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  A Gallery of Evil
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    How does one define “evil?” Is it a man who lures a child away from her parents, only to rape her, torture her, and then ultimately kill her? What about the assassin who kills an individual, sure that one death will save the lives of many? Then, of course, there are the mass murderers and serial killers, men (for they are almost always male), who pile up the bodies in unthinkable numbers. Surely all of the above can be called evil. But then that raises another question—why are we all so captivated by the subject? What draws the reader to disturbing tales of true crime?

    When I was a child, my father brought home from work a book called The Fifty Most Amazing Crimes of the Last Hundred Years and unknowingly introduced me to a subject that has continued to fascinate me all my life.

    The cases all had a sketch of the murderer at the head of the article—Dr. Crippen, Henri Landru, and so on. But the one that fascinated me most was the one on Jack the Ripper, which had only a huge black question mark. The notion of a man who killed and disemboweled women struck me as so horrific as to be almost unbelievable.

    My grandfather, who had been a small child at the time of the murders in 1888, remembered being warned by his mother not to stay out after dark, “or Jack the Ripper might get you.”

    What baffled me, of course, was the problem of why a man should want to disembowel women. I was totally unable to grasp that the attack itself should satisfy sexual desire. And that, unfortunately, explains why so many of the “monsters” in these pages were obsessed by cruelty. All living animals are possessed by a desire to express themselves freely, to avoid frustration. But here we encounter a strange mystery. Why is it that a simple and straightforward desire for sex, a biological urge, which after all is an expression of affection—like a kiss—should turn into cruelty? And yet this is precisely what happens again and again in cases of sex criminals. It would seem that once human desire reaches a certain point of intensity, it mutates into something evil.

    Now the Marquis de Sade, who was an expert on such matters, has a frighteningly simple explanation. He claims that nature itself is based on cruelty, from a cat tormenting a mouse to a tiger ripping its prey to pieces. We “civilized” humans prefer to close our eyes to this cruelty and declare that religion has taught us higher values. But, says Sade, these values are pure self-delusion. And to prove his case, he would point to some of the “monsters” in this book as examples of the natural cruelty of those with power—Vlad the Impaler, Ivan the Terrible, and the Elizabeth Báthory.

    But if Sade is correct in saying that people with power tend to misuse it, then why do mothers not beat their babies? Why did Sade himself not misuse it when he had the chance, for he was on a revolutionary tribunal and could have taken revenge on his mother-in-law, who had been responsible for having him thrown into the Bastille? Sade himself demonstrates that there is a force of natural decency in human beings.

    Or, as Jung put it, “The soul has a religious function.”

    In the following pages, you will read many stories of evil, including historic true crimes, from the assassination of Julius Caesar in ancient Rome to the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand that set off World War I. In these pages you will meet the monsters of evil—from medieval nobleman Gilles de Rais, the first recorded serial killer, to the infamous Manson Family of hippie-era California. There are also classic cases, that I would define as ones in which the killers choose murder as a way to solve problems, often caused by their own tangle of lies or self-indulgence, from the lawless gangsters of the Great Depression to Buck Ruxton, a successful English doctor, who killed his wife in a fit of jealousy. Of course, we include the serial killers, so many of whom are now household names: Ted Bundy, John Wayne Gacy, Henry Lee Lucas. We also take a look at some notable unsolved cases, including the Boston Strangler and Jack the Stripper.

    And of course, the one who started it all: Jack the Ripper.

    Colin Wilson

    2009

  


  Historic Evil


  The Assassination of Julius Caesar

  (Ides of March, 44 BCE)

  Judging the young Gaius Julius Caesar, nobody in ancient Rome expected him to develop into a great national leader. He spent his youth (he was born in July 100 BCE) as a fashionable fop: writing poetry, perfuming and curling his hair, and indulging in numerous love affairs—with men as well as women, according to his enemies. His fellow Romans regarded him as a clever socialite but not a man likely to achieve high office. For all his artistic pretensions, however, Caesar was, at heart, a warlord.
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  The death of Caesar

  
    The Radical Fop

    In 65 BCE Caesar was elected as an aedile: the master of ceremonies in public celebrations. The Roman Senate still thought of him as a fop and a political lightweight, but Caesar put the posting to good use. He borrowed large sums from Crassus, a millionaire friend, and staged some spectacular public shows. One of them featured 320 pairs of gladiators.

    Caesar was already immensely popular with the plebeians (the teeming, non-noble population of Rome) because, although of a high patrician (noble) house himself, he seemed to genuinely care about the lot of Rome’s poor. That’s why Crassus was willing to bankroll his friend almost without limit—Caesar wielded considerable political clout with the reformist populares party.

    Rome’s foremost military hero, Pompey the Great, came back from his conquests in the East in 62 BCE. Caesar suggested an alliance. He was the most popular man in Rome, Crassus was the richest, Pompey was its greatest hero; together they could do what they liked. This oddly assorted trio—the ambitious millionaire, the egotistical general, and the still rather foppish man of the people—entered into a partnership that would make them masters of Rome.
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    Bust of Julius Caesar. Caesar began his public life in the post of master of ceremonies in the Roman republic. He proved to have a gift for organizing dazzling spectacles for celebrations and holidays.
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    The Three-Headed Monster
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    Pompey, shown above, formed the triumvirate with Crassus and Caesar.

