
However, the “confession” was proved to be a forgery and 
the case to contest Theresa Small’s will was thrown out. The 
Small fortune went to the Catholic Church just as Theresa 
had intended. 
         Although the 1936 provincial investigation was the 
last large scale official look into the Small case, it still didn’t 
signal its end. For years afterward Mitchell was still called 
out to look at bodies. In 1938, for instance, it was suggested 
that a body found buried in a shallow grave near Whitby, 
Ontario, was that of Ambrose J. Small. When contacted, 
Mitchell, by then an Inspector, “declined to comment upon 

the discovery.”6 Perhaps he had stared into the faces of one 
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too many dead men. 
         In 1944 the Grand Opera House in Toronto was       
demolished. Mitchell made sure when the walls came down 
that the furnace room was left free of debris. Then, as he 
watched, the demolition crew took up the concrete floor. 
Again. Nothing was found. 
         The Small case was officially closed in 1960. 
         In 1965 the Toronto Police dug up part of the garden  
at the old Small mansion on Glen Road. 
         Nothing was found. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Conclusions. 
         What really had happened to Ambrose J. Small? The 
most likely answer is that Small was murdered. The      
question is who murdered him? 
        One widely held theory suggests that Theresa Small 
was having an affair and that she convinced her lover to kill 
Small so that they, and the money, could live happily ever 
after. However, this doesn’t hold up to any real scrutiny. 
The devout woman had no lovers that anyone was ever able 
to find, and Sullivan had tried very hard to dig up any dirt he 
could on the poor woman. She certainly didn’t live happily 
ever after with her money or with any man. She died alone; 
a recluse hiding in her Rosedale mansion. 
         Another theory involved people who hated Small, and 
Small was hated. This longish list included people Small 
wronged in business, people he wronged while gambling    
or gangsters he pissed off. This theory usually involves  
bundling Small’s body into the back of a car and then      
disposing of it in the London Grand Theatre’s furnace in 
London, Ontario. 
         There is some merit to the body disposal part of the 
theory. The London Grand’s janitor told the police that 
around the time that Ambrose disappeared, he smelt some-
thing funny coming from the furnace area. The theatre was 
investigated and the floor of the furnace room was dug up 
but nothing was found.  

         If this wasn’t interesting enough, Ambrose J. Small’s 
ghost is said to haunt the London Grand. This author himself 
has spoken to an actor who said that once, when working at 
the Grand, she was pushed from behind very violently as she 
was on stage during a performance. When she looked       
behind her there was no one there. 
         I asked her if she had ever seen Ambrose. She said no, 
although another actor during the run of that same play had. 
There are several stories just like this told about Ambrose’s 
ghost at the Grand Theatre by credible witnesses. Do they 
help prove the case that Small’s body was, at least, disposed 
of here? 
         No. 
         The Tivoli Theatre in Hamilton, Ontario, also claims 
to be haunted by Small’s ghost (although it was built some 5 
years after his disappearance.) Also, Hilda Weiss, a maid at 
the Small’s mansion, stated under oath that the house       
became haunted after Small’s disappearance. The haunting 
of the London Grand by Ambrose J. Small only proves that 
he (apparently) still gets around. 
         The real truth behind the disappearance of the Toronto 
millionaire lies, I believe, with Small’s private secretary, 
John Doughty. 
         Doughty had means, motive and opportunity. He     
believed that much of the success that the Smalls enjoyed 
was due to his hard work and several witnesses told the    
police that Doughty and Small fought constantly and bitterly 
over money and position. 
         According to James Cowan, the Grand Opera House’s 
manager, and Doughty’s own sister, Jean, Doughty became 
incensed in the weeks leading up to the sale of the business. 
Doughty didn’t want to leave his family and move to    
Montreal and he wanted his share of the sale price.  
         Cowan also told the police that Doughty “would do 

crazy things sometimes,” and that “he was capable of      

anything.”7  
         Fred Lennon, the sales manager for Canada Universal 
Films, told Mitchell that Doughty hated Small and that 
Doughty was “crazy.” Worse, he stated that on six separate 
occasions over a two-year span, Doughty had told Lennon 
that he planned to kidnap Small and ransom him to get the 
money he deserved. 
         Theatre employee Ernie Reid stated that Doughty had 
come to him with a plan to force Small to give them money 
from bonds that Small owned. He said that Small owed 
them. Others told much more disturbing stories about 
Doughty. 
         Fred Osborne, another theatre employee, said that 
Doughty hated Small and talked of plans to murder him and 
take some of his money while Fred T. Deville testified that 
he didn’t take it seriously when Doughty made a proposition 
to him to “do away with Mr. Small.”8  
      If this wasn’t compelling enough, the police found      
another disappearance connected to John Doughty. In 1917 
Doughty married a woman named Connie Spears, a chorus 
girl. Less than a year later, however, Doughty told his    
family that his wife had left him and she wouldn’t be back. 
In 1920 the Toronto police searched for the second Mrs. 
Doughty but she had disappeared. She was never found.     
       One of the most interesting statements concerning 
Doughty and Small came from Thomas Shields,  a long-time  
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friend of Small’s. Shields told the police that on the night of 
the 1 December, 1919, he had been in the basement of the 
Grand Opera House with James Cowan having a drink when 
they heard “quite an argument.” Doughty and Small, he 
stated, argued “heatedly” and Doughty threatened to throw 
Small into the furnace. “He repeated it two or three times,” 
Shields testified.9  
         There are other thought-provoking facts. Doughty had 
told Theresa Small that he had left the theatre that night at 
5.30p.m. – a time when Small was still alive according to   
E.W.M. Flock – so he couldn’t have had time to kill the  
millionaire. However, no one had seen Doughty leave the 
theatre, and Doughty’s sister, Jean, informed police that he 
claimed to have left the theatre after 6 o’clock. He was lying 
to somebody. 
         Also, Doughty had stolen the bonds from Small’s 
safety deposit box on the very day that Small disappeared. 
Small would have known that Doughty had stolen them and 
he would likely have called the police. Doughty didn’t run 
but went off to his new job in Montreal. It was as if he knew 
that Small wasn’t going to discover the theft anytime soon.  
         Moreover, when Jean Doughty found out that the     
paper bag she was holding for her brother contained 
$100,000 in Ambrose J. Small’s bonds she told her brother 
to give them back. Doughty answered that “he couldn’t give 
them back to Mr. Small.” This statement could mean that 
Doughty knew that Small was gone and wasn’t coming 
back. 
         Furthermore, why did Doughty himself disappear just 
after talking to Mrs. Small (she refused to tell the police 
what the two talked about) and just days before the story of 
Small’s disappearance became known? Doughty changed 
his name and fled to the other side of the continent, almost 
as far from Toronto as he could get, and left everything    
behind. He refused to say why he did this, but he seems to 
have been running from something a lot bigger than stolen 
bonds which he never cashed. 
         There is an interesting postscript to the Small case. In 
1936 Toronto Star reporter Roy Greenaway testified that he 
had interviewed Theresa Small some five years before she 
died. He asked her if she had any theory for her husband’s 
disappearance or death. She told Greenaway that “she 

thought a fight over money led to a fight which accidentally 

killed him.” When asked if Mrs. Small had named anyone in 
particular the reporter said “Yes, John Doughty.”10  
         This statement, if one disregards evidence of           
premeditation, is likely the closest we will ever get to the 
answer to the “greatest mystery of the century.” 
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