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DISCLAIMER









All the stories in the book have been at some point expressed in the public domain. Every effort has been made to ensure that all information is correct. Should there be any errors, we apologize and shall be pleased to make the appropriate amendments in any future editions.











INTRODUCTION









Whoever we are, wherever we live and whenever we're born, crime has played a part in our lives. Either we've experienced it ourselves or we know someone who's been a victim of it, to a greater or lesser extent: a stolen bike, a speeding driver barrelling towards us, attempted bank fraud or minor vandalism. Sometimes these crimes are life-changing; sometimes they are just small, easily forgotten incidents that are irritating or upsetting in the moment but quickly fade away. And we might be surprised to know how often we ourselves are perpetrators – forgetting to wear a seatbelt or dropping litter, for instance.




  This compendium is focused on the more serious, more brutal end of the scale: the crimes we pray don't visit us or those we love. The stories recounted here will often be sinister, disconcerting or downright disturbing. And yet the average person walks past a murderer between ten and 36 times during the course of their life. There's a reason we lock our doors at night and invest in security systems. There's a reason many parents would be delighted by the prospect of electronically tagging their children. And there's a reason so many of us are captivated by true crime in all its many forms.




  You might think our current fascination a relatively recent phenomenon, but pamphlets produced in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries paint a very different picture. With the advent of new printing presses and an increase in literacy, the distribution of short leaflets reporting on society's most gruesome, bloody crimes revealed a public appetite that simply never faded. By the nineteenth century, "thrilling life stories for the masses" were produced accompanied by lurid drawings of capital crimes in the form of the penny dreadful. Humans are inquisitive creatures, and nothing makes us more curious than a peek at the abnormal, the ruthless, the shadowy side of life.




  Through the pages of this carousel of criminality, you'll find both familiar and lesser-known real-life stories from a variety of areas. Major crimes like homicides, kidnappings, assault, extortion and trafficking fill column inches day after day in newspapers around the world. And increasingly, con artists and scammers are able to use the internet, that most useful of tools, to perpetrate their offences on larger scales than anyone could have imagined. We'll explore tales that gripped the public imagination for weeks, months or years at a time, from a Roman woman who became the world's first known serial killer to the Baby Lindbergh kidnapping of 1932 and the cyber attack that in 2017 cost over £90 million in damages. We'll also find out the difference between a theft, a robbery and a heist, how the modern manhunt was born when authorities raced to apprehend a nineteenth-century homeopath suspected of murder, and why a bizarre theft in modern Canada inspired a comedy drama.




  Describing these crimes isn't intended to glorify them, or those who committed them – often, having an insight into their darkest corners enables societies to make changes, examine what they're getting right and what needs urgent attention: Sarah's Law, for example, created in the wake of the murder of Sarah Payne in 2000 by paedophile Roy Whiting, now allows parents or guardians in the UK to ask the police for information about anyone they worry might pose a risk to their child.




  There's a lot to be learned from real-life crime stories – as long as the lessons won't keep you up at night.













MURDERS, HOMICIDES AND HEINOUS ACTS OF BRUTALITY






Homicide is a generic definition – one designed to encompass a whole host of different crimes. At its heart, it's about taking the life of another. But there's a difference between homicide committed to prevent another crime from taking place, or carried out in self-defence, and one plotted, devised and carried out with the bleakest of intent.




  Murder is considered to be the most serious crime a person can commit in the majority of countries and cultures around the world. It likely always will be, too. It is regarded so gravely, in fact, that most Western countries only removed the death penalty for murder cases within the past 100 years. More than 60 per cent of the world still carries this ultimate punishment. In the UK, if a person is found guilty of murder, the court must give them a life sentence; between 70 and 80 prisoners are currently serving whole-life orders, and will never be considered for parole.




  To be described as murder, a death must be brought about intentionally, with "malice aforethought". This is a far cry from manslaughter, for which there's no specific mandatory sentence required.




  In 2015 the first official murder victim was discovered in a 50-foot cave shaft in Spain; a 430,000-year-old skull revealed two blunt-force injuries that scientists were able to identify as the cause of death and likely inflicted by a deliberate act, rather than a fall. Of course we don't know exactly why this early human died or whether their death was premeditated – just that somebody else brought it about. What the skull does show us is that murder – intentional death – is tragically a part of life.




