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PREFACE


My reasons for writing this book are quite simple. Out of pure interest, I had been gathering information, both hard facts and anecdotal material, on women criminals for more than a decade. With such a monumental amount of information at hand, and in view of the increasing number of crimes committed by women today, as well as the increasingly sensational nature of those crimes, to write a book, an encyclopedia, in fact, on the subject seemed clearly in order.


To say that the number of crimes committed by women today is increasing is not to say that the percentage of all crimes that are committed by women has increased. It is still the men who commit from eighty to ninety percent of all serious crimes. (I quote the statistics, and yet statistics in the crime field can seldom be taken seriously, arrived at, as they are, for often specious reasons. Prepared and offered on federal, state, and local levels, they are typically manipulated either for political reasons, as is the case with the FBI's forever seeking to increase its annual budget by juggling “fright statistics,” or by state and local agencies tenaciously competing for funds and jobs.)


Interestingly, it is the off-beat and the inexplicable that dominate among the crimes of female offenders. In all recorded history, the female criminal has many times over excelled her male counterpart in daring robberies, labyrinthine confidence schemes, and heinous murders. In fact, the female murderer has proved herself easily as deadly as any male and certainly more insidious. Her motives, as a general rule, lack the clearheaded and darkly reasoned purposes of the male. Whim and fancy often rule here. Long-smoldering emotions often burn themselves out only after the victim of the female killer—whether male or female—has been subjected to excruciating agony. Seldom is there the quick, clean stroke of death as with the male. It is almost the exclusive province of the woman who commits homicide, as was the case with Martha Grinder, Jane Toppan, Helene Jagado, and dozens more, to display an obsession to witness the slow death of the victim, most often by poison, although some atypical cases have involved use of the more manly axe, knife, or gun.


Historically, even the world of crime has proved male dominated, and the female criminal has been kept in her place, with little opportunity to follow certain criminal pursuits exclusively practiced and guarded by males. Notorious exceptions include pirate Anne Bonny, counterfeiter Ann Carson, stagecoach robber Pearl Hart, and pickpocket/fence Moll Cutpurse.


Through the centuries women were kept uneducated and close to the hearth. They saw little of the “wicked” outside world, and therefore their most serious crimes were domestic. Sensational early-day women criminals were the killers of husbands and lovers—Alice Arden, Mary Blandy, Ann Bilansky, Edith Carew, Augusta Fullam. Their punishments, moreover, were much more severe than those meted out to males committing similar offenses. Husband-killer Catherine Hayes, for instance, instead of merely being hanged, was strangled and burned to death before a great throng as a public warning, a governmental caution to any woman who might momentarily run a finger down the sharp edge of a kitchen knife while eyeing the throat of an oppressive spouse. In the twentieth century, details of such sordid murder cases as those of Ruth Snyder, Grace Lusk, and Wanda Stopa, who ostensibly killed for love, glutted the newspapers.


From the beginning, to be sure, there were phalanxes of female monsters who slew without any love or compassion, committing mass murder for obscure reasons, usually for the vague and perverted sense of power they held over their many victims. Of these, there were the poisoners La Voisin, La Spara, and La Toffania; the berserk aristocrat, Elizabeth Bathory; and the Nazi concentration camp ogres, Irma Grese and Ilse Koch. These women, however, retained vestiges of sanity. Others were totally unbalanced—Margaret Allen, who bludgeoned an old woman to death because she was “feeling kind of funny” one morning and had an urge to kill; Gertrude Baniszewski, who tortured a teenage girl to death to “teach her a lesson”; Lydia Sherman, “America's Lucrezia Borgia,” who poisoned her husbands, children, anyone in sight who displeased her, as did mass killer Marie de Brinvilliers of France; Winnie Ruth Judd, who chopped up her two best friends and shipped them piecemeal in a trunk by rail to a distant city; and Jeanne Weiss, perhaps the most frightening female murderer on record, a demented, if shrewd, French housewife who became a cause célèbre even as she continued to slaughter children.


When women have murdered for gain, they have generally been more successful than the male in that their careers in crime have often lasted longer. Among this breed have been excellent actresses whose astoundingly brazen ways have carried them past suspicion and accusation, enabling them to kill for profit over many years. Examples of this type include British-born Mary Ann Cotton, Mrs. Archer-Gilligan of Connecticut, Mrs. Belle Gunness of Indiana, and Miss Kate Bender of Kansas. Others of a longterm career in crime merely blundered down the decades unnoticed by an indifferent society. The most notorious of these was Chicago's Tillie Klimek, who disposed of husbands with her poisoned stew, ordering coffins even before her doltish spouses succumbed to her terrible meals, and collecting insurance money with which to snare yet another unsuspecting mate.


With the coming of women's suffrage in the United States, female malefactors became even bolder, taking gun in hand and rivaling men in their success at armed robbery. Margie Dean was not only a member but a planner and leader of the crimes of the ruthless Sherrill Gang. Cecelia Cooney, Brooklyn's electrifying “Bobbed-Haired Bandit,” joined her husband in a crime spree that became the subject of national headlines in the early 1920s. Then the female superstars of the crime-ridden 1930s emerged with a vengeance—Ma Barker, Kathryn Kelly, Bonnie Parker, and “Duchess” Spinelli.


By the late 1940s and early 1950s, women were killing, kidnapping and robbing with the same alacrity and audacity as males. Martha Beck and Bonnie Heady inspired their weak-willed lovers to assist them in committing crimes that earned them worldwide notoriety and hurried them to death chambers. A decade later female terrorists were capable of any crime that, in their minds, was justified by their political ends. The Manson women, devoted to a warped love cult, murdered as willfully as Mississippi bargemen had murdered their way through the whorehouses of New Orleans a century earlier. And, in 1980, Priscilla Bradford, a Florida housewife, conspired with two other women to batter her husband to death so that her spouse's business could become an “allfemale” enterprise.


In all ages, however, there have been women criminals of great intelligence who operated alone, for the most part clever, steel-nerved women who managed to retain great feminine charm and grace. In one form or another of white-collar crime, usually sophisticated confidence schemes, they have tended to surpass the male in ability to plan and carry out successful crimes. Such women include the beauteous Mary Moders, the bizarre Edith Salomen, the energetic Ellen Peck, the calculating Mildred Hill, and the inventive and unforgettable Sophie Lyons, who gathered a fortune through swindling until she abruptly decided to reform and then made another fortune in the legitimate world before her death.


The murderers, the bandits, the confidence artists, the spies, and the monsters are presented in this book as a cross section of female criminals from all lands and ages. (Over the years, they have not changed much in personality, only technique.) Naturally, it would have been impossible to include in one volume every female criminal of note who ever lived. Beginning with more than ten thousand entries from which to choose, I selected those hundreds that were the most notorious of their day, those who established landmark cases, such as Marie Lafarge, at whose murder trial the science of toxicology made its debut in criminal law, those who set a precedent in criminal history and law, and those whose case best represented some particular field of crime.


It is interesting to note that in the course of my research in this broad field, certain historical patterns emerged:


■ The most popular names of women criminals are, in order of frequency, Catherine, Elizabeth, Mary, and Ann.


■ Women criminals are in some ways no different from their law-abiding sisters; they consistently lie about their age, which explains many of the large number of question-marks where the subject's birth date should appear.


■ Although there are notable exceptions, a predominant number of the more outrageous female criminals were middle-aged during their period of greatest activity. (Some, such as Ma Barker, Ma Beland, and Nannie Doss, were even old enough to be grandmothers, and indeed were.) This trend seems to be lessening a bit, with younger women increasing among the numbers of those who commit serious crimes today.


■ Compared with males, female murderers confronted with absolute proof of guilt are less likely to confess. Throughout history, the convicted female killer has seldom repented, even while standing on the gallows; unlike most males, she has consistently denied her guilt, angrily going to her death as one persecuted, lashing out with threats and physical abuse against the executioner.


■ In the past, women consistently used their sex as a way to save themselves from capital punishment, pleading pregnancy in order to stall execution when no such physical condition existed. (A tragic exception was Bathsheba Spooner, who was convicted in Massachusetts of the murder of her husband; she claimed pregnancy but was nevertheless hanged. When her corpse was examined she was discovered to have been telling the truth.)


■ Most female criminals are unattractive, many of them even physically repulsive. Some, from Moll Cutpurse to Margaret Allen, shunned female garb, wearing men's clothes and abandoning their sex altogether. Belle Starr, portrayed by the ravishing actress Gene Tierney in a motion picture loosely based on her life, was, as her photo herein will testify, a hatchet-faced harridan with a maniacal stare. Ruth Snyder had a jaw of granite. Bonnie Parker, also used as a role model in many movies and played by a bevy of beautiful Hollywood stars, chiefly Faye Dunaway, was, in reality, a lean-faced, squinty-eyed killer with the body of a young boy, her facial features further mottled when she was burned in a car explosion while escaping a police trap with her equally repugnant-looking boyfriend, Clyde Barrow. There have, of course, been rare exceptions. Mary Moders, the confidence artist of early-day England, was reported to have been a great beauty who even appeared on stage in a play based upon her criminal career. Kidnapper Kathryn Kelly was sleek, sophisticated, and physically alluring. Killer Barbara Graham, and, especially, mob girl Virginia Hill, were extremely attractive women criminals.


■ Most women criminals retain their motherly instincts, showing loyalty and love to their children irrespective of the terrible crimes they commit. “Iron Irene” Schroeder, shooting her way through police blockades across the country during the late 1920s, was typical. She refused to abandon her little boy, who sat in the back seat of her bullet-riddled car witnessing one battle after another, thinking it all great fun.


■ In instances where female criminals have operated in tandem with male counterparts, the female has most often remained loyal to her partner. She often willingly attempts to take all the blame committed by the pair to try to save the male. This kind of fidelity on the part of the hardened, professional criminal was exemplified by “Chicago May” Churchill, normally a bank burglar and confidence artist, who returned to a French jail to visit her fellow thief and paramour, Eddie Guerin, even though she knew it would mean her own imprisonment.


These are but a few of the most intriguing points in a work I believe to be the most definitive to date. There have been other books in the field, most of which are sociological diatribes or one-sided polemics, short on information and research, long on personal theories, and so fragmentary in true study as to provide only a narrow glimpse of certain types of female criminals. It is hoped that the reader will find this book a far broader view of women in crime, and will discover the lives portrayed herein to be as revealing of human nature and as fascinating as I did.


Jay Robert Nash


Chicago, 1981
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ADAMS, MARY





Thief ■ (? —1702)


Born in Berkshire, England, Mary Adams at an early age went to work for a grocer in Reading and was soon seduced by the man’s son, giving birth to an illegitimate child, which was a great shame in those days and which caused her to leave for London in social disgrace. In London she worked briefly for a shopkeeper, who also seduced her, then kept her in separate apartments. Mary’s second child was born dead, and the shopkeeper thought to abandon her after giving her some money.


Mary by then had grown street-wise, and began to blackmail the shopkeeper, threatening to inform his wife of his indiscretion. The man paid her off again but thwarted any further blackmail by informing his wife himself of his sexual liaison with Mary Adams.


Mary next moved into an inn and became the proprietor’s mistress, then the consort of one of his customers. Abandoned once again, and penniless, she went to work for an ancient crone in Drury Lane, working as a sort of call girl, servicing high-born gentlemen. She picked the pocket of one of these men, obtaining several checks. The man notified authorities, and when Mary went to the victim’s bank to cash the checks she was arrested.


Quickly tried and condemned, Mary Adams was taken to Tybum on June 16, 1702. She was at the time in her late twenties and the thought of her death seemed not to bother her; she was more concerned about smoothing out the wrinkles of her new mourning dress, purchased for her by an admirer, than about the hooded hangman who solemnly came forward to place the noose about her lovely neck.


ADAMS, MILLICENT





Murderer ■ (1942—)


Raised in an upper-class world of Eastern Establishment values, Millicent Adams, blonde, post-debutante Bryn Mawr student, first met Axel Schmidt, a promising postgraduate student of engineering, at a charity function in Philadelphia, and the two soon fell in love. The girl from snobbish Chestnut Hill later discovered that Schmidt intended marrying someone else, someone whose background was more socially prominent, who had more money, who offered him a better career. He jilted Millicent, not knowing she was pregnant. (Judging from his avaricious, ruthlessly ambitious attitude, such knowledge would probably not have made a difference to the callous Schmidt anyway.)


Millicent sought the age-old revenge of the woman scorned. She purchased a .22-caliber Smith & Wesson, thinking at first to commit suicide, it was later alleged. To make sure the weapon would do the job, Ms. Adams bought a St. Bernard and, taking the animal to an unused servant’s room in her house, shot and killed it. In October 1962 she took the same weapon to bed when she and Schmidt partook of their farewell sexual encounter in Millicent’s Philadelphia townhouse. Instead of killing herself, Ms. Adams sent one bullet into Schmidt, killing him.