    The people could overrule the Senate, if the plebeian leaders spoke with one voice—an event so rare that the Senate had never made any real attempt to strengthen its position against the populares. Their friends knew Pompey, Crassus, and Caesar as “the triumvirate”; their enemies called them “the three-headed monster.”

    In the following year, 59 BCE, the three-headed monster achieved the first of its aims: in the teeth of bitter opposition from the patricians, Caesar was elected consul (the name given to the two leading magistrates who ruled the Roman Republic). Caesar then used his power to get Pompey what he most wanted: land for his retiring soldiers. Then Pompey and Crassus were appointed heads of a commission to administer new laws—positions that allowed them to target their enemies with selective legislation. Thus the three triumvirs emerged as the most powerful men in Rome.

  

  
    Conquest
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    Caesar battles the Britons on the shores of the English Channel.

    The Senate’s endless backbiting and infighting wearied Caesar, so he marched off to Gaul (present-day France) looking for adventure and glory. He found both over the next seven years. His army, in a stunning series of battles, subdued the Gauls from the border of Spain to the North Sea, then crossed the English Channel and defeated the southeastern Britons.

    Back in Rome, Pompey and Crassus viewed these triumphs with mixed feelings. The three-headed-monster could only remain stable as long as none of the heads grew too big. So Crassus, determined to win some military glory, tried to outdo Caesar by invading the Parthian Empire (in what is modern-day Iran).

    The campaign proved a disaster; Crassus badly misjudged the situation. Sweltering in heavy armor beneath the blazing sun, Roman legionnaires stood defenseless against mounted enemies, who fired volleys of arrows and then rode away before any chance of counterattack. The Parthian army’s hit-and-run tactics destroyed the Romans. Crassus himself was captured and executed.

  

  
    
    Traitor or Liberator?
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    In 49 BCE the Roman Senate appointed Pompey (far right) sole consul, setting the stage for Caesar’s revolt.

    On hearing the news of Crassus’s defeat and seeing that now was their chance to break the populares stranglehold on government, the patricians offered to make Pompey sole consul of Rome. The aging Pompey must have feared that he couldn’t handle Caesar without Crassus to balance matters. Pompey decided to betray his political partner. The Senate ordered Caesar to leave his army and return to Rome.

    Despite all he had done for the Republic, Caesar knew just how vindictive the patrician Senate could be: if he returned to Rome without his army to protect him, he’d be dead within days. He decided to disobey orders and marched part of his army to the banks of the river that divided Gaul from Italy—the Rubicon. There he waited, hoping that matters might still be smoothed over. But when Pompey and the Senate threw down the gauntlet, ordering him to disband his army or be considered a public enemy, Caesar gave the order to cross the Rubicon.

    It meant civil war.

  

  
    Lone Ruler
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    Caesar, honored with a banner reading VENI, VIDI, VICI, during his victory parade.

    Pompey and his army made a tactical withdrawal to Greece—why battle on home territory when you can devastate somebody else’s land? Caesar entered Rome in triumph and had himself reappointed sole consul by what remained of the Senate—naturally, his most implacable enemies had fled with Pompey.

    Caesar then pacified the rest of Italy. The Roman armies of Spain had sided with their old commander, Pompey, so Caesar defeated them before turning to the greatest task. In Greece Caesar defeated Pompey’s vastly superior forces at the Battle of Pharsalus. Pompey escaped to Egypt, but as he stepped ashore, his Egyptian hosts stabbed and beheaded him. Egypt wanted nothing to do with defeated generals, even ones as legendary as Pompey the Great.

    In 45 BCE Caesar sailed back to Rome to a magnificent victory parade. The leading chariot bore the words VENI, VIDI, VICI: “I came, I saw, I conquered.” The Senate voted Caesar the title of dictator (then a term that simply meant that he was the sole consul—with no co-consul who might veto his decisions). It was a post that few imagined he would ever give up voluntarily.

  

  
    The Great Reformer

    Now 65 Caesar was growing increasingly imperious and distant in his manner. Many feared that the once fun-loving dandy had developed delusions of grandeur or even kingship.

    Yet if he himself was cold, most of his works as dictator of Rome were reforming. He altered the calendar by adding a “leap year” to fix the yearly slippage of a few hours that meant that the midsummer festival was slowly edging into autumn. He settled new towns with his battle-weary ex-soldiers, giving each a generous land grant. He enacted laws that curbed the power of the rich and alleviated the misery of the poor. He also extended Roman citizenship to former barbarian lands, such as areas of southern Gaul. To represent these new citizens, he expanded the number of seats in the Roman Senate, diluting the power of the old patrician families.

    Caesar also chose to forgive his surviving enemies, rather than kill them. He clearly meant to smooth over the ruptures of the civil war, and, perhaps, he had developed an aversion to spilling more Roman blood.

  

  
    
    The Assassination
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    Death of Caesar by Vincenzo Camuccini (1773–1844) depicts Caesar’s former friends and allies stabbing him in the Roman Forum.