  This chapter will give a tour through some of the world's most notorious cases since that first recorded assault. It won't be for the faint-hearted.














THE CAMPFIRE MASSACRE









In 1980 cinemas across the US and beyond threw open their doors for Friday the 13th, a gruesome horror flick that developed into a multimillion-dollar franchise comprising 2 separate slasher films. An unexpected success, the film focuses on a group of summer camp counsellors who fall prey to a serial killer intent on picking them off one by one. Even those who aren't fans of horror will have heard of it. What isn't so well known, perhaps, is that it was inspired by real events.




  In the summer of 1960, in South West Finland, four teenagers headed out for a camping trip. The girls, Maila Irmeli Björklund and Anja Tuulikki Mäki, were both 15; Anja's father hadn't been keen on her going, and it was the girl's mother who'd persuaded him their daughter would be safe. The girls were with their boyfriends, who were 18: Seppo Antero Boisman and Nils Wilhelm Gustafsson.




  It was the first weekend of June: Saturday 4, a time of perpetual sunshine in Finland – the nights were almost as light as day. This so-called Midnight Sun bathes the landscape in a dreamy golden glow, an ethereal brightness that lasts from May until the end of July.




  By the next morning, three of the four would be dead – slain while they slept in what would become Finland's most notorious cold case murder.




  The teens had ridden some 18 miles on the boys' motorbikes, from the city of Vantaa to the camping spot on the shores of Bodominjärvi, or Lake Bodom. Once there, they pitched their tent and set about doing what teenagers do: mucking about in the water, fishing, having a drink.




  Both relationships were fairly new. Maila, who'd taken her diary along with her, provided an insight into the group's activities at around 2 a.m. Apparently the boys were both drunk and Seppo – Anja's boyfriend – had gone fishing again. Early the next morning, two boys out birdwatching spotted the group's collapsed tent on the shore of Lake Bodom. Later that day another man, a local carpenter, discovered what was inside it and alerted the police.




  The scene was horrific. Whatever instrument had been used to murder the teenagers – likely a knife or rock, though it was never discovered – had left vast swathes of blood in its wake. There seemed barely a surface or piece of clothing that wasn't splattered in wide arcs of crimson gore. Possessions were strewn inside and outside the tent, and several items, such as the boys' motorcycle keys, were missing entirely; a pair of shoes was discovered hidden in shrubland some 500 metres away.




  Inside the tent, police found the bodies of Maila, Anja and Seppo – all three had been bludgeoned through the canvas of the tent. Maila's death had been particularly brutal: she was found undressed from the waist down and lying on top of the tent, and her injuries were substantially worse than the others'. The final boy, Nils, was miraculously alive. He was found unconscious outside the tent, and had concussion and a fractured jaw, but seemed otherwise unscathed.




  The crime shocked Finland, a place unused to serious crime generally and particularly a triple murder as random and violent as this appeared to be. This rarity was evidenced by the fact that once police arrived, the site wasn't roped off, and no specifics related to the scene were recorded. Officers questioned a variety of suspects in the case, including a local shopkeeper called Karl Gyllström, from whom the boys were believed to have bought lemonade on 4 June. Gyllström was known for his irritation with wild campers, a frustration that had in the past seen him cutting the guy ropes of people's tents. He went on to take his own life in the lake 12 years later, leaving behind a suicide note in which he confessed to the crime.




  Authorities remained unconvinced, however – and yet it wasn't until 2004, 44 years after the events of that terrible night, that modern DNA techniques produced some stunning results. Police announced they were now arresting the sole survivor of the attacks, 62-year-old bus driver Nils Gustafsson, a married father of two. It was Nils's shoes that proved a key piece of evidence: British forensic scientists found traces of the three victims' blood that hadn't been picked up in 1960, a bizarre discovery given that Nils himself had been located outside the tent. They posited the theory that sexual jealousy over Maila had led to a fight with Seppo which, fuelled by alcohol-induced rage, led to the murders themselves. In October 2005, however, Nils was acquitted and awarded US$58,000 in damages for his treatment at the hands of police and the media.