Through her attorneys, Millicent Adams pleaded temporary insanity and entered a plea of guilty to manslaughter, requesting a ten-year probation during which she would voluntarily commit herself to a mental-health center. And that was her fate. After spending three years in the center—she was allowed to go home on weekends to visit her child, Lisa, the daughter of the man she had killed—Millicent Adams was released as “rehabilitated.” She moved to the West Coast and took up residence with a rich relative, a destiny that would surely not have befallen a girl lacking her social prestige and money.


ADLER, LYDIA





Murderer ■ (1704— ?)


Lydia was a London housewife whose temper was forever getting her into trouble, especially with her husband, John Adler, who had been married three times before taking Lydia as his wife. They fought constantly, with Lydia, a large woman, usually getting the upper hand. On June 11, 1744, Lydia was seen to attack her husband, “throwing him on the ground, kicking and stamping him in the groin.”


Hours later Adler staggered to the house of a friend, Benjamin Barton, holding a handkerchief to a bloody head and shouting, “This eternal fiend [meaning Lydia] will be the death of me!” He was taken to a hospital where he lingered near death, calling friends and constables to arrest his wife, begging a warrant be issued. Lydia visited him and laughed at the stricken Adler. “I am a dead man,” Adler said to a nurse, “and this woman has killed me.”


Only minutes before he died on June 23, 1744, Adler cried out, “Do you have the warrant yet?” Upon his death Lydia was arrested and tried at the Old Bailey for murder, her daughter Hannah stating that her mother had willfully attacked her father. The woman was saved from the gallows by a Dr. Godman, who testified that Adler was suffering from a rupture (hernia) and that the kicking blow administered to his groin by Lydia would not have killed a healthy man.


Lydia Adler was convicted of manslaughter and was ordered to be burned on the hand, then set free. As the wardens were bringing the branding iron to white heat, Lydia Adler grew impatient and snapped, “Hurry it up—I have my linen to do!”


ADLER, POLLY





Madam ■ (1900—1962)


Perhaps the most notorious madam in the history of American prostitution, New York’s Polly Adler (born April 16, 1900, in Russia as Pearl Adler) opened her first brothel in 1920 with three girls servicing the rich first-nighters Polly snared from Broadway. She had fitted out a lavishly decorated apartment on Manhattan’s Riverside Drive as her first bordello. She was later to write, “I didn’t invent sex, nobody had to come to my apartment who didn’t want to, I was really doing them a favor . . . but I had a bad conscience when I thought of my parents, and I used to have terrible nightmares in which my father would chase me down the streets yelling, ‘Kirva! Bliad!’ (‘Whore! Bum!’) . . . But no matter how I viewed my conduct, I was the proprietress of a whorehouse.”


Polly’s brothel moved from apartment to apartment, a sort of floating bordello, for more than twenty years (1920 to 1944), after which she officially retired. In the interim she accumulated a small fortune and a blazing reputation. Her first serious arrest came in 1928, but she was released “for lack of evidence.” In reality she was freed without trial thanks to her powerful underworld protectors to whom she kicked back fifty percent of her income, her chief sponsor being Charles “Lucky” Luciano, king of prostitution not only in New York but throughout the country by the mid-1930s.


During the Seabury Investigations of 1931, which subsequently brought about the ruination of the administration of the dapper and much loved Mayor James J. Walker, Polly Adler became a criminal celebrity overnight, first going into hiding when summoned to testify, then dramatically surrendering. As with all her subsequent statements about Luciano and other kingpins of New York crime, she shielded her protectors to her dying breath.


A typical example of her testimony during the Seabury Investigations:


[image: Madam Polly Adler in 1931, during one of her many court appearances.]


Q: Do you know Mr. Director? [Undoubtedly Luciano]


A: No. Who is he?


Q: He spoke to you a few weeks ago on the street.


A: I meet a lot of people and don’t remember their names.


Q: Mr. Director was here and told us that you once called police headquarters to remove cops from the premises.


A: I don’t recall that.


Q: Do you know the number Spring 3100?


A: Yes, police headquarters.


Q: How did you know that?


A: Saw it in the book.


Q: Did you look for it?


A: Any child knows Spring 3100.


Q: Didn’t you call a Mr. Johnny to remove cops [from her brothel during a raid]?


A: No.


Q: Who do you know at headquarters?


A: Nobody.


Polly’s last important arrest was on March 5, 1935, a Tuesday, the madam’s jinx day. It was an arrest that heralded the vice investigations that would subsequently bring Luciano and others long prison terms. Polly got thirty days and the inexplicable support of the New York Daily News, which, on March 12, 1935, ran an editorial under the headline Polly Adler’s “Little Black Book” reading, in part, “Here is a woman who keeps an expensive house of ill fame, conducting it on the quiet, without complaints from the neighbors, and with every regard for outward decency. . . . The police tap this woman’s wire, set spies on her, and in other ways keep her under surveillance as if they suspected her of being the Lindbergh kidnapper. They seize’, without a vestige of right to do so, her ‘little black book’ containing the names and addresses of various well-to-do patrons of her establishment. Thus they obtain opportunities for blackmail for anybody who can get a peek at this book. Already whispers are going the rounds that the book contains the names of a motion picture star and a Broadway stage favorite.


“It is this crusading against personal and private habits and instincts—the sex instinct . . . which is futile and sickening, just as the prohibition of drinking of liquor was.”


The notorious Polly Adler could not have said it better in her own defense. Further, she took perverse pride in her bordello, as illustrated when a customer once exclaimed, “Say, Polly, this is one swell joint.”


“Joint!” she roared back. “You’ve got a nerve calling this a joint. This is an A-number-1 house of assignation!”


In 1950, six years after Polly’s reported retirement from prostitution, she wrote a bestseller, A House Is Not a Home, the profits from which kept her in comfort, if not the grand style of her salad days, until her death on June 10, 1962. For years afterward gentlemen in esteemed clubs would proudly withdraw her card—showing a parrot on a perch—and exhibit this cherished memento which simply declared, “LExington 2-1099, New York City.”


ALLEN, MARGARET





Murderer ■ (1906—1949)


Of all the female murderers of twentieth century England, none remains more enigmatic than Margaret Allen, who apparently never really knew whether she was male or female. All her life she manifested a personality that was decidedly male, yet her lone, horrifying murder of a sixty-eight-year-old woman had all the earmarks of a female killing, a fatuous, inexplicable murder, a purposeless, mad act, the motive for which is agonized over to this day.


Margaret Allen was born into a huge family, the twentieth of twenty-two children, and even as a child she preferred the dress and company of men. Shunning female chores, Margaret enjoyed any work that required muscle and stamina, from hauling coal to repairing the house. As a young woman, she worked in a Lancashire mill close to her home in the borough of Rawtenstall. She later took on the job of bus conductor but was dismissed when passengers reported her for pushing them about and cuffing them on the back of the head when they moved too slowly for her.


By the late 1920s Margaret made no pretense of her love for all things masculine. She wore men”s clothing and had her dark, wavy hair cut short. She drank in pubs with workingmen, who referred to her as “Bill Allen,” and played darts with them, cursing and swaggering her short, squat frame about like a sailor on leave.


[image: British slayer Margaret Allen in her customary man’s suit.]


At twenty-nine Margaret entered a hospital under mysterious circumstances. She later confided to a friend that a delicate operation had been performed on her which had changed her from a woman to a man, a shocking statement in 1935, and a claim thought to be absurd in that no such operation had as yet proved successful (not until decades later in the day of Christine Jorgensen would such medical miracles be heralded). The sex change may only have been in Margaret’s mind, but the very idea seemed to enable her to move more easily through a man’s world, convincing her that her body was in unison with her mental attitude.


Margaret remained an oddity in Rawten-stall, taking up residence in an old building once used as police headquarters, fronting on Bacup Road, the borough’s main street. The men she befriended shunned her company, except in the pubs—she usually bought the drinks—and women found her strange, repulsive, and argumentative. Only one female, her only real friend, Mrs. Annie Cook, spent time with her. Even this relationship was almost severed when Margaret proposed a lesbian love affair with Mrs. Cook while the pair were on vacation at Blackpool, Margaret having registered at the resort hotel as “Mr. Allen.”


Later, at Margaret”s trial, Mrs. Cook was asked, “Did she suggest that something should happen while you were there?”


Replied Mrs. Cook, “She did, but I refused at once.”


Refusal and rejection were everyday occurrences in Margaret Allen”s peculiar life, a life she turned into a nightmare on August 28, 1948. On the morning of that day Mrs. Nancy Ellen Chadwick, an eccentric, cantankerous old woman, who was thought to be a rich miser, was seen walking toward Margaret Allen”s house on Bacup Road, a knitted shopping bag on her arm. It was the last time anyone saw the old woman alive. Early the next morning, a bus driver named Herbert Beaumont noticed what appeared to be a sack lying on Bacup Road. Inside the sack was the body of the reclusive Mrs. Chadwick. Police found that the old woman had been battered to death, ten vicious head wounds made by what a pathologist later determined to be the pointed end of a coal hammer. Her face was coated with ashes. From the beginning, the police suspected Margaret Allen; bloodstains and other marks trailed from Margaret”s house to the curb of the roadway where the body had been discovered.


Further, Margaret proved more talkative than usual when reporters and customers in the pub where she drank brought up the murder. At one point she laughingly ventured, “She was an old fool to sit on a roadside bench counting her money.” Everywhere investigators from Scotland Yard went in Rawtenstall, they found the mannish Margaret Allen at their side, hands deep in her pockets, her wide, unblinking eyes staring at their every move. When constables dragged the river Irwell behind Margaret’s house, she was the first to point out a bag floating in the water, tugging at an officer’s sleeve and shouting, “Look, there’s something there!” It was Mrs. Chadwick’s knitted shopping bag, empty of the money she was known to have carried.


At almost every turn the woman was on hand to help the police track down the murderer, suggesting to constables to take plaster casts of footprints in the vicinity, trailing officers into nearby woods where they searched fruitlessly for the weapon. Her actions were almost identical to that of Richard Loeb, of Chicago’s infamous child-killing team of Loeb and Leopold in 1924, when Loeb dogged the steps of investigating officers, so ingratiatingly helpful in providing clues to the kidnap murder that he implicated himself. But, unlike the quick-acting Chicago police, Scotland Yard detectives took their time, apparently preferring the cat-and-mouse game.


Thinking the police had given up the hunt, Margaret sauntered into her favorite pub, and, after gulping down several pints of ale, belched out the fact to one and all that she was “the last person to see the old woman.” Further, she revealed that Mrs. Chadwick was wearing an underskirt when she was murdered, one in which the old lady had sewn a secret pocket. Her remarks, of course, were an open challenge to police, who visited her on September 1, 1948; a search was supervised by Chief Detective Inspector Stevens of Scotland Yard. A bag with ashes and rags was brought to him. He held up the bag to Margaret’s bland face. “Where did these come from?”


“From the fireplace upstairs.” As Stevens examined the rags, Margaret smiled and added, “I use them for floor swabs.” The detective stared at her wordlessly. Suddenly, Margaret grabbed her man’s overcoat, threw it over her shoulders, and said in her best lumberjack’s voice, “Come on, let’s get out of here. I’ll tell you all about it. ” She passed the cellar door and nonchalantly pointed to it, saying, “That’s where I put her. ”


Without her confession, detectives would nevertheless have presented an airtight case against Margaret in court. The bloodstains found on her “swabbing ” rags matched the blood type of Mrs. Chadwick. The ashes in Margaret’s cellar matched those ground into the victim’s face. Hairs from Mrs. Chadwick’s head and fibers from her coat were found on Margaret’s pants, blazer, coat, and shoes.


After being formally charged with murder, Margaret nodded and said stoically, “I did.” The slight smile on her face never drooped. Later she recalled how she had found Mrs. Chadwick sitting on a bench outside her house. “I was in a funny mood. . . . She seemed to insist on coming in. I just happened to lerk around and saw a hammer in the kitchen. . . . On the spur of the moment I hit her. . . . She gave a shout and that seemed to start me off more and I hit a few times, I don’t know how many.”


Her trial was brief, only five hours. Not even her attorney could offer a suitable defense, remarking, “I do not seek to deny that the hand of Margaret Allen caused the death of Mrs. Chadwick. ” He did make an attempt to prove his client insane, but experts testified to the contrary. She was condemned to death.


Great speculation was made about Margaret’s motive for murder, since she never volunteered the slightest hint of what compelled her to bash in the head of old Mrs. Chadwick. She was heavily in debt, some said, and she murdered for the money, but it was later proved that the victim was carrying only a few coins when she was killed.


The residents of Rawtenstall had little sympathy for Margaret in her fate. When the ever loyal Mrs. Cook attempted to get up a petition to save her friend from the gallows, only 162 persons out of a community of 28,000 would sign.