    Less than a year after Caesar’s victory, a conspiracy formed, spearheaded by former enemies of Caesar but also backed by those he considered allies and friends. On the morning of March 15, 44 BCE, a group of senators called Julius Caesar to the Forum, on the pretense of reading a petition. As Caesar began to read, one of the conspirators, Tillius Cimber, pulled at Caesar’s toga. The outraged Caesar cried out, but Casca, another member of the plot, came at Caesar with a dagger, landing a glancing slice on the dictator’s neck. Caesar had no bodyguards, and his friends did nothing to help him. Soon the entire group pounced on him. He initially fought off his 23 attackers until, seeing one called Marcus Junius Brutus stab at him, he exclaimed, “Et tu, Brute?” Then, throwing a fold of his robe over his face, he succumbed to the blades. Brutus, the son of Sevilia, a former lover, was a particular favorite of Caesar’s, and history has remained muddied over Caesar’s last words. Most historians believe he exclaimed, “You too, Brutus?” But the Roman historian Suetonius reported that he actually cried, “You too, my son?”

    Much has been made, by William Shakespeare and others, of the “noble” aims of the conspirators—that Caesar hoped to make himself a king, and they wanted to defend republican freedoms. But was this true?

  

  
    Who’s Your Daddy?

    Was Marcus Junius Brutus (one of the leading conspirators in Julius Caesar’s assassination) actually Caesar’s illegitimate son? The answer is almost certainly “no.” Caesar was only 15 years old when Brutus was born; a bit too young for even the amorous Julius to conduct an affair with another man’s wife.

  

  
    The Reason for Murder
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    After cremation outside the building, Caesar’s ashes were buried in the heart of the Forum.

    Caesar had all the power he needed as “dictator for life” (a position the Senate awarded him only a month before his death), and he had no legitimate children upon which to pass a hereditary monarchy.

    Caesar was actually, at the time of his murder, preparing a military expedition against a minor insurgency in Spain. After that he planned to execute a major attack against Parthia to avenge the death of his friend Crassus. It is likely, knowing Caesar’s military genius, that he would have won at least a partial victory in the East, increasing Rome’s wealth and power yet again. And while away fighting, Caesar would have been in no position to cruelly tyrannize Rome, even if his character ever changed enough to make him want to do so.

    So by killing him when they did, the conspirators achieved little or nothing and also lost much for Rome . . .

  

  Murder in the Cathedral

  (April 26, 1478)

  When Lorenzo de’ Medici, the wealthiest banker in Florence, went to Mass on Easter Sunday 1478, he had no suspicion that killers stalked him and his younger brother and co-ruler, Giuliano. A professional hit man named Montesecco had been hired to do the job by a rival banker, Francesco de’ Pazzi, and when Lorenzo was dead, Montesecco was supposed to invade the city with a hired army and wipe out the rest of the Medici family.

  [image: image]

  Giuliano de’ Medici

  
    The Pazzi Conspiracy
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    Chaos erupts in the nave of the Basilica di Santa Maria del Fiore as perpetrators of the Pazzi conspiracy attack the Medici brothers.

    Giuliano was the first to die—but he should not have even been in the cathedral. Pazzi had persuaded him to rise from a sickbed to attend High Mass at the cavernous Basilica di Santa Maria del Fiore. At the closing of Mass, as Pazzi stood with Giuliano near the altar, he gave Giuliano a friendly squeeze—he was really checking for a concealed dagger. Then an accomplice, Bernardo Bandini Baroncelli, shouted, “Here, traitor!” and plunged his dagger into Giuliano’s side. Giuliano staggered back into Pazzi. Pazzi began slashing, stabbing Giuliano 18 more times. Giuliano fell dead.

    Meanwhile the priest slated to kill Lorenzo placed a hand on Lorenzo’s shoulder. Lorenzo twisted around in a flash, and the priest lunged, slicing Lorenzo’s neck. Drawing his own sword, Lorenzo fought off his attackers before his friends hustled him to safety behind the massive bronze doors of the sacristy.

  

  
    
    “Palle! Palle!”
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    The Medici coat of arms
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    Leonardo da Vinci’s sketch of Bernardo di Bandini Baroncelli, hanging from the Bargello

    Unaware that the plot had misfired, the head of the Pazzi family, Jacopo, rode around the piazza waving his sword and shouting, “Liberty and the republic!” in an effort to raise the populace against the Medicis. The crowd, who loved the Medicis, replied with shouts of “Palle! Palle!” or “Balls! Balls!”—not a lewd riposte but a reference to the Medici coat of arms. Jacopo fled.

    Within an hour the bodies of most of the plotters, including Francesco de’ Pazzi, were hanging out of the Bargello, also known as the Bargello Palace or Palazzo del Popolo (“Palace of the People”), and other government palace windows with ropes around their necks. Some were simply tossed from towers to die broken on the ground. Jacopo, after capture, begged for mercy. “Allow me to commit suicide,” he pleaded. His capturers denied him. They beat him until he could not walk before hanging him naked.

  

  
    The Scene of the Crime
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    Golden mosaic in baptistery of Santa Maria del Fiore in Florence, Italy

    The Basilica di Santa Maria del Fiore is the cathedral church (Duomo) of Florence. Construction began on the Duomo in 1296, with its major construction completed in 1436. With a variegated exterior in various shades of green and pink marble, it features a magnificent dome, which was designed by Filippo Brunelleschi. It was in its peaceful but imposing setting that Giuliano de’ Medici bled to death from the knife wounds inflicted by Francesco de’ Pazzi and Bernardo Bandini Baroncelli.