  To this day, no one else has been charged with the crimes. With each year that passes, the chance of the perpetrator being brought to justice becomes ever slimmer.














THE ROTTEN CELLAR









Hawley Harvey Crippen was born in 1862 in Coldwater, Michigan. In 1884 he graduated from medical school and began work as a homeopath. His first wife, Charlotte, died of a stroke in 1892 and two years later Crippen married music hall singer Corrine Turner, nicknamed Cora, but better known under her stage name, Belle Elmore. Meanwhile, Crippen was employed at Dr Munyon's, a pharmaceutical company based in the US specializing in homeopathic remedies.




  Just before the turn of the century, the couple emigrated to England, but Crippen's medical qualifications did not allow him to practise as a doctor there. As a result he continued to work for Munyon's London office, but was soon fired – his employers claiming he spent too much time overseeing Cora's career.




  The Crippens couldn't have been more different. Here was Cora, lively and vivacious, with jet-black hair and large, dark eyes: with her swathe of brightly coloured clothes and a loud, full-vowelled New York accent, people noticed when she entered the room. By contrast, her husband was short and bespectacled, reserved in company – preferring to observe than participate.




  The relationship descended into dysfunction in the years that followed. Crippen became manager of Drouet's Institution for the Deaf, but soon started an affair with a typist colleague called Ethel Le Neve. Cora, too, embarked on an affair with one of the lodgers the Crippens took in at Hilldrop Crescent, in London's Holloway.




  The year 1910 marked a turning point in Crippen's otherwise humdrum existence. What followed was to baffle authorities before becoming one of the most publicized cases of its day. On Monday 31 January the Crippens threw a dinner party, with their guests leaving at around 1 a.m. For the next week, Cora was nowhere to be seen. In the meantime, Ethel Le Neve was installed at the North London home and was spotted wearing Cora's jewellery. It was the famous strongwoman Kate Williams, known as Vulcana, who reported her friend's disappearance to police. Crippen claimed, meanwhile, that Cora was ill, amending the story to say she had died, and – when pressed by Scotland Yard – that she had in fact fled to America with one of her lovers. Crippen then packed a bag, shaved off his moustache and along with Ethel – dressed as a boy – fled to Brussels before boarding a Pacific liner, the SS Montrose, for Canada.




  Scotland Yard's chief inspector returned to the house not long after and was concerned to find Crippen missing. Deciding to conduct another, more thorough search, he descended the steps into the cellar and discovered some loose bricks on the floor. The horror began to unfold. Underneath, officers found a headless, limbless female body. When tested, the rotting flesh revealed traces of hyoscine – an ancient drug associated with witchcraft and hallucination but more commonly used legitimately to treat travel sickness.




  With the word out about Crippen's horrific crime, the net began to tighten. Henry Kendall, captain of the Montrose, had grown suspicious of the "father-and-son" duo aboard his ship: not only did Ethel's clothes fit very badly, the pair were spotted on more than one occasion holding hands. Four days after the ship's journey began, Kendall telegraphed Scotland Yard, convinced these were the fugitives police were hunting: "Have strong suspicions that Crippen—London cellar murderer and accomplice—are amongst saloon passengers. Moustache taken off. Growing beard. Accomplice dressed as boy. Voice manner and build undoubtedly a girl." The inspector gave chase aboard a faster ship, the SS Laurentic, determined to apprehend the man he knew was Crippen. The modern manhunt had been born.




  Newspaper headlines splashed the grisly details of the case day after day. It had everything: extra-marital affairs, medicine, music halls and now murder. It so gripped the nation that the papers printed diagrams showing the two ships' charter, as one closed in on the other. Cut off from the chase unfolding around them at sea, the heedless Crippen and Ethel landed in St Lawrence on 31 July, six months to the day since the fateful dinner party. Scotland Yard had beaten them to it, and Chief Inspector Dew boarded the Montrose and apprehended the pair, the first arrest to be carried out after communication via the wireless telegraph.




  Crippen was tried at London's Old Bailey court in October. No clear motive was ever established, since Crippen denied the charge of murder, but various theories have since been posited, namely that he killed Cora after she contracted syphilis, or that he had been administering hyoscine to his wife as a "sexual depressant" to reduce her sex drive, but mistakenly gave her an overdose.