Margaret’s volatile temperament did not desert her in her last moments. She was cranky and mean to her keepers at Strangeways Prison. On the morning of January 12, 1949, the dawn of her execution, a female guard brought Margaret her last breakfast. She stared at the food she had requested and then, with a sudden movement, kicked the tray high into the air, splattering the wall with scrambled eggs. “At least no one else will enjoy that meal, ” sneered Margaret Allen.


ANDERSON, BELLA





Kidnapper ■ (1864– ?)


One of the early-day kidnappings in America took place in New York City in mid-May, 1899, when twenty-month-old Marion Clarke was taken from her modest home by a trained nurse, Bella Anderson. Newspapers ran the child’s photo and offered substantial rewards for information leading to her kidnapper’s arrest.


Public reaction to the crime was enormous, and whipped to a frenzy by the press. In late May, local residents of Garnerville, New York, identified the Clarke child when a woman carried her into a grocery store. Police followed the woman to a farmhouse where they arrested nurse Anderson and George and Addie Barrow. Barrow was the son of a socially esteemed family in Little Rock, Arkansas, who had left that city after running afoul of the law. His wife worked for a New York printing firm.


Cheering crowds greeted the baby, who was returned to New York on a special train. More than five thousand people milled about the Clarke home to wish the family well. The passion of the day was captured by The New York Times, which reported on June 2, 1899, “During the second act of The Man in the Moon at the New York Theatre last night, comedian Sam Bernard stepped down to the footlights and told the audience that Marion Clarke had been found. The audience broke into a demonstration such as has not been witnessed since the days of the war.”


Nurse Anderson confessed to a bizarre plot; she and the Barrows thought to kidnap children throughout the country, holding these victims for small ransoms, but intending to reap great amounts through mass kidnappings. It was Bella Anderson’s job as a nurse to take positions with those families to be victimized and make off with the children to hideouts where the Barrows would be waiting. The Clarke family, one of only average means, was the first trial run in the scheme. The kidnappers had asked for only a $300 ransom.


Quick trials found all three kidnappers guilty. The Barrows were given long prison terms. Bella Anderson, who cooperated with prosecutors, received four years.


ANSELL, MARY





Murderer ■ (1877—1899)


In 1899 a London domestic servant, Mary Ansell, put in motion a bumbling plan to murder her half-witted sister, Caroline, so that she could obtain twenty-two pounds from a small insurance policy. Mary sent her sister a cake on March 9, 1899, mailing it to the Leavesden Asylum in Watford where Caroline was confined. The weak-minded Caroline, who was wholly devoted to her older sister, squealed with delight upon receiving the gift and joyfully shared the cake with other inmates. A few hours later, several inmates grew ill, and Caroline, who had eaten most of the cake, endured paroxysms of pain before dying in agony. Asylum doctors declared that they intended to perform an autopsy on Caroline. Hearing of this, the illiterate Mary wrote the head of the asylum pretending to be her mother:




Deear Sir,—For why do you want a post-mortem examination on the body after she had been under your care for years? We decline to give you the authority to hold one. I remain, yours,


Mrs. Ansell





Using her own name, she next wrote a letter to the insurance agent with whom she had taken out the policy on Caroline’s life, demanding payment.


Meanwhile, Dr. Blair of the asylum analyzed some of the remains of Caroline Ansell and found that she had died from phosphorus poisoning. This led to the prompt arrest of Mary Ansell, who denied any guilt in her sister’s death, angrily asking police, “Why was we not sent for to see my sister before she was dead, so we could have had a word with her about who sent the cake?” After being formally charged with murder, Mary replied, “I am as innocent a girl as ever was born.”


The jury, at her trial in June 1899, thought differently. Though Mary shouted in court, “I bought it for my own protection against them [rats], as I was frightened of them!” her denial was to no avail. It was quickly concluded that Mary had purchased the phosphorus for the explicit reason of killing her sister. The evidence against her was overwhelming and she was convicted.


The judge in this case, Justice Mathew, took his time in reading the girl’s death sentence: “Prisoner at the bar, it was impossible for a jury of reasonable and conscientious men to return any other verdict than this. It has been shown to their satisfaction that you deliberately. took the life of your sister, an afflicted woman, who had never been a burden to you, and who had a peculiar claim on your affection. You were moved to this terrible crime for the sake of a small sum of money which you would receive on the policy of insurance. Never in my experience has so terrible a crime been committed for a motive so utterly inadequate. It is no part of my duty to add to the misery of your position. Your time on earth is short. Let that time be employed in seeking mercy where alone mercy can be found. I have only to pass upon you the sentence of the law—that you be taken hence to the place whence you came and thence to a place of public execution where you shall be hanged by the neck until you are dead, and your body buried within the precincts of the prison. And may the Lord have mercy on your soul!”


No sooner was this sentence uttered than shrieks and wails from Mary’s mother were heard from where she stood in a nearby corridor. Mary Ansell cried out in response from the dock, “Mother! Mother! Mother!” The hysterical twenty-two-year-old had to be dragged from the court. Her attitude was unchanged when she went to her death on July 19, 1899, in St. Albans Prison. An enormous crowd swarmed around the gallows to see the young woman half carried to the hangman. As the rope went around her neck, Mary Ansell cried out, “Oh, my God in Heaven!” and “Lord have mercy on my soul!” With that she collapsed in a faint, the rope supporting her in a sagging position until the trap shot open to the hoots and howls of the callous crowd.


ANTONINI, THERESA





Murderer ■ (1785—1809)


A dedicated and professional criminal all her life, Theresa Marschall was born and bred in Berlin, and at an early age married a Sicilian bandit and pirate named Antonini. Both Antoninis robbed and burglarized throughout Germany and had twice been imprisoned together. In November 1809 the venomous pair found themselves in a coach heading from Danzig to Vienna, Theresa’s fifteen-year-old brother Carl accompanying them. The fourth passenger in the coach was a beautiful young woman named Dorothea Blankenfeld, whose rich clothes and jewelry attracted the thieves, who quickly resolved to kill her and make off with her valuables at the first opportunity. The murderous traveling companions doubled their efforts after learning she had money, more than 2,000 talers, sewn into the stays of her corset.


When they stopped in Hof, the trio thought first to set a small fire in the victim’s room, allow her to suffocate to death in the smoke, then filch her belongings, but the plan proved awkward. At Nuremberg Carl proposed putting ground glass into Dorothea’s soup, but Antonini shrugged off the suggestion, saying, “I’ve swallowed broken glass for sport without ill effects.”


At each stop the plotters devised new ways to kill their victim but found none suitable. Finally, at the last station, Maitingen, near Augsburg in Bavaria, they resolved to enter the woman”s room that night and simply batter her to death. According to one chronicler, “The boy Carl was to be the principal agent in the crime; it was thought that his youth would save him from capital punishment, an inevitable sentence for the others if convicted.” On the pretense of bathing her feet, Theresa Antonini ordered hot water sent to her room; this was really meant to wash away the bloodstains the trio would incur when murdering Dorothea. Theresa also dosed the victim”s brandy and water with laudanum so that she was in a drugged state; she was half carried to her room.


The trio entered Miss Blankenfeld”s room and sat about her bed, in which she lay in a stupor, thinking of how to kill her. ‘‘Let us pour molten lead into her ears and eyes,” volunteered the inventive Theresa. Her brother attempted to melt pieces of a spoon over a large candle but a drop falling on a sheet only scorched the material, proving that the metal cooled too soon to kill a person.


They waited until 4:00 A.M. pondering their next move. Antonini finally threw up his hands in frustration and said, “Carl—bash in her head!” Wielding a mattock with three iron prongs, the boy struck Dorothea on the head, but she bolted upright and begged for her life. Theresa ran to the bed and began striking the woman with a poker. When the victim proved too strong, Antonini walked to the bed, took the poker from his wife”s hands, and caved in the hapless girl”s skull. They then wrapped the body in a blue cloak. The next morning they carried the corpse like a piece of baggage, along with Dorothea”s goods, to the coach.


The innkeeper was suspicious immediately, noting that two women had arrived the night before and only one was leaving. He and his servants rushed to the rooms occupied by the travelers, finding Dorothea”s room—the walls, floor, and bed—drenched with blood. The alarm was sent out, and the dragoons were soon galloping after the coach, catching up with it before the Antoninis had time to toss the body alongside the road, which was part of their imperfect plan.


Taken to Nuremburg, the trio stubbornly insisted they were innocent. The woman had been murdered in the inn, they said, and, fearing they would be suspected, they had no choice but to remove the body and dispose of it somewhere. After hours of interrogation, the boy Carl broke down and confessed. Theresa also confessed, but her husband refused to admit his guilt. Carl Marschall was given ten years in prison and the Antoninis were condemned. Antonini cheated the executioner by dying in his cell, having starved himself to death.


Theresa Antonini was not as fortunate. She was tied by the hands and led by a rope up a high scaffold. A towering executioner, his head covered with a black mask, threw her to the blocks, and, his foot on her neck, held her head down. He then raised his wide, gleaming sword. “Mercy!” screamed Theresa Antonini. “None,” murmured the executioner, and with one terrible downward movement she was beheaded.


ARCHER-GILLIGAN, “SISTER” AMY





Murderer ■ (1869—1928)


Decidedly a nymphomaniac, Amy Archer-Gilligan, known to her unsuspecting nursing home charges as “Sister Amy, ” opened a rest home for the elderly in Windsor, Connecticut, in 1901, and commenced marrying old men entrusted to her case, insuring them heavily, and then poisoning them, five marriages in all.


Women in her care also became her victims, poisoned after she had become the beneficiary in new wills she instructed them to make. This was done with the approval of relatives whom Sister Amy convinced that this was the only just way in which she could be compensated for caring for elderly persons not able to pay the proper costs of upkeep. But no sooner was a new will drawn than the person mysteriously died.


A relative of one of the home’s residents finally alerted authorities to the suspiciously high death rate at Sister Amy’s establishment, compared with that of other institutions for the aged. Placing an undercover policewoman in the home, Sister Amy’s poisoning techniques were soon revealed. She was tried in 1914, found guilty, and sent to Weathersfield Prison for life. Sister Amy was later removed to an insane asylum where she died in 1928.


ARDEN, ALICE





Murderer ■ (1516—1551)


A handsome, high-born woman, Alice Arden was the stepdaughter of Sir Edward North, whose father was the translator of Plutarch. Having married Thomas Arden, Alice moved to Faversham, England, in 1544, where she continued her affair with Richard Mosby, a tailor. Mosby (or Mosbie) had been a servant in the North family and Alice had begun her longstanding affair with him when she was a teenager.


Not long after moving to Faversham, Alice decided that her husband must die so that she could be with the love of her life, and she conspired to have Thomas Arden murdered. To that end, Alice tried for years to kill her husband, a man twice her age and who suspected nothing of her marathon affair with Mosby. At first Alice went to a painter named Clark who dabbled in poison. According to one report, “The painter suggested that he should paint a portrait of Alice and temper the oil with poison, so that her husband might perish by the fumes when he gazed upon the picture.” This bizarre plan was dismissed as being haphazard.


Knowing of a man named Green who hated her husband over a land dispute, Alice went to Green, giving him ten pounds to hire assassins to murder her husband. Two desperate characters aptly named Black Will and Shakebag were employed, and these men trailed Arden for days, following him to London and back to Faversham. Mosby, hearing of the plot, at first declined to participate, then succumbed to Alice’s entreaties, as well as her considerable sexual persuasions.


Black Will and Shakebag hid in the Arden mansion, Alice “visiting them with food and drink.” On Sunday evening, February 15, 1551, Mosby conspired to invite Arden to a game of backgammon with Arden’s back to a closet in which Black Will was hiding.


Suddenly Mosby exclaimed, “Now I may take you, sir, if I will!” (This was the prearranged signal to Black Will to kill Arden.)


“Take me which way?” replied the perplexed Arden, uttering his last words.


Black Will jumped from the closet and strangled Arden with a towel. Mosby helped out by striking the victim with a fourteen-pound pressing iron. The killers, aided by a servant named Michael, dragged the body into Arden’s countinghouse. When Arden was heard to moan, Black Will slashed his skull, killing him. Alice rushed in and, to make sure the deed was done, stabbed her husband seven or eight times.


Dragging the victim by his heels, the killers took the body to the garden outside the house, leaving it to be found by neighbors, as was Alice’s plan. Waiting only a few hours, Alice Arden sent messengers to look for her “lost” husband. Family servants told the local mayor that Arden had not returned to dinner that night and his wife was worried that he might have been waylaid by highwaymen. The villagers of Faversham then commenced a night search by torchlight. Arden’s mutilated body was found shortly by a local grocer named Prune.