    Until the murder in the cathedral, the Pazzi family had had an honorable history with the Duomo. Francesco’s ancestor, Pazzo (“the madman”) had returned from the First Crusade with a stone from the Basilica of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem. His descendants were given the distinction of striking a light from this stone on Holy Saturday, when all fires in the city were extinguished. From this spark, the altar light of the Duomo was rekindled annually. On Easter Sunday a dove-shaped rocket would slide on a wire from above the altar to a fireworks-laden oxcart waiting in the Duomo’s piazza. The fireworks not only entertained the populace, they also provided the sparks that relit the city’s hearths.
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    Twisting the Pope’s Tail
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    Among the statues of famous Florentines that grace the facade of the renowned Uffizi Gallery is one of Lorenzo de’ Medici.

    Lorenzo de’ Medici was a brilliantly gifted “Renaissance man” who, before his early death (at the age of 43) had made his city, Florence, the most celebrated in Italy. Lorenzo was the patron of great artists like Michelangelo, Leonardo da Vinci, and Botticelli. His grandfather Cosimo the Great had accumulated the family wealth, and Lorenzo became head of the family in 1470, when he was only 21.

    Eight years later he became the target of the murder plot, dreamed up by men he trusted: Pope Sixtus IV, who had once been his friend and client, and Francesco de’ Pazzi, the town’s second-richest banker. When the pope decided to buy a strategically placed town called Imola, Lorenzo had secretly asked Pazzi not to lend him the money. Pazzi immediately told the pope. The pope removed the papal account from Lorenzo and transferred it to Pazzi.

    Lorenzo now made the mistake that cost his brother’s life. A wealthy man named Borromeo lay on his deathbed, and his only relative, his daughter, was married to a Pazzi. Lorenzo quickly passed a law that said that male heirs should be preferred over females. Borromeo’s money went to Lorenzo’s nephew instead. Pazzi swore revenge.

  

  
    
    Papal Sinners
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    Sixtus IV, shown seated at far right, one of the ringleaders of the Pazzi plot

    It seems astonishing to us that a pope could be part of a murder plot. But in Renaissance Italy, few people would have raised an eyebrow. More than one medieval pope had proved immoral.

    Sixtus IV was born in 1414 into the modest Rovere family. He entered the Church and became a Franciscan friar. Intellectual brilliance brought him to the papal throne in 1471, but he was also power-mad and corrupt—and soon infamous for his greed and nepotism.

    To do him justice, Sixtus was not willing to countenance murder. “No killing,” he warned Pazzi as they hatched their plot to overthrow the Medicis. But both Pazzi and the pope knew perfectly well that there was no way of getting rid of the Medicis without murder.

    When the plot failed the pope was beside himself with rage, not simply because his enemy was still alive but also because one of his own favorites had been killed—Francesco Salviati, the archbishop of Pisa.

    It had been Archbishop Salviati’s job to murder the chief justice, Petrucci, when he was eating lunch. But Salviati was unaware that Petrucci’s door had a spring lock that would snap closed. When he demanded to see Petrucci, he was without his thugs. When Petrucci grew suspicious and called for the guard, Salviati lost his nerve and tried to run away. Consequently he became one of the corpses dangling out of a window.

  

  
    In Deep Trouble
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    The inner courtyard of the Bargello, once the site of executions. The Bargello now serves as a museum.

    The pope now demanded that Lorenzo should be sent to Rome to be tried for Salviati’s murder. Florence refused, and the pope placed the whole city under interdict, forbidding Mass and communion, and called for a crusade to destroy it.

    There were plenty of the pope’s friends who were delighted to answer the call. King Ferrante of Naples was particularly dangerous and had soon routed Lorenzo’s half-hearted mercenaries. Then people began dying of plague at a rate of eight a day. Lorenzo knew it would only be a matter of time before Florence handed him over.

    Lorenzo now played his masterstroke. In December 1479 he embarked on a journey to Naples. With lavish gifts in hand, he exerted all his considerable charm on Ferrante. His grand gesture worked. The king liked him, and soon the two of them were spending all their time hunting together. Ferrante agreed to peace, and when Lorenzo returned to Florence, crowds cheered themselves hoarse, and every bell in the city rang all day.

    The pope was furious—but helpless. And he soon felt obliged to swallow his rage. When the Turks invaded southern Italy, his contemporaries generally believed that Lorenzo was behind it, for he had often claimed that he had some influence over the sultan. When Otranto fell to the Turks, the pope thought they were preparing to march on Rome, and hastily granted Florence absolution. Once again the bells rang out for Lorenzo.

  

  Cesare Borgia

  (1475–1507)

  If Lorenzo de’ Medici is one of the greatest men of the Renaissance, Cesare Borgia has a good claim to be the most evil.

  His father, Rodrigo Borgia, who became Pope Alexander VI, may have been the worst pope who ever lived: he was corrupt, ungodly, and obsessed with seducing underage girls. When he was a cardinal, the previous pope had to reprimand him for holding an orgy in his garden with crowds of expensive courtesans.