  The jury took 27 minutes to find him guilty, and Crippen was sentenced to death. He was hanged on 23 November at Pentonville Prison, just a mile from the site of his wife's brutal murder. At Crippen's request, a photograph of Ethel was placed in his coffin and buried with his body. To this day, his figure is represented in wax at Madame Tussaud's in London.














A TERRIBLE LOOPHOLE









All too often, those who commit murder do so with a warped, awful logic guiding their actions. This was certainly the case for Christina Johansdotter. Hers is a tragic tale of mental illness, religious fervour and brutality – the desperate actions of a person who in modern times would be considered a danger to themselves and others.




  Christina was born in the early 1700s in Stockholm, a city in flux. Sweden was about to embark on the Great Northern War, a conflict surrounding the supremacy of the Swedish Empire across Europe, and a period that would last until 1721 – resulting in the country's defeat against the combined forces of Denmark, Poland and Russia. As a consequence, Sweden lost most of its provinces on the other side of the Baltic Sea; its status as a great empire suffered a hard knock.




  Nonetheless, the country prospered in the years that followed, as exports of iron and tar increased and the population grew rapidly from 1.5 million in 1721 to 1.8 million by 1750. Land ownership, particularly by peasants, was also on the rise and the Enlightenment – with all its advances in art, architecture, literature and science – was around the corner.




  Despite the more optimistic climate, Christina was suffering badly. Her fiancé had recently died and she was bereft. Unemployed and lodging alone, she began to isolate herself more and more. There was nothing anyone could say or do: she was inconsolable, unable to imagine how life might improve. It wasn't long before Christina began to contemplate suicide. If her beloved could not return to her, she reasoned, she would join him.




  There was just one major problem with this sad plan. Christina knew that taking one's own life was a mortal sin. If she went through with her plan, she'd spend eternity in Hell, separated once more from her fiancé. She needed to ensure her soul's everlasting place in Heaven, beside him. But how to go about this?




  Public executions were the norm across Europe and beyond during this time. One day, as she walked through the city, Christina saw one. The condemned woman was beheaded, having been convicted of infanticide. This horrific fact set Christina wondering. She knew that the murder of an adult could result in the death sentence, but not always. By contrast, the murder of a child always, without doubt, saw one clear punishment. If the accused were to confess and repent before their execution they would be forgiven for their sins, however grave they were. Children – and especially babies – were thought to be free of sin, and therefore there was no requirement for absolution before death. They would ascend to Heaven in any case.




  And so she devised a wicked plan. Christina asked a friend if she might take her baby with her on a visit to another friend's farm. It's difficult to imagine how she brought herself to enact this dreadful crime, but she took the baby into a forest and decapitated it with an axe.




  She admitted the murder immediately, declared herself guilty and awaited trial – where she explained her motivation to the court. The case stunned the city and the country, but Christina's was not an isolated tragedy.




  Christina was tried at Södra förstads kämnärsrätt and sentenced to death by decapitation in 1740. Subsequently, as was customary for murderers of children, her corpse was burned at the stake.




  Christina's case was hardly isolated. In eighteenth-century Sweden, infanticide was common as a means for the perpetrator to take their own lives. It was a tragic, staggering phenomenon, and one which the authorities – even the king himself – made attempts to curtail. Fourteen years after Christina's awful crime, the government established a new law.




  Now, convicted murderers who'd carried out their crimes with the aim of being put to death themselves were forced to stand on a scaffold for two days, a board above them announcing their crime, then whipped and taken blindfolded to their execution. King Gustave III considered changing the law still further, with female child killers sentenced to life imprisonment instead.




  Almost unbearably sad, bloody and dark, Christina's case reveals the legal loopholes religious devotees were forced to manipulate.














THE VANISHING TRIANGLE









It all started with a Long Islander called Annie McCarrick. In 1987 Annie emigrated from New York to Dublin, Ireland, the place she'd call home for the next six years. Annie loved Ireland. Streetwise, smart and capable, she decided to spend Friday 23 March 1993 walking in the Wicklow Mountains. It was just two days after her 27th birthday; on the Saturday she was hosting a party. Annie went to the supermarket and then to the bank; she also rang a friend and asked if she'd like to come on a walk that afternoon. The friend couldn't make it, and so Annie went alone. She caught a bus that dropped her at Enniskerry, at the foot of the Wicklow Mountains, and was never seen again.