Everything about the killing appeared suspicious; the mayor noticed bloody strands of carpet on Arden’s shoes that had come from his own house. There was a trail of blood from the house to the garden which the mayor and other officials followed. Along the same route, a tub near the well yielded the bloody towel and knife used by Black Will and Alice to murder Arden. The impetuous killers, for all their plotting, had committed a blunder-filled murder.


[image: The murder of Thomas Arden, February 15, 1551.]


Confronted by the mayor, Alice at first appeared insulted that she should have anything to do with such a heinous crime: “I would you should know that I am no such woman!” The bloody knife and towel were shown to her, along with the bloody carpet strands.


Alice Arden shuddered, then confessed, pressing the bloody towel to her beautiful face and moaning, “Oh, the blood of God help, for this blurd have I shed.” She and her servants were arrested. Mosby was found in bed by arresting officials, his hose and purse coated with Arden’s blood. He, too, confessed.


The killer-for-hire, Black Will, along with the man who had purchased his services, Green, had fled on horseback. The trials and executions of the others were swift and horrible. The servant Michael was hanged in chains in Faversham. One of Alice’s maidservants who had had nothing to do with the killing was also executed, burned at the stake while she screamed curses at her mistress for not saving her. Mosby and his sister Susan, who had helped plot Arden’s death, were taken to Smithfield and hanged. Alice rode to Canterbury in an open cart and with great pomp on March 14, 1551, was burned at the stake while hundreds cheered her miserable fate.


Besides executing the maidservant, another great injustice involved in this crime was the condemning of one George Bradshaw, who had innocently carried messages between Alice and Mosby, not knowing the contents to be murder plans. He was hanged. Such was the rage of local authorities—it was unthinkable to murder a high-born man in those days—that even the keeper of the local inn, the Fleur de Lys, one Adam Fowl, “was taken to London with his legs bound under the horse’s belly.” where he was tossed into the Marshalsea Prison. His only crime was having served a tankard of ale to Mosby and Alice at one of their clandestine meetings. He was later released.


Green, who was not the brightest of men, appeared in Faversham some years later, and was instantly seized and hanged. Black Will, who had looted Arden’s countinghouse before fleeting Faversham, attempted to escape England but was found near Flushing. He was hanged and his body burned. Shakebag, who apparently had not taken any actual part in the killing, was nevertheless tracked down in Southwark where local authorities didn’t bother with a trial; they simply ran the ruffian through with swords and left his carcass to rot alongside the road. Only Clark, the painter of the poison fumes, escaped the wrath of the authorities.


Alice Arden’s unspeakable crime was portrayed in a play, published in 1592, whose author is anonymous, though it is said to have been edited by Shakespeare, and which was immensely popular for several decades. Part of the play’s lengthy title describes “the great malice and dissimulation of a wicked woman, the insatiable desire of filthy lust and the shameful end of all murderers.”






B





BANISZEWSKI, GERTRUDE WRIGHT





Murderer ■ (1929— )


An aging, embittered, divorced housewife, Gertrude Baniszewski, to supplement a meager income, took two teenage girls, the sisters Sylvia and Jenny Likens, ages sixteen and fifteen, into her Indianapolis, Indiana, home in 1965, their traveling parents paying $20 a week board. When Mrs. Baniszewski failed to receive the upkeep for the children, she mercilessly beat them. Later she hit the children with boards, and, manifesting her considerable sadism, burned Sylvia’s fingers with matches for the warped amusement of cretinous neighborhood boys.


Mrs. Baniszewki encouraged the local roughnecks to use Sylvia as a punching bag and a helpless opponent in bone-breaking judo exercises. All the woman”s bestial inclinations surfaced at once on October 26, 1965, when she encouraged and aided several teenage boys in torturing Sylvia, after branding her stomach with the words, “I am a prostitute and proud of it.” The beating administered by Mrs. Baniszewski was so severe that Sylvia died.


Panicking, the hollow-eyed, sunken-lipped housewife called police, reporting that her boarder had been the victim of a gang of youths. Sylvia’s sister, Jenny, a cripple, who had witnessed the awful torture-murder, narrated the entire sordid story.


Mrs. Baniszewski offered no defense at her trial and was sent to prison for life.


BARBERI, MARIA





Murderer ■ (1855— ?)


Jilted by her lover, Domenico Cataldo, thirty-year-old’ Maria Barberi went into a bar in New York’s Little Italy. Walking over to Cataldo, who had his back to her, she slit his throat with a razor. It was early April 1885.


It was a clear case of murder and Maria was quickly convicted. Sentenced to death, she was to be the first woman scheduled to die in the new electric chair. Female reporters, however, rose to defend the so-called “Tombs Angel,” and, rattling off a series of maudlin stories in her defense, the “sob sisters” managed a new trial for Maria. Through the fanatical pressure of the sob sisters of the press, Maria was acquitted. The murderer later appeared on stage to tell the tale of how a scoundrel had wronged her name and wounded her heart. The show closed in less than a week.


BARKER, ARIZONA DONNIE CLARK (“MA”)





Gangleader, Murderer ■ (1872–1935)


A vicious harridan, born in Missouri in 1872 and claiming kinship with the James and Younger brothers, Ma Barker raised a murderous brood of sons—Arthur (“Dock”), Fl;ed, Lloyd, and Herman—who began, at her encouragement, with petty thievery and graduated to bank robbery, kidnapping, and murder, especially during the early 1930s, when her sons became known, with the help of Alvin “Old Creepy” Karpis, as the terrible Barker Gang.


[image: Arthur “Dock” Barker, the only one of Ma’s sons who was heterosexual.]


If not the direct planner of the notorious Hamm and Bremer kidnappings of 1933 and 1934, which brought the gang more than $300,000, Ma Barker was certainly the inspiration and architect of those crimes, along with the numerous bank robberies committed by the Barker Gang.


Ma proved her ability to use weapons when she and her youngest and dearest hellion, Fred, were trapped at a Lake Weir, Florida, resort on January 16, 1935, by a small army of FBI agents and local police. Their cottage was surrounded and an agent called upon the pair to surrender. Agents distinctly heard Ma shout to her killer son, “All right, go ahead!” With that, Ma and Freddie opened up on the agents with a Thompson submachine gun and a .300 gasoperated rifle, battling to the death for forty-five minutes in a nonstop shoot-out. Both Ma and Freddie were put on display at the local mortuary, their bodies riddled with bullets. The other Barker sons were soon killed or captured, Dock Barker shot to death in 1939 when he tried to escape Alcatraz.


[image: Two snapshots of the infamous Ma Barker, shown with her lover, Arthur V. Dunlop, whom she had killed after tiring of him; “Ma” preferred women.]


Unlike the other notorious bandit gangs of the era, those of Dillinger, Floyd, and Underhill, the Barker Gang was made up almost exclusively of homosexuals. Fred Barker and Alvin Karpis were lovers, although they occasionally maintained girl friends, chiefly for the purpose of providing bail or smuggling weapons to them while they were in jail. (Dock Barker was decidedly heterosexual, staying away from his awful mother and brothers until summoned to participate in a robbery or kidnapping.)


Although Ma Barker dragged about an elderly man named Arthur V. Dunlop during the many years she and her boys ran wild—she tired of Dunlop and had Fred and Karpis murder him—Ma preferred the company of young women. “The whole mob was a bunch of fags and Ma was the biggest fag of them all—a bulldog dyke who liked to work over unsuspecting girls.” These were the words of James Henry “Blackie” Audett, told to the author in 1979. Audett had robbed several banks with the Barkers in 1932 and 1933 and was later an inmate of Alcatraz when Dock Barker and Karpis were also confined on The Rock. “Karpis was a sneaky little fag,” Audett declared, “and it was his job to go out through the Minnesota countryside—the Barkers always hid out in country places up there—and find these poor, dumb farm girls, and bring ’em back to ugly old Ma, and, God, she would abuse these poor girls terribly—it was disgusting, sickening what she did to ’em—and then Freddie and Karpis and that fag Volney Davis [another member of the gang] would kill the girls at Ma’s orders when old lady Barker was done playing with them, and get rid of the bodies. Why, there must be thirty or forty bodies of young girls, or their bones, still at the bottom of a half dozen Minnesota lakes to this day!”


[image: Alvin “Old Creepy” Karpis, staunch member of the Barker gang, Fred Barker’s lover, and procurer of young girls for “Ma.”]


BARRY, MARY ANN





Murderer ■ (1855—1874)


Mary Ann Barry and her common-law husband, Edwin Bailey, both alcoholics and petty thieves, murdered their one-year-old child in London—they considered the child a nuisance—and were quickly arrested, tried, and condemned. They were hanged alongside one Edwin Butt, who had strangled his sweetheart, a rare triple execution.


BATEMAN, MARY





Murderer ■ (1768—1809)


She was known as the Yorkshire Witch, and in England she earned an eerie reputation, especially among the uneducated and the naive, as a worker of evil magic. Yet there was no magic about this woman, only a greedy hand and a malignant heart, which, from childhood to the hangman’s noose, worked against the gullible to fill her own pockets.


Mary Bateman was born in 1768, at Aisenby in Yorkshire. Her father, James Harker, was a small well-to-do farmer, and both her parents were highly respected. At age five, Mary gave strong evidence of the pathological criminal she was to become. She stole a pair of expensive morocco shoes, hiding them in her father’s barn, waiting for weeks before producing them and telling her parents without the blink of an eyelash that she had found them. For this deceit, according to one chronicle, “she forfeited the confidence of all her friends.”


Such thieving went on throughout Mary’s childhood until her parents, incapable of curing her sneak thievery, sent her off at a young age to work as a domestic. But Mary’s stealing did not stop, and, having bungled so many petty thefts and being fired from so many jobs, there was no one who would hire her.


Moving in 1778 to Leeds, Mary took up dressmaking and was somewhat successful at the trade. She supplemented her income by advertising to her customers that she possessed supernatural powers and made money on the side as a soothsayer, telling her simpleminded customers whatever spiritual drivel charmed them.


A relative of one of her customers, an unsophisticated wheelright named John Bateman, fell under Mary”s spell. Her gentle demeanor so disarmed him that after a three-week courtship he married the twenty-four-year-old schemer. For John Bateman, the time-ragged proverb, “Marry in haste, repent at leisure,” could have served as his spiritual epitaph.


No sooner were they wed than all manner of complaints were registered against Mary by other lodgers living in the inn where the Batemans dwelled. She had stolen small objects, from tools to cheap jewelry, the residents accused. Nothing could be proved, but John Bateman thought it best they move. No doubt his neighbors were jealous of his gifted wife, he concluded, and he soon found a small house where they settled down.


Weeks later Mary burst into the small plant where Bateman worked, weeping and carrying a letter she said had been sent by his relatives and begging John to rush home to his father in Thirsk; the old man was at death”s door. Borrowing money from his employer, Bateman traveled to Thirsk only to find his father, the town crier, at his job, crying out a brisk auction. The elderly Bateman was surprised to see his son and when asked about his ailment shrugged and told the son that he had never felt better. No, no one in the family had sent his wife a letter asking him to come. Bateman, thoroughly perplexed, returned to Leeds.


When he arrived home days later, he entered a house that was barren except for the presence of his wife, Mary, who sat in the middle of the living room on a single pillow. All their furniture, curtains, lamps, even Bateman”s entire wardrobe down to the last button, was gone, sold by Mary. The wife smooth-talked her husband out of his wrath simply by telling him that she had gotten into some trouble and had had to “buy herself off.” Bateman accepted the explanation without threats. His wife, he knew from her own mouth and the wagging tongues of his neighbors, was a practicing witch. “Possibly he was too afraid of her to protest over-much,” reported Richard Hyson in Sixty Famous Trials. “Be that as it may, he continued to live with her, and remained with her to the end.”


When a large factory in Leeds burned down, killing several workers and leaving many families without support, Mary developed a sinister plan to pay her debts and fill her coffers. She went from door to door, asking for linen, foodstuffs, and money, saying she was a nurse at the hospital, and the injured from the fire, along with their suffering families, desperately needed aid. Her baskets were filled to brimming through her heart-rending speeches. Mary Bateman promptly sold these goods and pocketed the money, never telling her husband of the vile scheme. Oddly enough, even though a known thief, the woman went on living in Leeds unmolested by police. It was later concluded that the simple working people of the district feared her witchcraft and for that reason refused to inform on her.


[image: Mary Bateman, circa 1805, shown dispensing some of her magical charms.]


Mary”s so-called powers were taxed increasingly as she sold her supernatural gifts to servant girls and other young women eager to know of impending marriage proposals, selling these easily duped females all manner of charms and love potions. She became so successful that she turned her full-time attention to fortune-telling and witchcraft. But, carefully eliminating herself from direct responsibility for her predictions and soothsayings, she put the burden of her statements upon a Mrs. Moore, a reclusive old lady who saw no one and who acted as Mary’s contact with the spiritual world. Mrs. Moore, of course, was a convenient figment of Mary’s inventive imagination, and, if necessary, a scapegoat who could never be apprehended.