  Rodrigo’s mistress, Vannozza dei Cattanei, having produced three illegitimate children, Giovanni (Juan), Cesare, and Lucrezia, felt that her position ought to be legalized. The pope found her a husband—specifying that he was not to engage in sex with Vannozza. When she became pregnant again, the pope suspected that she had reneged but accepted the child, a son named Gioffre (Jofré), philosophically.

  [image: image]

  Cesare Borgia

  
    A Change of Fate
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    The lifeless body of Giovanni is brought to his family, Alexander, Lucrezia, and Cesare.

    Alexander VI hoped to become the master of Italy, so he decided that Giovanni was destined for the army. Cesare would enter the Church—and inherit the papacy. Cesare hated the idea. Then one evening Giovanni vanished mysteriously after he and Cesare ate supper with their mother. His body was pulled from the Tiber River with nine stab wounds. It was a long time before people realized that Cesare had chosen the simplest method of stepping into his brother’s shoes as the family warrior.

  

  
    Lucrezia Borgia
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    Portrait of a Woman by Bartolomeo Veneto. Most historians agree that the sitter was Lucrezia Borgia.

    Lucrezia has a reputation as a poisoner, but this is completely unjustified—she never poisoned anyone. There are many well-known rumors about Lucrezia’s complicity in her brother’s crimes and misdeeds, but these reports are unsubstantiated. Born in 1480, she was pretty, gentle, and had a temperament that begged to be dominated.

    Her father decided to marry her off as soon as possible. She was betrothed twice by the time she was 13, but it was not until after Rodrigo became pope that he selected Giovanni Sforza, scion of a powerful Milanese family. But Giovanni soon realized that with a brother-in-law like Cesare, he was not likely to live long and returned home to Milan.

    For safety, Lucrezia, now divorced, went into a convent. Giovanni had resisted divorce on grounds of alleged impotence but gave in when told he would have to demonstrate his virility with a prostitute in front of the College of Cardinals. Even in a convent, however, Lucrezia still managed to become pregnant. The pope solved the problem by marrying her off to Alfonso of Aragon, the son of the king of Naplesof Naples problem by marrying her off to Alfonso of Aragon, the son of the king of Naples.

  

  
    
    Murder in the Family

    Lucrezia seemed to enjoy marriage. This did not sit well with the possessive Cesare, who was used to a great deal of attention from his sister. Cesare, once known as a handsome man, had become very conscious of his appearance. A bout of syphilis had scarred his face, and he began wearing masks and dressing in all black. Jealous of his sister’s good-looking husband, he plotted to rid himself of his rival. One evening a group of Cesare’s men repeatedly stabbed Alfonso while he was crossing Saint Peter’s Square. Papal guards intervened and carried the bleeding man to his wife’s apartment in the Vatican. Lucrezia and Alfonzo’s sister Sanchia (who was married to Gioffre Borgia) fought to save his life. But just as he began to recover, he was found strangled in his bed. Cesare, accused of the murder, freely admitted it—he claimed Alfonso had fired a crossbow at him as he walked in the papal gardens. The grief-stricken Lucrezia retired to her castle at Nepi.

  

  
    The Beginning
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    A Glass of Wine with Cesare Borgia by John Collier. In Collier’s illustration Pope Alexander VI bends over his plate, while Cesare, at left, pours a glass of wine—assumed to be poisoned—for a guest. Lucrezia stands between her brother and father.

    In exchange for a divorce decree, the new French king, Louis XII, made a deal with the pope to appoint Cesare as the duke of Valence. In 1499 Cesare married Charlotte d’Albret, the 16-year-old daughter of the king of Navarre. In a scandalous letter to his father, he described, in detail, the pleasures of the wedding night. The French court hated him for his vain, tasteless behavior, and Cesare spent much of his time grinding his teeth at slights and insults. That same year, with Cesare in tow, Louis XII invaded Italy with the pope’s approval. Cesare immediately began a campaign against those who had upset him—“friends” of his died suddenly after banquets, or were found stabbed in the Tiber. Finally some Romans recalled the death of his brother Giovanni and saw the light.

  

  
    
    The Conqueror
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    The Ducal Palace in Urbino. Cesare held Urbino from 1502 to 1503.

    Cesare marched off to fight in the province of Romagna, south of Venice, which his father wished to add to the papal territories. He had the kind of dash and boldness that brought swift victories. The pope provided the monetary support by selling cardinal’s hats to 12 completely unsuitable but wealthy candidates.

    Cesare captured Rimini, Fana, and Pesaro. He now had the bit between his teeth—and he seemed unstoppable. After Cesare had subdued Romagna, his father made him duke of the province. Cesare decided that the unruly region needed a firmer hand, so he gave the most ruthless man he knew—Remirro de Orco—full authority to restore law and order by whatever means necessary. De Orco carried out the task with ferocity and soon had the whole region cowering. Cesare—to avoid the blame for this cruelty—had de Orco captured, hacked into two pieces, and left out in the public square at Cesena. A brutal end to someone whose brutality he’d sanctioned.