  Four months later, 39-year-old Eva Brennan – also from Dublin – attended Mass as usual and then walked to her parents' home in Rathgar, in the city's south-west. She left after a brief argument with her siblings, who were also there for lunch, and was never seen nor heard from again. Half a year passed before Imelda Keenan, who lived in Waterford City – about 100 miles south of Dublin – vanished on 3 January 1994 after telling her fiancé she was going to the post office. On 9 November 1995 Josephine "JoJo" Dullard – who lived just 4 kilometres from where Eva Brennan was last sighted – was preparing to move back to her home town of Callan. Life had been tough for JoJo recently, and it became even more frustrating on that day, when she missed the bus. As a result, she decided to hitch-hike. At 11.37 p.m. she made a call to a friend at a payphone before accepting another ride. She was never seen again.




  Between 1996 and 1998 four other women vanished in mysterious circumstances. Fiona Pender – who was four months pregnant when she was last seen – Ciara Breen, Fiona Sinnott and Deirdre Jacob were all between the ages of 17 and 25 when they disappeared. The loss of these eight women affected their communities, their friends, partners, parents, siblings, colleagues: the after-effects of a trauma like this, when it is unknown what exactly happened to the victim, cannot be overstated. In addition, the Garda (as the police are known in Ireland) were initially reluctant to investigate some of the missing women's cases, believing them to be runaways. It was Annie McCarrick's disappearance that generated by far the most media and therefore public interest. And yet the women all had several things in common: they were all young, with the eldest supposed victim, Eva Brennan, looking much more youthful than she was, and all disappeared without warning, very suddenly and without obvious motive for leaving their lives behind. Most of the women disappeared in broad daylight in areas that had previously been considered safe. Unlike many cases of murder or attempted murder, it is unlikely they knew their assailant, as there was no connection between them – these types of cases represent the most challenging ones for police, as there is no obvious link between victim and perpetrator.




  By 1998 the sheer number of women and the similarities between them were pronounced, and then 19-year-old Deirdre Jacob disappeared; this straw seems, finally, to have broken the camel's back and led the Garda to establish Operation Trace, which was intended to focus on whether the cases were linked or not. Despite a reward of IR£10,000 for information, the investigation remains open and the fates of the women unsolved. Over time, the disappearances have come to be known as Ireland's "Vanishing Triangle", so called because the women were all taken, it must be assumed, within the eastern part of Ireland, and usually south of Dublin. When plotted, the cases form a triangle across the Leinster region.




  In 2001 Larry Murphy – who lived in the village of Baltinglass, within the triangle – was convicted for the rape and attempted murder of a woman the year prior. The event happened in a remote, forested area of the Wicklow Mountains, and the woman was only spared death because the attack was inadvertently interrupted by men out "lamping" for foxes that night.




  Police knew the man they were searching for in relation to the eight missing women was likely to be local: serial offenders tend to operate within fixed geographical confines, rarely straying too far from the safety of home and well-known streets. When Deirdre Jacob was abducted, police thought they may be able to identify Larry Murphy from CCTV footage taken outside the post office where Deirdre had gone before she vanished. In addition, Murphy – who worked as a carpenter – was known to have completed work in the shop owned by Deirdre's grandmother. Murphy has been questioned but never arrested in connection with the murders, and has always denied involvement in the crimes; he has since been released from prison for the attack in 2000. Without concrete evidence linking him to the cases, he has not been charged. The cases – all eight of them – remain unsolved to this day.














MURDER BY EXORCISM









Most murders fall into one of two camps. There are the spur-of-the-moment, impulsive killings usually committed as so-called crimes of passion: the cheated lover arriving home to find their partner in the act of infidelity, or the business person whose deal has gone sour and who attacks whoever they feel has wronged them. The other, far more sinister variety involves premeditation, a deliberate act of organizational cunning where the perpetrator is fully aware of their actions and operates in cold blood to take the life of another.




  Some cases of murder, however, are more subtle, more nuanced – and that of Anneliese Michel, who was killed in 1976, falls into this category.