By 1799 Mary Bateman’s so-called magic involved extortion, abortion, and outright theft. One of her clients, Mrs. Greenwood, was told that her husband, who was away on a business trip, was being held for ransom by four men and that Mrs. Moore insisted four gold coins be produced or Mr. Greenwood would be killed. The gold, the client was informed, would be melted down by Mary, and used as a sacrificial offering to mystical powers to effect the husband’s release. When the terrified Mrs. Greenwood told Mary she had no money, she was given the typical response, “Then you must steal it.” The woman did, giving Mary the money. Mr. Greenwood returned home safe and sound some days later. The fact that he had never been in jeopardy by any kidnappers was no business of her own, Mary Bateman told the irate Mrs. Greenwood. Her information had come from Mrs. Moore, her oracle, and the poor old dear could sometimes be wrong. The matter was dropped.


Mary’s invention of events proved so effective that she began to make up stories frequently. A Mr. Stead was about to run off with another woman, she told Mrs. Stead. For three half crowns, Mrs. Moore would send up a protective magic umbrella which would cause the lust-driven Mr. Stead to give up the girl. Upon receipt of the money, Mary informed the naive Mrs. Stead that her husband had not only lost interest in the bawdy wench but that he no longer had any memory of her. This of course, was true, in that Mr. Stead, who was serving in the army at the time, was carrying on no love affair.


The heartlessness of the would-be witch was exemplified in her treatment of a young girl who came to her for help with her lover. Mary first sold the girl charms, and then extorted money from her by threatening to expose her affair if she did not comply.


Mrs. Bateman went further with this client, performing an abortion on the girl that eventually cost the girl her life. Her lover, in guilty conscience, did marry the girl, but by then she was dying, cursing the Yorkshire witch and saying, “Had I never known Mary Bateman my child would now have been in my arms and I should have been a healthy woman.”


In December 1806, William and Rebecca Perigo came to seek Mary’s help. Rebecca complained of a “flacking” in her breast and was convinced that some vicious neighbor had put the evil eye on her. By then Mary had a new oracle, a Mrs. Blythe, who was as mythical as Mrs. Moore had been.


“Bring me one of your petticoats, ” Mary told Rebecca Perigo, “and I will send it to Mrs. Blythe for study.”


As one might expect, Mrs. Blythe responded with a letter full of bad news. Powerful magic had to be worked fast to rid the Perigos of an evil curse. It would take money to propitiate the forces of evil. Mary instructed the Perigos to give her four guinea notes to be sewn into the couple’s pillowcases. Mrs. Bateman was also proficient at sleight-of-hand, it seems, because she pocketed the notes, substituting crumpled newspaper for them, even as the Perigos watched. Sleeping on the money would somehow ward off Mrs. Perigo’s pains, Mary told the dupes.


So artless were the Perigos that they came to believe anything Mary told them. The greedy witch immediately saw an opportunity to bilk the couple over a long period of time. In the months to come, as she prescribed all manner of ridiculous charms—from bent horseshoes to be placed over the front door of the Perigo home, to chicken necks kept in closets to turn back evil spirits—Mary Bateman robbed the couple of all their savings, clothing, even food. When she had drained them dry Mary decided to poison them. Mrs. Blythe was her prophet of doom.


Mary went to the couple in mid-April 1807, showing them a letter she claimed Mrs. Blythe had sent them. It read—


My dear friend:




I am sorry to tell you you will take an illness in the month of May next, either one or both of you, but I think both, but the work of God must have its course. You will escape the chambers of the grave and though you seem to be dead, yet you will live. Your wife must take half a pound of honey to Mary Bateman, and it must remain there until you go down yourself, and she will put in such-like stuff as I have sent from Scarborough to her. You must eat pudding for six days, and you must put in it such stuff as I have sent to Mary Bateman, and she will give your wife it, but you must not begin to eat of this pudding until I let you know. . . .





[image: An artist’s conception of Mary Bateman and her sister witches reveling in the rites of black magic, 1809.]


This pudding, of course, was liberally peppered with poison, mercuric chloride, by Mary Bateman. On May 11, 1808, the gullible Perigos began eating it. When both became sick, Mary administered an antidote, which was arsenic. William Perigo ate little of the pudding or antidote, yet his lips turned black and he was deathly ill for days. Rebecca Perigo, who was totally in Mary’s sway, forced herself to eat everything. She died in agony on May 24, 1808.


William Perigo, who had been cautioned by Mary never to consult a physician if he grew ill, disregarded her advice and on October 19, 1808, went to Dr. Thomas Chorley, who promptly told the man he was being poisoned. Perigo rushed home, tore open the charmed pillowcases on his bed and found useless paper in place of the guinea notes. He confronted the Yorkshire Witch, telling her how he had torn open the pillowcases to discover his money gone.


Cried Mary Bateman, “You’ve opened them too soon!”


“I think it is too late!” Perigo shouted back, finally coming to his senses. On October 21, 1808, Perigo asked Mary to meet him on the Leeds and Liverpool canal bank. Perigo asked Constable Driffield to wait in hiding nearby as he approached the woman, hoping to engage her in conversation that would fix her guilt.


But Mary Bateman was shrewd; she suspected a trap. Perigo found her sitting on a rock at the appointed place, but no sooner did he approach her than she began to vomit, shouting at him, “That bottle which you gave me has almost poisoned me!. . . I would scorn to give a dog such a bottle!” Her plan then was to put all the responsibility for the poisonings on her own victim.


Constable Driffield nevertheless stepped from his hiding place and arrested Mary on a charge of murder. While she was imprisoned in York Castle, authorities searched Mary’s house and found Perigo’s possessions, along with all types of poisons.


The trial of the Yorkshire Witch caused a great sensation. People gathered outside the courtroom in great numbers, many believing Mary had, indeed, dark powers. Mary insisted that she was innocent of any wrongdoing, that if evil had been done, it was all the doing of that old crone, Mrs. Blythe. It was easily determined that there never had been a Mrs. Blythe, except in Mary’s stormy imagination.


Witnesses by the score testified as to Mary’s abortions, frauds, and extortions. Servant girls who had worked for Mary testified that she kept and administered poisons to her clients. Following a quick deliberation, the jury returned a verdict of guilty on the charge of murdering Mrs. Perigo. When the judge asked the Yorkshire Witch if she had anything to say before he sentenced her to death, Mary burst forth with a river of tears, crying out that she was pregnant.


The judge then asked that several women in the courtroom examine Mary to verify her claim. So frightened of her were the women that they jumped from their seats and bolted for the doors. The judge leaped up and ordered the courtroom doors locked and the women returned to their seats. He selected several of them to inspect the Yorkshire Witch, which they did in a small antechamber and with much hesitation, fearing she would bring her powers of black magic down on them. A little later these women informed the court that Mary had lied. Mrs. Bateman was sentenced to die on the gallows.


While she waited for the rope, Mary was not idle. She ruthlessly swindled several of her fellow prisoners out of their last pennies with lying promises about reprieves and releases. She was allowed to keep her twenty-two-month-old child with her until the morning of her execution.


At 5:00 A.M. on March 20, 1809, Mary Bateman kissed her baby before placing the child in the arms of a matron, then stoically stepped from her cell and was taken to the scaffold.


The enormous crowd that attended Mary’s hanging was hushed, having a strange awe of her. Like her victims over the years, the spectators were simple folk who thought the woman to be a mystic, even a martyr, especially when she shrieked her innocence to the last.


Ironically, the end of the Yorkshire Witch served an honest and useful purpose. Her body was displayed to the public to obtain money for charities. Thousands of superstitious people filed past her bloated corpse, and hundreds more later paid handsomely for strips of skin cut from her body, these grisly remains sold as . charms to fend off evil.


BATHORY, ELIZABETH





Murderer ■ (1560—1614)


A mentally unbalanced Hungarian countess, Elizabeth Bathory believed that her complexion would remain smooth and her body young if she bathed in human blood. For that purpose she dispatched several of her servants over a period of years to waylay and return to her hundreds of servant girls, whom she butchered like cattle in her remote castle, 610 being the final count of her victims.


Countess Bathory was brought to trial in 1611 and found guilty, along with three of her servants. Her servants were executed. Through her high political connections, she was spared, but was walled up in her rooms where she died raving three years later.


BECK, MARTHA





Murderer ■ (1921—1951)


Obese, emotionally unstable Martha Beck, a registered nurse living in Pensacola, Florida, where she supervised a home for crippled children, answered an ad for the lovelorn. Her reward was the appearance of the man who had paid for it, confidence swindler Raymond Fernandez, a sleazy, run-down romancer who patterned himself after the faded jazz-age sheiks of the 1920s, a man with a cheap wig who promised marriage to any woman over the age of fifty. Of course, the woman”s money must be turned over to him before the parson was called.


Oddly enough, Fernandez fell in love with dumpy Martha, and she was overjoyed when he asked her to join him in his lovelorn scams. The couple embarked on a shabby career of swindling elderly women, then began murdering these hapless females for whatever stored treasures they might have, brutal murders that later earned the unseemly duo the nickname “The Lonely Hearts Killers.”


[image: Martha Beck and Raymond Fernandez, the doomed “Lonely Hearts Killers,” shown flanking their lawyer, Herbert Rosenberg, while awaiting a verdict in their 1 949 murder case.]


During the late forties, the couple conned and killed Mrs. Myrtle Young of Chicago; Mrs. Janet Fay, a sixty-nine-year-old widow from New York; Mrs. Jane Thompson; and perhaps two dozen more. In January 1949, Beck and Fernandez killed Mrs. Delphine Dowling and her two-year-old daughter, Rainelle, in Grand Rapids, Michigan. (Mrs. Beck drowned the child in a washtub, then looked up, her hands still holding the dead girl underwater, to mutter to her lover, “Oh, come and look what I’ve done, sweetheart.”)


Apprehended for this double murder, the Becks pleaded guilty, but Michigan authorities allowed the couple’s extradition to New York, where they would stand trial for the killing of Mrs. Fay. Michigan has no capital punishment, which Beck and Fernandez knew full well. They fought the extradition and failed.


Tried in New York, Beck and her boyfriend were found guilty of the Fay killing and sentenced to death. They were both sent to Sing Sing, where they passed long love-hate notes to each other, wiggled their bodies at each other when passing open doors between the men’s and women’s quarters, and made an ongoing spectacle of their absurd relationship.


On March 8, 1951, Fernandez was taken to the electric chair; he had to be supported, his legs bending like rubber bands. Martha followed him after wolfing down two complete chicken dinners.


Her final message to the world was contained in a posthumous note to the press, handed to reporters minutes after the current had been sent through her enormous body. It read—




My story is a love story. But only those tortured by love can know what I mean. I am not unfeeling, stupid or moronic. I am a woman who had a great love and always will have it. Imprisonment in the “Death House“ has only strengthened my feeling for Raymond.





BECK, SOPHIE





Swindler ■ (1858– ?)


Aminor confidence artist most of her life, Sophie moved to Philadelphia from New York at the tum of the century, using her savings to establish an impressive but hollow firm she called the Story Cotton Company, advertising for investors and promising a fifty-percent return on all money within weeks. Suckers by the droves showered her with cash—she insisted on cash-only investments—and, in return, received useless stock certificates. Pocketing more than $2 million in early 1903, Sophie sailed for Europe and sumptuous retirement.


BECKER, MARIE ALEXANDER





Murderer ■ (1877— ?)


An aging, graying housewife in Liege, Belgium, Marie Becker, at fifty-three had never done a wrong thing in her life. But life itself had conspired against her, she began to think in 1932, and love and youth had passed her, leaving her with a plodding, unromantic husband, a stoic cabinetmaker. Marie was the perfect love victim for Lambert Beyer, a middle-aged rake who propositioned her while she was selecting cabbages from a street stall one day. The lovesick Marie responded immediately, hurling herself into a tempestuous affair that left the scheming Beyer gasping for relief.


Marie Becker’s first affair awoke in her a wild desire to capture anything that smacked of youth that she could attach to herself, make part of herself as it were. She not only poisoned her husband with digitalis, but quickly tired of Beyer and dispatched him in a similar manner. Neighbors were shocked to see this once matronly woman performing wild dances with men half her age in the local nightclubs. To dissuade her young male partners from leaving her at the edge of the dance floor, Marie paid these indifferent gigolos to accompany her home to her bedroom. Her new sexual habits cost Marie money she did not possess.


She solved her problem by poisoning the elderly women who patronized the new dressmaking shop she opened, stealing from these women what she could. From the ten known victims who swallowed her digitalis, Marie Becker enjoyed only small amounts of money.


A friend of Marie’s then complained of her husband, adding, “I wish he were dead.”