    In summer 1502 Cesare displayed his cold-blooded qualities on the field of battle. His latest objective was the town of Camerino. This was well to the south of his other conquests in Romagna, and the large town of Urbino lay between them. Urbino’s duke, Guidobaldo, was a friend and ally, so he saw no reason to worry about his exposed position. Cesare marched on Camerino from the south—and then unexpectedly seized Urbino. Guidobaldo had to flee to Mantua. If anyone had accused him of treachery, Cesare would have replied that if an ally is in a position to stab you in the back, it is common sense to strike first.

  

  
    Lucrezia—Marriage 4

    While Cesare was conquering Italy, Lucrezia had remarried. The pope was aware that his health was failing and wanted to see his beloved daughter settled. For an enormous dowry, the duke of Ferrara agreed to permit the marriage between Lucrezia and his son Alfonso d’Este. It was Cesare who suggested the alliance. He had morphed from a possessive malcontent into a methodical madman.

  

  
    Disaster
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    A nineteenth-century print, showing the accidental poisoning of Alexander and Cesare.

    With shattering suddenness, the whole edifice of power came tumbling down. On Friday, August 11, 1503, the pope and Cesare attended a party at a vineyard just outside Vatican City; their host was cardinal Adriano Castelli da Cornetto. The next day, the pope and Cesare lay ill in bed with all the signs of fever. For a few days, they were both at the point of death. The pope briefly rallied, only to have a relapse and die.

    Cesare, still lying ill in bed, knew he was in trouble. His career would be at an end if one of his father’s enemies became pope. A harmless and aged cardinal was elected Pius II but died within a month. And the man who replaced him—as Julius II—was a member of the Rovere family, old enemies of Cesare and his father. On the day Julius was elected, Cesare told Niccolò Machiavelli that he never thought that at his father’s death he would be dying himself.

  

  
    
    Plague in a Bottle
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    The Castel Sant’ Angelo in Rome was built by the Roman emperor Hadrian (117–138) as a mausoleum. A corridor connects it to the Vatican, and beginning in the thirteenth century, Roman Catholic popes used it as a fortress, a prison, and a place for torture. It is now a museum.

    Cesare took refuge in the Castel Sant’ Angelo to avoid the daggers of his enemies. Lucrezia, safe in Ferrara, wrote to the king of France begging him to allow Cesare to take up his dukedom there. But Cesare was now an embarrassment to the French. The new pope ordered Cesare arrested and brought back to the Vatican—he was locked in the room where he had Lucrezia’s second husband strangled. Cesare escaped from Rome and hurried to his allies in Naples, only to face arrest again.

    Imprisoned on the island of Ischia, he was forced to give up his conquests in Romagna. Everything he had gained was now lost. He was allowed to go to Spain, but he’d forgotten that his brother Giovanni had left a widow—a bitter widow determined to avenge her husband’s murder. Cesare landed in a Cincilla jail.

    The Spaniards had only one reason for keeping him alive: he was a valuable pawn to use against the pope. To have Cesare in prison was like having a plague germ in a bottle. In 1506 Cesare escaped and joined his brother-in-law, the king of Navarre, who was engaged in a territorial dispute in Spain. Cesare again took up a position as a commander—but of a mere 100 troops.

    He rode ahead of the rest of the army and engaged the enemy first to prove that he was as bold as ever. This time his luck deserted him. Badly wounded, he was left to die of thirst. He was only 31.

  

  
    Few Tears for Cesare

    Cesare had only three mourners: his mother, Vannozza; his sister, Lucrezia; and his adviser, Niccolò Machiavelli.

  

  Charlotte Corday and the Assassination of Jean-Paul Marat

  (July 13, 1793)

  On July 13, 1793, the French revolutionary leader Jean-Paul Marat, sat in his bathtub. A crate was propped next to it, serving as a makeshift writing desk so that Marat could lean on it to pen an article for his fiery leftist newspaper L’Ami du Peuple (The Friend of the People). One of the greatest intellectuals and scientists of his age, Marat suffered from a debilitating skin disease, which itched fiercely and left his skin covered in blisters. The condition made it more comfortable for him to write in a medicated bath.

  [image: image]

  Jean Marat

  
    One Death to Save Many
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    Charlotte Corday, just after stabbing Marat in his bath

    At just after seven in the evening Marat heard women’s voices outside his door. One was his future sister-in-law, Catherine Evrard, and the other a more cultivated voice, obviously that of a “lady.” In fact he was half expecting a feminine caller, for a woman named Charlotte Corday had written to him earlier in the day, begging for an interview. Marat now called out to Catherine to let her in.

    Corday, who came from Caen in Normandy, was a pretty young woman in her mid-20s. Her purpose, she had explained in the letter, was to tell Marat about a group of conspirators who belonged to the moderate Girondist faction and were plotting against Marat’s own extreme leftist faction, the Jacobins (The Girondins had actually started the French Revolution in 1789, but the Jacobins now regarded them as reactionary fuddy-duddies.).

    Marat asked her to name names, and as Corday, sitting by the bath, started to dictate, Marat began writing them down, remarking, “They shall all be guillotined.” He then asked his fiancée, Simonne, to fetch some more of the kaolin solution he used in the bath. Charlotte knew that this was her only chance. As she stood up, she took a knife out of the top of her dress and plunged it into Marat’s right breast near the clavicle. Marat slumped back. The blade had severed the carotid artery, and he died almost immediately. And Corday, believing she would be killed too, sat there quietly as Marat’s crimson blood flowed into the milky bathwater.