  Anneliese was born in 1952 in Bavaria, in what was then West Germany. Her parents were Josef and Anna, and had three other daughters. The family were Roman Catholics and were deeply religious. At the age of 16, Anneliese suffered a seizure, with observers claiming she appeared to be in some sort of trance. She was soon diagnosed with temporal-lobe epilepsy and spent time at a psychiatric hospital: the condition was not well understood at the time, and public attitudes towards epileptics veered towards the idea of sufferers as uncontrollable or insane.




  A year later, Anneliese woke up convulsing and wet the bed; she was prescribed medication. In 1973 she was well enough to enrol at the University of Würzburg. It was during this time that she began to claim she was possessed – she saw the face of the devil around her, and heard voices telling her she was damned and would "rot in Hell". Loss of memory is one of the most common symptoms of an epileptic attack such as those suffered by Anneliese, but auditory and visual hallucinations are common too. Interestingly, temporal-lobe epilepsy has been known to cause Geschwind syndrome, marked by an overwhelming desire to write (called hypergraphia), irritability and hyposexuality manifesting in hyper-religiosity.




  The young woman was also reported to have found it impossible to enter churches, or to see religious iconography, such as crucifixes, as it shone too brightly. When the Michel family made a pilgrimage to the Italian site of San Damiano, the organizers claimed Anneliese must be suffering from demonic possession because she found herself unable to drink the water from a holy spring. This view intensified upon their return home and soon Josef and Anna decided to consult with priests with a view to exorcizing the demons that had possessed Anneliese. The problem was that most of them recommended continuing the medical treatment laid out by doctors. If an exorcism was to be conducted, it needed permission from the bishop.




  The priest, Father Ernest Alt, begged the bishop to allow the exorcism to go ahead. After the pilgrimage was complete he was reported as saying:




  Anneliese told me that she was unable to enter the shrine. She approached it with the greatest hesitation, then said that the soil burned like fire and she simply could not stand it. She then walked around the shrine in a wide arc and tried to approach it from the back. She looked at the people who were kneeling in the area surrounding the little garden, and it seemed to her that while praying they were gnashing their teeth… She also noted that she could no longer look at medals or pictures of saints; they sparkled so immensely that she could not stand it.




  By this point Anneliese was regularly injuring herself, growling, hurling objects, performing endless squats and genuflecting (kneeling in prayer), taking her clothes off, barking, eating insects and coal and drinking her own urine. At one point she even bit the head off a dead bird. It seemed that no drugs – whether they be mood stabilizers, antipsychotics or anti-seizure medication – had any effect.




  On 24 September 1975, having been granted permission, Father Arnold Renz along with Father Alt performed the first exorcism rites on Anneliese – including preliminary prayers and an invocation for any demons present to leave. Over the next ten months, 67 such sessions were performed. Anneliese completely stopped receiving traditional medical help. Some exorcisms lasted four hours, and they took place around once or twice a week. During this time six demons "revealed" themselves in the form of Cain, Judas Iscariot, Adolf Hitler, Nero, Fleischmann – a sixteenth-century priest believed to have practised black magic – and the devil himself, Lucifer. Until she was restrained, Anneliese would genuflect with such force that she broke her kneecaps. Over time, she stopped eating altogether.




  In 1976, on the first day of July, Anneliese died: her autopsy reported severe malnutrition and dehydration; she weighed just 66 pounds and had pneumonia. The trial – highly publicized – began in March 1978. Doctors for the prosecution argued that Anneliese's so-called possession was the direct result of her epilepsy, and heightened by a strict religious upbringing. Her parents' defence lawyer argued that under German constitution the exorcisms were legal exercises of personal faith. The bishop who had approved the rites claimed he had no knowledge of Anneliese's terrible physical health when he'd granted the two priests permission to act.




  In April 1978 the Michels and their priests were found guilty of negligent homicide, though their prison sentences were suspended; in the case of the Michels, it was deemed appropriate to leave them to their grief, that they had suffered enough. Where the priests were concerned, exorcisms – even when they went as catastrophically wrong as in this case – were a legitimate though rare part of their ministry, and so a prison sentence was likely avoided on these grounds. Anneliese was interred at the Friedhof Klingenberg am Main cemetery in Bavaria; her gravestone reads "Es ist vollbracht", or "It is finished."