So easily had Marie committed murder that she responded with a statement that indicated her feelings of immunity from any kind of punishment, telling her lady friend, “If you really mean that, I can supply you with a powder that will leave no trace.”


Some days later the friend informed police of her suspicions. Made was arrested, while the bodies of her husband, Beyer, and some of her shop matrons were exhumed and examined, poison found in all.


Marie’s trial was theatrical and bizarre. Corrupted with murder as her mind was, Mrs. Becker hid nothing, gloating over the deaths of her victims. She laughed when she described how one of the ladies who took her digitalis “looked like an angel choked with sauerkraut.” Another victim she described as “dying beautifully, lying flat on her back.”


Witnesses then told of seeing Mrs. Becker attend the funerals of each and every victim, dressed in black, kneeling at the gravesides, weeping great tears, then leaving the ceremonies to scurry off with the victim’s money, spending that money on young men before the next dawn.


[image: Belgium’s mass poisoner Marie Becker at the time of her trial.]


Marie Becker was found guilty and sent to prison for life, the most severe penalty possible in Belgium, which had long ago abandoned capital punishment. She died in prison some years later, the exact date lost in the chaos of World War II.


BEDDINGFIELD, ANN





Murderer ■ (1742—1763)


John Beddingfield was a well-to-do farmer of twenty-four when he married pretty young Ann and moved to a large farm in Suffolk, England, an estate purchased for him as a wedding gift by his wealthy parents. Several servants were employed at the couple’s large manor house, one being a handsome nineteen-year-old named Richard Ringe.


Ann Beddingfield soon tired of her husband and seduced the naive Ringe, imploring the teenager to murder her husband so that they could be together, promising Ringe half her husband’s estate once Beddingfield was safely out of the way. For three months the mistress and servant carried on a less than discreet affair, Ringe sneaking into Ann’s bedroom each night. They were both also indiscreet in their murder plans, in fact, downright blatant.


One morning, while dressing, Ann called a servant to her, saying, “Help me put on my earrings, but I shall not wear them much longer, for I shall have new black ones. It will not be long before somebody in the house dies, and I believe it will be your master.”


Ringe was even more obvious, purchasing some poison and imprudently begging a kitchen maid if she would stir it in with the rum and milk drink she customarily served Beddingfield. “I will be your constant friend,” implored Ringe of the girl, “if you will but do this for me.” The girl refused but did not inform authorities until after murder charges were brought against Ringe and Ann Beddingfield.


The plotters abandoned all subtlety and, in March 1763, resolved that Ringe would simply strangle the master while he slept in his own room. The youth did exactly that, then burst into Ann’s room to exclaim, “I have done for him.”


“Then I am easy, ” replied Ann, bundled beneath some quilts. Oddly enough, Ann did not mention the fact to Ringe as he stood sweating in the dark room that a servant girl was in bed with her (as a bedwarmer, which was then the custom). Ann thought the girl was asleep, but, after Ringe left the room to go to his own chamber, the servant, who had heard the strange conversation, jumped from the bed and ran to Beddingfield’s room to find him lying dead beside his bed, black welts about his throat.


A coroner’s jury some days later determined, oddly, that Beddingfield had “died a natural death,” surmising that the wealthy farmer had somehow strangled himself in his own bedsheets after having a nightmare. None of the Beddingfield servants testified as to their suspicions.


A few weeks went by, and during this time Ann and Ringe fell out, the mistress telling the youth that he was a bumpkin and had almost gotten them hanged. She hated him, she said. Well, he hated her, too, he replied.


The servant girl who had slept with Ann on the night of the murder apparently hated both of them. She waited until she was paid her monthly wages, then raced off to the authorities to tell what she knew. Ringe and Ann Beddingfield were arrested and placed on trial in early April 1763. After several of Beddingfield’s servants testified against them, Ringe confessed to his part in the murder; Ann, however, insisted that she had nothing to do with killing her husband. Both were convicted and sentenced to death, taken by sledge on April 8, 1763, to Rushmore, near Ipswich, where Ringe not only confessed again but gave a lecture to the large crowd assembled, warning young men to avoid the snares and pitfalls of wicked women and to “consider chastity as a virtue. ” He was then hanged.


Ann Beddingfield’s fate was grimmer than that of her unseasoned lover; she was to be burned alive at the stake, a form of capital punishment reserved for unfaithful and murderous wives. As she was tied to the stake she suddenly repented and confessed her crime, telling all assembled there that she “deserved to die for being privy to the murder of her husband and for having had criminal intercourse with Ringe.”


BELAND, MRS. LUCY (“MA”)





Narcotics Peddler ■ (1871–1941)


Known as “Ma,” Mrs. Lucy Beland was as terrible an influence upon her six children k as Ma Barker had been on hers. The only difference in the criminal bent of Ma Beland was that she preferred the sale of illegal narcotics to the more hazardous occupations of kidnapping and bank robbery. Texas-born and -bred, Ma Beland and her family resided in Grandview, Texas; her husband, J. H. Beland, was an engineer for a cotton-oil mill. Nothing in the family’s makeup suggested criminal tendencies until Ma grew restless in 1908 and insisted on moving to Fort Worth.


Within a year, J. H. Beland, his energies and bank account bled white, complained to a friend about his wife’s excessive demands. “She’s got me about crazy. . . . She gets greedier every day. . . . She says that if I can’t give her the things she wants, she’ll use the girls. She says that she’s going to have a fine home and everything like that, and if she has to she’ll send our daughters, Cora and Willie, on the streets to get them.”


To Beland it was a losing battle. He left the family in 1912 and died a few years later. Ma did exactly as threatened, sending her girls onto the streets to shoplift and walk the streets as prostitutes while still in their early teens. Moving into a house in Fort Worth’s red-light district, Ma began to deal in dope, especially heroin and morphine, instructing her sons to peddle the drugs throughout Texas. Her prostitute daughters became addicts, a condition that was to kill Cora, who was arrested for soliciting and overdosed in her cell after her mother smuggled morphine to her.


Willie Beland was also addicted to morphine, as were her brothers Charlie and Joe. Ma felt that her children would be more agreeable to her instructions if they were chained to her through drugs. Her sons became the most notorious drug pushers in the Southwest, particularly after the passage of the Harrison Narcotics Act of 1914 when drugs became scarce.


Of this period, Willie was later to state, “When dope became hard to get, Ma said that here was a real way to make money. When we girls would go out to work the streets at night, she’d parcel out some cubes of morphine for us to sell. Of course, now, we only do a wholesale business because Ma kept her word to us. Just as soon as we had made a lot of customers she moved out of the district and we Beland girls got off the streets.”


As the major wholesaler of illegal drugs in the Southwest, the Beland family grew rich and powerful, Ma bribing highly placed Texas officials to overlook her blatant operations. However, agents of the Federal Bureau of Narcotics worked doggedly against the Beland clan and with occasional success. In 1931 Willie Beland and her husband, Lester James, both addicts, were caught selling heroin and sent to jail. Ma’s son Charlie was sent to prison in 1935 for the same offense. FBI agents were tightening the ring around the Beland clan. But not until 1937 was the notorious Ma trapped by her own greed. An agent, working under cover, simply walked into the dry goods store she ran as a front in Fort Worth and boldly asked to buy seven ounces of heroin, showing a roll of hundred-dollar bills. Ma could not resist making such a profitable sale directly to a customer. She and several of her accomplices were arrested. She was given a two-year sentence because of her advanced years and died in 1941, two years after her release.


BENDER, KATE





Murderer ■ (1849— ?)


Little is known of Kate Bender before she and er father, mother, and brother moved into 4 rural Kansas in 1872, setting up a two-room inn outside Cherryvale. Over the period of a year, the Benders killed more than a dozen travelers who had the bad luck to stay at their inn.


While curvacious, buxom Kate distracted the traveler, seating him against a canvas wall and serving him a hot meal, her father and brother would strike the victim’s head, which rested against the canvas wall, with sledgehammers, then steal the victim’s goods and bury the body on the plain near the small log cabin.


Kate appeared in many small towns at the time, giving seance and healing lectures, billing herself as “Professor Kate Webster.” Many young men attracted to the voluptuous spiritualist were subsequently enticed to her murder inn. One of the Bender victims, Dr. Wil-Kate Bender, leader of the “Bloody Benders” of Kansas. liam York, proved the undoing of the murderous clan; he had informed his brother, Colonel York, that he would be staying with the Benders in early spring 1873. When the doctor failed to return home from his travels, the brother visited the Benders, making inquiries. Kate and her family knew nothing, but did offer to drag a stream nearby, Kate suggesting that “he might have fallen off his horse and into the water.”


The suspicious Colonel York departed but promised to return shortly. It was enough to cause the Benders to panic. They packed up their supplies and stolen goods and fled on May 5, 1873. York returned with a posse to find the inn abandoned. Strange mounds of earth dotting the surrounding countryside were obviously graves and the posse members soon uncovered eleven bodies. (Perhaps two dozen more deaths were later attributed to the “Bloody Benders.”)


None of the Benders was ever seen again, although reports from all over the country were made for decades, placing Kate in Detroit, St. Paul, and even San Francisco. In the late 1880s, one rumor had it that a posse did, indeed, catch up with the Benders and hanged them, except for the beauteous Kate; she was the last to be executed, burned at the stake for her crimes. This story was never substantiated, but given the fact that the possemen would themselves be held for murder if the story proved true, it was understandable that the tale remained apocryphal.


[image: Kate Bender, leader of the “Bloody Benders” of Kansas.]


[image: The murderous Kate Bender giving one of her spiritual talks.]


BEVAN, CATHERINE





Murderer ■ (1680—1731)


A woman over fifty, living in Delaware, Catherine Bevan carried on an affair with husband Henry’s servant, Peter Murphy, then decided to murder the husband, first by poison, which Murphy purchased and Catherine gave to her husband with his morning coffee. When this failed, Murphy pounced on the sixty-year-old man, beating him unconscious while Mrs. Bevan strangled her husband to death with a handkerchief.


Catherine then sent her young lover to town to inform officials that her husband had died of a fit. A quick funeral was held, but a local judge thought it suspicious that the coffin was nailed shut; it was then the custom to view the deceased before burial. The judge ordered the coffin opened, and Henry Bevan’s battered corpse testified to the real cause of his death.


Both the wife and lover were arrested, Murphy confessing almost immediately. The couple faced execution on June 10, 1731. Catherine’s fate was especially gruesome. She, like Catherine Hayes in England five years earlier, was to be strangled to death at the stake and then her body burned. As with Catherine Hayes, the rope extending from Catherine Bevan’s neck was burned away by the fire, which had been prematurely set, and the murderer was burned alive in horrible agony, the only woman in America to meet such an execution.


BILANSKY, ANN





Murderer ■ (1820—1860)


Another love triangle found Mrs. Bilansky (nee Mary Ann Evards Wright), of St. Paul, Minnesota, tiring of her saloonkeeper husband, Stanislaus Bilansky, and desiring the affections of her handsome nephew, John Walker, a carpenter by trade. After complaining to her friend, Mrs. Lucinda Kilpatrick, that the elderly Bilansky was nothing but a nuisance to her, Mrs. Bilansky dosed the old man’s soup with arsenic; he was dead in a matter of days.


Mrs. Kilpatrick, after a few bad dreams, told her husband that her friend Ann had probably murdered her husband. Mr. Kilpatrick went to the police, who dug up the deceased, finding the arsenic.


Walker, who was arrested with his forty-year-old paramour, was released for lack of evidence. Ann was found guilty and sentenced to be hanged. She mounted the scaffold on March 23, 1860, and made her confession to a large throng. As the only woman ever hanged in Minnesota history, the thought of her execution was repugnant to the gray-eyed blonde. She snapped at the executioner, “How can you stain your hands by putting that rope around my neck?”


The hangman told her it was his job, no more.


“Be sure my face is well covered,” she told him in a quieter voice.


A black cap went over the woman’s face. Minutes later she was dead.


BJORKLAND, PENNY





Murderer ■ (1941—)


Rosemarie Diane “Penny” Bjorkland, a resident of Daly City, California, was obviously in a demented state on the morning of February 1, 1959. When she awoke that day she told herself, “This is the day I will kill someone; if I meet anyone, that will be it.” She left her parents’ house with a .38-caliber pistol, and walked through the hills of San Francisco.


She found an unlucky gardener, August Norry, the father of two children, dumping refuse from his car on a remote road. He offered her a lift, thinking she was stranded. “Thank you, ” replied Penny who jerked forth her pistol and emptied it into the startled gardener. She pulled his body from his car, reloaded her weapon twice, and fired another twelve bullets into the dead man. Then she took Norry’s car for a thrill ride through the hills.


Police traced the slugs taken from Norry’s body—they were unusual “wadcutters,” used for target practice—to a gun shop, and the proprietor, Lawrence Schultz, reported that Penny Bjorkland had purchased the special bullets.