  

  
    
    Revolution!

    The French Revolution was a bloodbath waiting to happen. Since the beginning of the eighteenth century, France had experienced a population explosion, which filled the towns with unemployed farm laborers and beggars. But while the poor died of starvation, the aristocracy did not even pay taxes.

    You could say the Revolution began in December 1725, when the hired ruffians of the Chevalier de Rohan, with whom he had exchanged angry words, beat up Voltaire, the writer and philosopher. When Voltaire complained, Rohan had him thrown into prison and released only on condition that he left the country. This treatment filled him with rage and hatred. He went to England, where there was a tradition of free speech. And from then on he devoted his considerable wit and brilliance to trying to destroy people like Rohan.

    By 1787 things were so bad that the Marquis de Lafayette, who had fought in the American Revolution, suggested to the king that he ought to call a parliament. Louis XVI refused, but the newspapers set up such a clamor that he finally had to give way and call a parliament (or Estates General). This started by suggesting that the aristocrats should pay taxes.
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  Jacques-Louis David. painted The Death of Marat just days after the journalist’s death. David deliberately depicted Marat as a healthy man, cut down as a martyr for the revolutionary cause.

  
    Marat’s Bathtub

    After Marat’s death, the infamous bathtub disappeared. Evidence suggests that Simonne Évrard sold it to her neighbor, a journalist. In the ensuing years it changed hands a few times, and in 1885 a Le Figaro journalist tracked it down to a parish church in Brittany. The parish curé realized that he had a hot commodity. After offers from both Madame Tussaud’s waxworks and Phineas Barnum, the curé sold the tub for 5,000 francs to the Musée Grévin, another waxworks in Paris. It is there still.

  

  
    The Bastille Falls
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    The storming of the Bastille

    On July 14, 1788, a starving mob surrounded the Bastille, Paris’s greatest prison. The governor agreed to surrender, but as he marched out at the head of his troops, someone grabbed him and hacked off his head with a butcher’s knife.

    The king then behaved stupidly. He decided to escape from Paris and return at the head of an army. Revolutionaries caught him and forced him to return to the city—but at least they allowed him to live.

    Then Marat began to demand the king’s death. So did his fellow revolutionary leaders Robespierre and Danton. In January 1793 a guillotine removed Louis’ head. His was followed by that of his infamous queen, Marie Antoinette. And the Girondins, also driven out of government, were forced to flee to places like Caen in Normandy. Many also lost their heads.

  

  
    
    Enter Mademoiselle Charlotte Corday
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    Detail from David’s Death of Marat, showing the lifeless hand of Marat, still clutching Charlotte Corday’s letter of introduction

    On July 7, 1793, rebel Girondins held a parade in Caen. And Charlotte Corday, daughter of an aristocratic family, watched it. She had been about to enter a religious order when the Revolution broke out and nunneries were abolished.

    Corday was not a royalist. On the contrary, she was an admirer of Jean Jacques Rousseau, the writer who stated: “Man is born free, and is everywhere in chains.”

    Her mother had died in childbirth. And the priest who had administered the last rites had been forced to flee into the woods; he was hunted down with dogs and executed. As far as Corday was concerned, the man who was basically responsible for this was the immensely influential editor of the Friend of the People, Jean-Paul Marat.

  

  
    Charlotte in Paris

    On July 9 Corday took a carriage called a diligence to Paris. On arrival she took a room at the Hôtel de Providence before heading to the Palais-Royal, where she bought a 6-inch kitchen knife with “a dark wooden handle and a silver ferrule.” She intended to stab Marat at the national assembly, but she was disappointed to learn that Marat was ill, so he could not be killed in front of his fellow deputies, as she had imagined. She went to his lodging in the morning and was told he was too ill to see anyone. She left him a letter, promising to reveal the names of traitors in Caen. And when he returned later in the day she was lucky—newspapers and fresh bread were just arriving, and she was able to slip upstairs. There she encountered Catherine, who told her she could not possibly see Marat. So as she pleaded, Corday deliberately raised her voice so that Marat could hear her. And his voice called: “Oh, let her in . . .”

  

  
    Just Who Was the Monster?
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    A copperplate print, published in England just 10 days after the assassination of Marat, shows Charlotte Corday, with her wrists linked by a chain, pleading her case before the Revolutionary Tribunal. Marat’s body lies between Corday and the judges, who appear shocked and alarmed by her forthright declaration of murder.

    Corday proved a remarkably composed murderess. In a preliminary interrogation, she plainly stated that she had come to Paris to kill Marat. A police commissioner noted, “Convinced that the flames of civil war were about to be ignited throughout France and certain that Marat was the principal author of these disasters, the prisoner testified that she wished to sacrifice her life for her country.” And although the authorities sought to establish that she had merely been the handmaiden of a larger conspiracy, Corday calmly insisted after repeated questioning that she had planned and committed the assassination alone—she simply had no coconspirators and no accomplices. At her trial she never deviated from her story, asserting, “I told my plans to no one. I was not killing a man, but a wild beast that was devouring the French people.”

    It was a vain hope, though. Rather than uncovering the evil of Marat, she instead turned him into a martyr.

  

  
    
    Off with Her Head
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    Corday stares out from behind prison bars.