ESTATE OF DEATH









Russia, 1730. A baby is born into one of the empire's most wealthy and influential families: her father was Nikolai Avtonomovich Ivanov and her mother, Anna Ivanovna Davydova. The couple named the baby Darya, unaware that her name would become synonymous across the land with sadism, cruelty and murder on a scale thought unimaginable for a woman.




  Darya's childhood was one of privilege and opulence: during the eighteenth century, aristocratic Russian families were dedicated to enjoying the best that European cuisine, art, fashion and literature had to offer. It is likely they moved in the same circles as the Tolstoys. As was expected of her, Darya married into another noble family, the Saltykovs; her husband was an imperial officer to the Romanovs and his nephew tutored the royal children of Catherine the Great, Empress of Russia during the latter half of the eighteenth century. At the age of 25, however, her husband – with whom she'd had two sons, Theodore and Nicholas – died and she inherited his estate.




  The vast lands and huge house required a large staff and, like other noble Russian families, serfs completed the required labour and were the property of the landowner. Workers were tied to the land; if they lived on an estate, they belonged to it. It wasn't until 1861 and the Great Emancipation that serfdom began to wane; beforehand, some 20 million slaves were bought and sold. So-called discipline – such as beatings and floggings – of these workers was par for the course and deemed necessary to control the populace.




  Darya now found herself running the Troitskoe estate, about 130 kilometres south of Moscow, comprising some 600 serfs. Although her management of the land and house prompted little interest immediately after her husband's death, this state of affairs didn't last long. She was rumoured to have met and fallen in love with a land surveyor called Nikolay Tyutchev. When he rejected her in favour of another woman, Darya saw red and ordered her servants to burn down his house. After this, she hired hitmen to murder them both – they managed to flee to Moscow and escape. Perhaps, the theory goes, this abandonment resulted in the first instance of Darya's terrible wrath. It is certainly the first recorded episode of instability and vengeance. From this point onwards, her fearsome reputation was only set to grow.




  Early accounts show Darya's temper and mood swings were entirely directed at her serfs: if she suspected them of laziness, she began by throwing objects before escalating to dowsing "offenders" with scalding water, whippings – often performed until bone was revealed – and cutting off serfs' ears with hot pokers. Much of her ire was focused on women servants: she is rumoured to have deliberately stamped on the belly of a pregnant woman and thrown several girls outside, naked, into the freezing cold.




  Early reports of the treatment of these serfs were shocking, but were largely disregarded. In the hierarchical society of the time, investigation into such a noble, ancient family and their treatment of workers would have been unseemly, and any complaints lodged against Darya Saltykova went unrecorded and ignored. Sometimes, those who petitioned for justice against her were themselves punished. For a full decade, Darya's crimes continued unchecked – in total she murdered 137 female serfs and three male.




  In 1762 relatives of the murdered serfs – who had escaped to St Petersburg – brought a petition to Empress Catherine II. The case against Darya was finally brought into the light, fuelled by reports of her abuse and cruelty. The empress, driven in part by her desire to overhaul ancient Russian hierarchical society, had created a new legal system and instigated a series of reforms whereby all men were considered equal before the law, and serfdom, torture and the death penalty should be eradicated. Catherine II ordered Darya's arrest.




  For the next six years an investigation was conducted by the Collegium of Justice. Witnesses were interviewed, records examined, and the estate was excavated. Eventually the verdict was announced: Darya was a mass murderer. Catherine II was now in a quandary because although justice was necessary, capital punishment had been abolished. Darya was therefore chained to a platform in Moscow with a sign round her neck which read: "This woman has tortured and murdered." She was then sentenced to solitary confinement, for life, in the cellar of a Moscow convent. It was here she died, having been chained to the dungeon wall in total darkness for 33 years.