The girl confessed the senseless murder following her arrest. She was tried and convicted, given a life sentence.


“This is not what I expected, ” mumbled the eighteen-year-old blonde.


BLANDY, MARY





Murderer ■ (1719—1752)


As the only daughter of the esteemed lawyer Francis Blandy of Henley on Thames, Mary Blandy received the best in home life and education, schooled as a reader of the classics. Her father touted her dowry of 10,000 pounds, although he found no suitor worthy of his daughter’s affections. Mary was rather plain but had a winning personality; by the time she was twenty-six she was growing desperate, thinking her father intended to discourage any future husbands. At this time the Blandys met one Captain William Henry Cranstoun, the son of a Scottish peer who was recruiting in the area. He soon ingratiated himself to Blandy and his wife, who snobbishly thought him a worthwhile candidate for their daughter’s hand by virtue of his noble ancestors. Mary thought so, too, despite the fact that Cranstoun was almost twice her age.


Cranstoun thought only of the huge dowry he would pocket after marrying Miss Blandy, a temptation great enough for him to forsake his wife and two children living in Scotland. He wrote his wife, begging her to sign documents, which he provided, wherein she would disown him. She did. Next Cranstoun wrote imploring the woman to have their marriage annulled. Mrs. Cranstoun balked at this and brought legal action against her straying husband.


Blandy heard of these odd arrangements and raged against Cranstoun, who had been his house guest for more than a year. By this time it was clear that he was a cad and a rake and Blandy would never allow such a man to marry his daughter. Cranstoun departed to live with a mistress nearby, then returned to Scotland.


From Scotland, Cranstoun sent Mary some powders she later claimed were ancient “love” potions designed to soften her father’s heart toward the errant lover. Mary slipped the powders into her father’s tea and gruel, and after taking them he grew ill, as did some of the servants who finished Blandy’s poisoned meal.


Physicians were called, one telling Mary that if her father died, she would stand accused of murdering the old man. Miss Blandy quickly burned her letters from Cranstoun and threw the rest of the “love“ powders into a fire, her actions witnessed by servants, who had also seen her dose her father’s food.


When Francis Blandy was dying he called his daughter to him. She feigned ignorance of the cause of his impending death but, oddly enough, begged his forgiveness. Blandy did forgive her and gave her his blessing before dying on August 14, 1751. Mary, as everyone predicted, was arrested and tried, but not until March 3, 1752. The Blandy household servants testified against her. (Her mother had died from natural causes by this time.)


[image: Mary Blandy begging her father’s forgiveness for poisoning him.]


Mary Blandy defended herself with intelligence and zeal, but the testimony against her was too strong. She was convicted and condemned to death. Taken to an open field near Oxford, where she had been tried, Mary was ordered to mount a crude scaffold. As she awkwardly climbed a tall ladder, ruffians in the crowd attempting to peek beneath her skirts, Miss Blandy said to the executioners, “Gentlemen, don’t hang me high, for the sake of decency.” As the rope was placed about her neck, Mary covered her face with a handkerchief. Her body was allowed to hang for a long period of time to edify the enormous and unruly crowd. When finally taken down, she was buried next to her parents.


Cranstoun, the co-murderer, upon hearing of his sweetheart’s arrest, fled to France and went into hiding behind the walls of a monastery, where he converted to the Catholic faith.


He became ill and died on November 30, 1752, never having enjoyed a pound of Mary’s dowry. Had he managed to murder and marry, however, he would have been cheated, for there was no 10,000-pound dowry. Blandy’s entire estate when he died was less than 4,000 pounds.


[image: Shown with leg irons, Mary insisted on modesty at her hanging in 1752.]


BLUFFSTEIN, SOPHIE (“GOLDEN HAND”)





Swindler ■ (1854–1891)


One of Russia’s most notorious female swindlers was Sophie Bluffstein, referred to as “the Golden Hand” by her underworld peers. A stunning, dark-haired beauty, Sophie married a small-time banker, but when her husband’s future looked dim, she deserted him, traveling to the capitals of Europe, living on the income of her witty frauds. Through accomplices, she managed to present the appearance of a lady of quality, arriving at jewelry salons where she would order exquisite gems. These rare jewels were delivered to her suite, always in the best hotel, but when the jewelers arrived some days later to collect payment—a discreet period of time between possession and payment was then the custom when dealing with royalty and wealth—they found that Sophie had fled. She soon became wanted by the police of every capital in Europe—London, St. Petersburg, Paris, Vienna.


In Smolensk, Russia, Sophie was apprehended while trying to swindle another jeweler and was thrown into the local prison. Her beauty saved her as she seduced the governor of the area, persuading him not only to set her free but to desert his wife and children and accompany her. When she was finally trapped, it was through an accident of the police, who were looking for political terrorists at a party she happened to be attending. This time Sophie was sent to Siberia and locked up in the Alexandrovsk Prison. Authorities there thought so much of her guile and ability to escape that Sophie was kept constantly handcuffed for more than two years.


When freed, Sophie Bluffstein traveled to Vladivostok where she opened a successful inn, regaling guests with tales of her confidence games until her untimely death in 1891 at age thirty-seven.


BOGLE, HELEN McDERMOTT





Kidnappers ■ (1871– ?)


Mystery surrounded the life of Helen McDermott Bogle (the press sometimes referred to her married name as Boyle), and the lack of knowledge about her background vexed the press of 1909 as reporters attempted to explain her motives for becoming the infamous kidnapper of eight-year-old Willie Whitla in March of that year. Willie was the son of well-to-do James P. Whitla, a lawyer in Sharon, Pennsylvania, who was related to steel tycoon Frank Buhl.


The boy was picked up at his school by a man saying that he had come to take the boy to his father’s office. Willie’s teacher bundled up her student and took him to a buggy where the short, dark man waited. As he drove off with Willie, the teacher cryptically remarked to the school janitor, “I hope that man doesn’t kidnap Willie.”


That afternoon Mrs. Whitla received in the mail the following note:




We have your boy, and no harm will come to him if you comply with our instructions. If you give this letter to the newspapers or divulge any of its contents, you will never see your boy again. We demand ten thousand dollars in twenty dollar bills. If you attempt to mark the money, or place counterfeit money, you will be sorry. Dead men tell no tales. Neither do dead boys. You may answer at the following address: Cleveland Press, Youngstown Vindicator, Indianapolis News, and Pittsburgh Dispatch in the personal columns. Answer “AA will do as you requested, J.P.W.“





The family, remembering how Charley Ross had been kidnapped and had vanished forever in 1874, made preparations to pay the ransom, though Buhl gave out statements that no ransom would be paid. To assure the terrified parents that the Whitla boy was still alive during the negotiations through the personal columns, the kidnappers sent along the following note, signed by Willie:




Two bad men have me. They will kill me if you don’t send $10,000.





After police botched several of his attempts to pay the money, Whitla finally delivered the ransom to a candy store in Cleveland, and went to the Hollenden Hotel to await his son’s delivery, as instructed by the kidnappers. Three hours later, a small boy got off a streetcar and walked slowly into the lobby of the hotel wearing a cap and goggles. By then the entire country had been alerted to the kidnapping, and the clerk at the hotel desk recognized the child instantly, taking off the boy’s goggles and asking, “Aren’t you Willie Whitla?”


“Where’s my daddy?” said Willie through a wide smile.


Only hours later a man and woman entered a Cleveland saloon in a drunken state, flashing crisp new five-dollar bills and loudly ordering drinks for the house. The bartender set up the drinks and then checked the bills the couple threw on the bar, noting that they had consecutive serial numbers. He supplied the couple with free drinks, and when they finally staggered out after closing time, the bartender called police.


Taken to the station, the couple identified themselves as James H. Bogle and his wife, Helen. Police matrons found $9,790 sewn into Helen Bogle’s clothes, every bit of the ransom money except what the two had spent in the bar. When reporters swarmed into the station to interview. the wobbly-legged pair, Helen Bogle pushed aside her weak-willed husband to brag, “I planned the whole thing!”


She gave varying stories about her background. She had respectable parents. She had also spent fifteen years in a convent, receiving a classical education. None of this showed in the speech or mannerisms of Helen Bogle, who conducted herself more like the “loose woman” she was known to have been by police throughout the Midwest. Bogle was a simple-minded man, whose father had been a plumber in Sharon. He had been easily led by his wife into the kidnapping.


Both were quickly tried and sentenced to life in prison.


BOLTON, MILDRED MARY





Murderer ■ (1886—1943)


Chicago businessman Charles Bolton married an attractive but flighty girl from Kalamazoo, Michigan, in 1922. Before long he discovered her to be insanely jealous of his every move. The bespectacled Bolton, an innocuous-looking stay-at-home, never really gave his wife, Mildred, cause for her maniacal jealousy, but she nevertheless accused him of having affairs with every woman he encountered, from saleswomen to his secretaries.


The couple moved to Chicago in the early 1930s, living in Hyde Park, a quiet residential area. Police were summoned to the Bolton house on more than one occasion to find the much harassed husband bruised and bleeding, having been attacked by his raging wife as she screamed her fantasies of his infidelities. One time Bolton fled the house, his arm slashed so badly that he had to be hospitalized. An investigating officer found Mildred calmly smoking a cigar in her living room, explaining that her husband “cut himself while shaving.” She did not bother to tell the officer why Bolton would be shaving at three in the morning.


On June 15, 1936, Mildred visited her husband’s office at 166 West Jackson in the Loop. She walked softly into an inner office, where her husband sat looking at her from behind his desk, and emptied a revolver into him. Bolton managed to crawl into the outer hallway, where he begged startled elevator operators to “keep that woman away from me.”


Mildred followed the man into the hallway, saying to the office employees, “Don’t you mind! He’s putting on an act!”


[image: Mildred Bolton thought it funny that she be tried for the murder of her husband in 1936.]


It was the final act; Bolton died some hours later and Mildred was quickly tried and condemned. Governor Henry Horner converted her sentence to 199 years, specifying that she was never to be paroled. Mildred was sent to the women’s penitentiary at Dwight, Illinois, where on August 29, 1943, she ended her own nightmare-ridden life by slashing her wrists with a pair of scissors she had filched from the fabric shop.


BOMPARD, GABRIELLE





Murderer ■ (1869— ?)


A down-and-out trollop, Gabrielle Bompard became the mistress of ne’er-do-well and A & bully Michel Eyraud, a married man who was more than twice her age and had failed at numerous businesses. Both prepared to murder the first wealthy man who made Gabrielle’s sexual acquaintance. On July 26, 1889, the luckless victim was Toussaint-Augustin Gouffe, a forty-nine-year-old bailiff, who was known to sip too much wine and wave about the funds he had collected during his day’s work. Encountering Gouffe on the street, Gabrielle, who had wined and dined with the bailiff on numerous occasions, told him how Eyraud was mistreating her and that she would much prefer Gouffe’s company. She invited him to her small apartment to share a bottle of champagne that night.


At eight o’clock Gouffe entered Gabrielle’s tiny one-room flat on the rue Tronson-Du-Coudray. She manipulated him to a chaise longue behind which was a curtain, and behind the curtain hid the brutish Eyraud. As if toying with Gouffe, Gabrielle undid the silk belt from her kimono, opening the gown wide to reveal her naked body. She then encircled the drooling bailiff’s neck with the belt, handing the end of the belt behind the curtain to Eyraud, who attached it to an elaborate pulley and rope system (which had taken the pair days to construct in the room). Eyraud then yanked downward with all his might. The bailiff was abruptly pulled upward by the neck and hanged.


The pair then took Gouffe down, placing his body in a canvas sack, which Gabrielle had spent hours sewing. The sack was lowered into a trunk at the foot of the strumpet’s bed. Having gone through Gouffe’s clothes and not finding the 14,000 francs he had foolishly shown to Gabrielle earlier that day, Eyraud raced off to the bailiff’s locked offices. He broke inside and rifled the drawers of Gouffe’s desk but found no money. Interrupted by a watchman, Eyraud dashed from the building. He returned to Gabrielle’s room in a frenzied state, so excited that he insisted his accomplice have sex on the floor with him immediately; she reluctantly agreed, later claiming that Eyraud forced her.


The next day, having gotten only a small amount of money from Gouffe, the couple took the trunk by carriage to Millery, near Lyons, and dumped it on the bank of the Rhone River. They then fled, first to Marseilles, then to London, and finally to New York and Canada, traveling with funds borrowed from relatives. Meanwhile, the trunk and its grisly contents were discovered and authorities went to work identifying the corpse.