    Corday never shirked from her guilt, admitting, “I killed one man to save 100,000.” Four days after she stabbed Marat, on July 17, she faced the guillotine. Immediately after her head fell, one of the executioner’s assistants lifted her head from the basket and slapped it on the cheek. But even executions have a code of etiquette—and slapping a decapitated head was a breach of it. The assistant spent three months in prison as punishment.

    Her body, after it had been autopsied to verify her virginity, was tossed into a trench next to Louis XVI.
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  The guillotine was intended to provide a fast, humane method of execution.

  
    Unleashing the Terror

    Charlotte got only one thing wrong. Her bold act did not save France from further bloodshed. On the contrary, after her execution, it unleashed the period historians call “The Terror,” in which thousands of people died on the guillotine.

  

  The Death of Napoleon Bonaparte

  (May 5, 1821)
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  Napoleon Bonaparte

  In ate winter of 2002, workers bulldozing an abandoned army barracks outside Vilnius, Lithuania, stumbled upon a mass grave. The bodies had not been thrown in haphazardly; they were laid out in rows and layers with military neatness. And many of them were still covered by the shreds of dark-blue uniforms.

  The dead men were the remains of one of the most successful armies in European history: the French Grand Armée of Napoleon Bonaparte. They had defeated larger armies again and again, winning France an empire that, at one time or another, stretched from Egypt to Sweden and from Portugal to Russia. And there, in the frozen Lithuanian earth, lay two thousand of them—none showing evidence of death through violence. All had died of a combination of starvation, disease, exhaustion, and, especially, bitter cold. They had followed the tremendous vision of their commander, only to be killed by an enemy even his strategic genius could not outmaneuver: the Eastern European winter.

  At the height of his power, Napoleon had earned the nickname “the Monster”—so frightening was his reputation. Yet he died suddenly on his exile island of Saint Helena at the age of just 52. Little surprise then, that some still believe that he was murdered to prevent his escape to terrorize the world again.

  
    The Rise of the Monster
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    Napoleon Bonaparte at the Battle of the Bridge of Arcole. During this battle with Austrian troops in 1796, Napoleon proved to be a brilliant tactician.

    Napoleon was born on Corsica in 1769, the son of a petty aristocrat. In his teens Napoleon attended the Parisian Military Academy. He rose rapidly through the ranks of the French army, joining the republicans during the revolution and becoming a national hero after he led the Revolutionary army to victory over the Austrian occupying forces in northern Italy.

    He then invaded Egypt, seeking to strike from there at British territories in India, but he was defeated by Admiral Nelson at the Battle of the Nile and was forced to return to France. There he seized power over the flagging revolutionary government and made himself First Consul—dictator in all but name—in 1799. He had himself crowned emperor of France in 1804.

    Conquest then followed conquest: by 1809 Napoleon ruled almost all of Western Europe.
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    The Fall of the Monster
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    Napoleon, after his abdication in Fontainebleau

    Then came the defeats, culminating with the retreat from Moscow to France, during which 570,000 of the 600,000 soldiers of the Grand Armée died in the snow.

    The French Empire was finished. Napoleon’s own generals persuaded him to surrender and hand himself over to the victorious allied nations. They sent him into exile on the Mediterranean island of Elba with a ceremonial guard of 2,000 men. But within a year he and his tiny army escaped and marched on Paris. The French collaborator armies sent to kill him instead joined him, and within weeks Napoleon was once again master of France.

    Napoleon now asked his enemies for peace, but they would not trust him. So he attacked their forces in Belgium before they could invade France. He narrowly lost the Battle of Waterloo, defeated only by a combination of thick mud, the Duke of Wellington’s generalship, and the doggedness of British, Dutch, and Prussian troops.

    His new place of exile was the dreary Longwood House on Saint Helena—an island off the African coast in the mid-Atlantic so remote that even he could not escape from it.

  

OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


OEBPS/Images/14-1.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Images/18-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/half.jpg





OEBPS/Images/18-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
Spine-Tingling True Stories
of Murder and Mayhem

Colin Wilson and Damon Wilson

Skyhorse Publishing





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/11-3.jpg





OEBPS/Images/11-2.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Images/11-1.jpg
amLANTIC






OEBPS/Images/18-3.jpg





OEBPS/Images/16-1.jpg
FLORENCE
City Center

Basilca di Santa M:
el fore, known as the
Duomo, or cathedal
church, of Flrence. s
ustors but boautiul
interior was the satting
for the death of
Giuliano Medic

onn T

—— /7

The Uffz Gallery.
In 1560 Loronzo's groat-
grandson Cosimo |

do’ Madiciordered the.
building of the Uffzi
(which anslatos as
*officss”) to housa the

officat of Florentine. The perpetrators of

magitrates. the Pazzi Plot were
contenced to die by
hanging from the

Bargallo Palacs.





OEBPS/Images/6-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/16-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/19-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Spine-Tingling True Stories
of Murder and Mayhem

Colin Wilson
and Damon Wilson

&





OEBPS/Images/13-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/13-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/20-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/22-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/22-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/20-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/21-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/24-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/24-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/23-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/23-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/17-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/17-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/25-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/12-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/14-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/25-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/26-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/27-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/26-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/27-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/12-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15-3.jpg