A FAMILY ANNIHILATOR









The Miyazawa family moved to the neighbourhood of Setagaya in Tokyo in 1991. Mikio worked in an office, while his wife was a home tutor. The couple had a daughter, born in 1992, and a son, born in 1994. Though the house was small, there was a recreation ground to the rear of the property: Soshigaya Park was affectionally known as the "Choo-Choo Train Park". When the family moved into the area it seemed the perfect place to raise their kids. It was a busy, neighbourly sort of place with many family houses. Over time, however, residents began to move out as the city of Tokyo had bought land abutting Soshigaya Park and was in the process of buying out homeowners on the proposed new development site. By the start of the new millennium, there were just four family occupied homes left. The Miyazawas, along with the family who lived next door, were planning to move soon themselves – they'd recently sold their homes.




  In the weeks building up to the incident that would shock and devastate the nation, Mikio had asked a group of teenagers hanging around in the park to quieten down. It was also noted that there had been an increase in foot traffic behind the Miyazawas' house, as the new layout of this suburb changed. What had been overlooked was that more people meant more chance of an opportunistic stranger striking in an ever more deserted area. More disturbingly, locals had reported attacks on animals, such as stray cats and rodents. And on Christmas Day, Yasuko told her father-in-law that a car, whose owner she didn't know, had been parking in front of the house. Two days before the incident, police found evidence that a man had purchased a sashimi knife in a local shopping street, the only one of its kind bought that day.




  On 30 December 2000 the Miyazawas enjoyed a perfectly normal day. They visited a shopping centre at around 6 p.m., and afterwards the couple's daughter went next door to watch television with her grandmother. At 10.38 p.m. an email – most likely work-related – was opened by Mikio on his Macintosh computer. About an hour and a half later, a neighbouring family member claimed to have heard a banging sound from the Miyazawas' house, but thought little of it.




  On the morning of New Year's Eve the children's grandmother entered the property. She had tried to call several times already, but the house phone appeared to be disconnected. Confused, she rang her daughter's doorbell and waited, before letting herself in using her own keys and standing on their threshold. Nothing could have prepared her for what she saw next. Her son-in-law lay sprawled at the bottom of the stairs, covered in blood. As the poor woman ascended the stairs, she felt the silence close around her – a terrible, heavy quiet. Upstairs she discovered her daughter and both grandchildren, covered in stab wounds, dead.




  The Tokyo Metropolitan Police Department arrived at the scene, and the investigation – headed up by Takeshi Tsuschida – commenced. It was soon established that the family had been killed sometime after 11 p.m. the night before. A fragment of the sashimi knife blade used to murder Mikio was found lodged in his skull; the killer had swapped it, once it broke, for a kitchen knife that was subsequently used on the female members of the family. The little boy, who was just six years old, was later found to have been strangled in his bed.




  The killer, it seemed, had entered the house by climbing a tree at the rear; he had removed the window screen and crawled through on the first floor. He likely murdered the couple's son first, before attacking Mikio, who on hearing the commotion had rushed upstairs.




  What was most bizarre was that the man, whoever he was, had remained inside the house for anywhere between two and ten hours following the crime. The house had been looted and cash stolen, though some remained, and papers were strewn about – some dumped in the bath.




  Police found evidence of his having connected to Mikio's computer at 1.18 a.m., and discovered that he had eaten melon and ice cream from the fridge and drunk bottles of barley tea. He treated injuries he'd sustained during the murders using the family's first-aid kits and defecated in the toilet without flushing. He left some ten personal items on the sofa, having taken a nap on it – including a sweater, a hat, gloves, shoes and handkerchiefs. Shoe impressions and fingerprints were also found.




  It seemed increasingly likely, on gathering the evidence left at the scene, that police would soon make an arrest. Analysis of items left behind revealed their suspect as a young – probably in his late teens or early 20s – male of average height and a slim physique; he also needed to have a fair amount of upper-body strength to access the bathroom window. When the laboratory returned their findings, the profile was further narrowed: the killer had European ancestry on the maternal side, with markers suggesting family in China or Korea. A small pouch left at the scene also revealed grains of sand found in California's Nevada Desert. Having analyzed the faeces left in the Miyazawas' bathroom, detectives were also aware of what the killer had eaten the day before the attacks. The sweater the man was wearing was rare, too – just 130 of its kind had been bought and sold, but it was only possible to trace 12 people who had the same make. Everything else he was wearing, and that was left behind, was too common and easily procured to yield decent evidence against him.
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