Gabrielle and Eyraud traveled to western Canada, visiting Vancouver, then to San Francisco, where the twenty-year-old vixen seduced a naive young American businessman. She confided to her new lover that Eyraud intended to kill her. They traveled east, Gabrielle insisting that they return to Paris. Once back in her homeland, Gabrielle informed her lover that she was wanted for murder, and promptly went to the police, confessing the killing of Gouffe, but putting the blame on Eyraud, and stating that she had been an unwilling dupe in the crime.


Eyraud, who had been following his faithless mistress across America, read of Gabrielle’s testimony in the Paris newspapers, then wrote a twenty-page letter to the Paris police, insisting that the woman was framing him. He was arrested in Havana, Cuba, and returned to Paris where he and his elusive girl friend were put on trial.


At the end of five days, a jury returned a verdict of guilty for both. Eyraud was sentenced to death by guillotine; Gabrielle was given twenty years’ hard labor. She smiled and thanked the jury. Eyraud sneered and mumbled as he was being led away, “It was her idea, not mine. Why should I forfeit my life alone? Why not the woman, too?” The answer was in Eyraud’s question, because Gabrielle Bompard, no matter how heinous her crime, was a woman, and that stood for as much with French juries then, as it does now.


BONMARTINI, COUNTESS LINDA





Murderer ■ (1873— ?)


The partly decomposed corpse of Count Bonmartini was found in his house on the Via Mazzini, Bologna, Italy, on September 2, 1902, by neighbors investigating an overpowering smell. Police were astounded to discover that the dead man had fifteen wounds undoubtedly dagger thrusts, that had entered his breast, arms, face, even the back of his neck. At first, investigators thought the deed had been committed by thieves; the room was in disorder and jewel cases and the count’s pocketbook had been emptied.


The only real clue was the bloody imprint of a woman’s hand on one wall of the murder room. This was photographed and studied without results. Two towels soaked with blood were also found. Police, knowing the count had the habit of patronizing whores, speculated that he had been killed by a streetwalker. Efforts to discover the guilty strumpet proved fruitless.


On September 11, 1902, a bewhiskered gentleman, Professor Murri, walked into the office of the magistrate in charge of the case, and stated with great formality, “Seek no further for the assassin of Count Bonmartini. I have come to tell you his name. It is my son Tullio.”


Through the old professor the police heard the vicious murder tale. His daughter, Linda, had married Bonmartini but found him not only her intellectual inferior but a skirt chaser, and she had taken up with her old lover, Dr. Carlo Secchi. Moreover, the moments she did spend with her husband were filled with political tirades. Countess Linda was a liberal, the count an arch-conservative. Linda complained bitterly to her family about her marriage, once crying out to her brother Tullio and his mistress, Rosina Bonetti, “My God! Would that someone rid me of that soft-brained bigot!” Brother Tullio, who also hated the count over money matters, readily agreed to kill the husband, and thus the murder plot was born. Dr. Secchi and Tullio first thought to poison the count but abandoned that method as being too slow. Next, they asked a Dr. Naldi to stab their intended victim to death, telling Naldi that his pay would be “anything you can find in the place.” The physician declined.


Frustrated, Tullio decided to kill the count himself. He used his mistress, the attractive Rosina Bonetti as bait. The woman enticed the count into a bedroom where Tullio, Linda, and Secchi were waiting. When the count was undressed, the gang attacked him with daggers, stabbing him to death.


Professor Murri uncovered the plot when, over several bottles of wine, his son Tullio weepily informed the old man of the killing. Tullio, his mistress Rosina, Countess Linda, and her lover Dr. Secchi, were placed on trial, found guilty, and given long prison terms.


BONNER, ANTOINETTE





Jewel Thief ■ (1892–1920)


Antoinette Bonner’s entire world revolved around diamonds. An immigrant from Rumania, the girl learned early how to determine the value of fine diamonds, her father, an expert in the field for years, teaching her how to determine the proper color and purity of the gems. In an era when lapidaries were rare, Miss Bonner became a great asset to the top jewelers of New York City. She established an office, and through her contacts with wealthy women in search of perfect diamonds, she conducted sales ranging into the millions. At the time Antoinette was in her early twenties.


For four years, 1910 to 1914, Antoinette was known as “the Queen of Diamonds.” Jewelers trusted her implicitly, turning over their diamonds to her without being paid and awaiting her spectacular sales. She would invariably return within a few weeks with their cash, hundreds of thousands of dollars; her commissions averaged $100,000 a year. There were those in the gem business, however, who warned that at some point the temptation of the diamonds would prove too great for Antoinette. Such temptation seemed apparent in early 1914 when she disappeared with diamonds estimated to be worth more than a million dollars. Detectives were put on her trail, which ended in Paris in May 1914. The gems were recovered—they were still in Antoinette’s possession—and she was arrested, protesting mightily that she had merely gone to Paris to negotiate a difficult sale, as was her usual custom. She was released, but it was several years before Antoinette regained the confidence of New York jewelers.


By 1920, her re-established reputation was such that a group of jewelers trusted her with seventy-five rare uncut diamonds, the value of which exceeded $500,000. These stones were sold to customers other than those specified by Antoinette, the jewelers learned. They were further alarmed when detectives in their employ reported that Miss Bonner had booked passage for Europe under an assumed name and had closed out her bank accounts. Police were alerted and soon burst into Antoinette’s posh New York offices.


They found her seated at her desk, jamming important papers into a briefcase and preparing to flee. When she was informed of her arrest for jewel theft, Antoinette Bonner opened a desk drawer, took out a small bottle, uncorked it, and saluted the officers, saying, “Go to hell!” With that she swallowed the contents of the bottle, strychnine, stood up, walked toward the dumbfounded officers, and then fell dead at their feet. The beautiful Queen of Diamonds was only twenty-eight when she finished her career with the kind of heady drama that typified her life.


BONNY, ANNE





Pirate ■ (? –1720)


Contrary to all the bestial rules scratched down upon the scrolls of piracy, at least two women were allowed to join the motley ranks of seagoing cutthroats during the golden age of buccaneers. For Anne Bonny and Mary Read, leading the lives of female pirates was an enviable though hazardous ambition, and these two hellions proved to be more terrible than any of their cutlass-wielding messmates sailing the Caribbean.


Of the pair, Anne Bonny’s early life gave no hint to the wild future she would embrace. Her father, William Cormac, was a successocl lawyer in Cork, Ireland, but a roving eye and a reckless sexual appetite ruined that career when he and his attractive housemaid, Peg Brennan, produced a child out of wedlock, Anne. Cormac, to stifle gossip, first dressed the child as a boy, pretending that Anne was the small son of friends who had been left in his care. Growing disgusted with this farce, Cormac moved away from his wife, taking his child and his mistress with him, openly living with her in a small cottage. His heavily Catholic patronage disappeared and Cormac, to survive, sailed with Peg and Anne for Charleston, South Carolina, seeking a fortune in the New World.


The disgraced lawyer became a successful merchant in Charleston, and, after amassing a great fortune, purchased a huge plantation. When Anne’s mother died, the young girl was thrust into the position of her father’s housekeeper, prematurely assuming arduous adult duties. As such, Anne toughened in her early teens. At age fourteen, she was described as having a robust body, one larger and stronger than expected for her years. The great chronicler, Daniel Defoe, who was to lionize Anne Bonny and Mary Read in his romantic General History of Pirates, portrayed Anne in these formative years as having “a fierce and courageous temper.”


[image: Anne Bonny, the Irish-American female pirate, terror of the Caribbean.]


More than once Anne lived up to that description. It was alleged that, in a raging fit, Anne scooped up a carving knife and slashed a serving girl to death, but this whispered gossip was never proved. It was known, however, that when a strapping Charleston youth waylaid Anne on a back road of her father’s plantation one night, the girl lashed out at her attacker with such fury and force that she broke the young man’s jaw and gave him so many other wounds that he was hospitalized for three months. The manner in which Anne used her fists would have been the envy of any latter-day John L. Sullivan.


Only a few years later an impoverished sailor, James Bonny, won the girl’s heart, and the two were married without Cormac’s approval. But Bonny was “not worth a Groat,” according to one historian, his real aim being to obtain Anne’s considerable inheritance. Her angry father reacted to the marriage by disowning Anne and forcing her and her avaricious husband from his plantation.


Bonny, ever the fortune-hunter, heard that Governor Woodes Rogers of New Providence in the Bahamas was determined to wipe out the pirates infesting the West Indies. The enterprising young man sailed for New Providence with Anne, applying to Rogers upon arrival for a position as informer. He was paid handsomely to loiter about the many brothels and taverns, turning in any cross-eyed sailor he suspected of piracy. All this disgusted his teenage bride, and more than once, she publicly upbraided her sleazy husband for his back-alley occupation.


When Governor Rogers declared an amnesty, pirates by the droves sailed into New Providence to claim royal pardons. One of these was the colorful brigand, John “Calico Rackham, so nicknamed because of his addiction to striped trousers, later to become part of the attire symbolic of pirates.


Rackham spotted the amply endowed Anne Bonny in New Providence and pursued her as would a cultured cavalier, plying her with expensive gifts and jewels he had filched throughout the Bahamas. Rackham had been the quartermaster for the much feared pirate Charles Vane. When Vane was captured and executed, Rackham took command of his sloop and crew, proving himself twice as dangerous as his one-time commander.


Anne quickly succumbed to the romantic overtures of the pirate, moving into a small house with him on New Providence. When her husband came to retrieve her, Rackham offered to buy Anne, exercising a then common though illegal practice of divorce by sale. Bonny not only refused to sell his wife but raced off to Governor Rogers to report his wife’s infidelity. Rogers had the young woman brought before him, thundering that she would be flogged unless she returned to her husband. Instead, Anne went back to Rackham, and both decided to go to sea, taking up the ways of the pirate.


Anne, Rackham, and some of Rackham’s old crew crawled undetected aboard the fastest sloop in New Providence one night, overpowering the guards and setting sail. Wearing the clothes of a seaman, and developing great skill with cutlass and pistol, Anne not only aided Rackham and his pirates in looting scores of merchant and fishing ships but more than once showed that she could be as terrible as her foulsmelling shipmates.


[image: The “Jolly Roger” flag flown by Calico Jack Rackham, Anne Bonny’s pirate lover.]


Anne, as would be Mary Read after joining the crew, was a fierce and uncompromising warrior who on boarding a ship wouldn’t hesitate to kill anyone in her path. Wrote Hugh R. Rankin in The Golden Age of Piracy: “One witness at their trial stated that the two [Anne Bonny and Mary Read] cursed and swore with the best of males, and never cringed from murder.” Though she sometimes wore female garb, Anne preferred men’s clothing, especially when in battle, wearing a man’s jacket, long trousers, and a handkerchief about her head. At such times she bristled with pistols, cutlasses, and knives.


One prize taken by Rackham was a Dutch ship. As was the pirate custom, the crew of the captured vessel was pressed into service aboard Rackham’s ship. Anne Bonny spotted a fair-complexioned youth among the new seamen, one so attractive that she inveigled the youth into her cabin. As she began to slip off the sailor’s jacket, Anne, “who was not altogether so reserved in point of chastity,” jumped back at the sight of female breasts.


[image: The first two female pirates, Anne Bonny and Mary Read.]


[image: Mary Read (left), fighting a duel to the death to protect the good name of her male lover.]


[image: Anne Bonny visiting her condemned lover Calico Jack and wearing female clothing, a rare occurrence.]


The sailor revealed herself to be Mary Read, who, like Anne Bonny, had been given to wearing men’s clothing most of her life, having served aboard a British man-of-war, and later as a cadet in an infantry regiment, and still later in the cavalry. Mary had fallen in love with one of her messmates and they had been married, settling briefly in Holland where they opened an inn, the Three Horseshoes, near Breda. When her husband died of illness, Mary, after several adventures, again donned the clothing of a sailor, and shipped aboard a Dutch vessel, the very one Rackham and Anne Bonny attacked and sank.


Anne took an immediate liking to Mary, promising to keep her secret from the lusty crew members. She did not count on Rackham, who, noticing the small kindnesses his mistress bestowed upon the young seaman, threatened to kill Mary. When Anne told the pirate his new conscript was female, Rackham swore the trio to secrecy.


The secret was short-lived. Mary Read fell in love with another seaman, one who had been pressed into service by Rackham, after accidentally revealing her womanhped to him—“ she suffered the discovery of her sex to be made by carelessly showing her breasts, which were very white.” The two became lovers, but the young sailor had no stomach for combat, and, when he was challenged by another pirate, the fearsome Mary Read took up the duel and, wielding a sword with the skill of a master, ran her lover’s opponent through, killing him instantly.


Rackham and his cutthroats drove Governor Rogers on New Providence to raging tirades over their attacks upon peaceful merchant ships. Rogers vowed to rid the Caribbean of these pirates and, in late October 1720, ordered a Captain Burnet to arm his sloop and capture the brigands.


On the day Burnet chose for his attack, Rackham’s ship lay off Jamaica, the crew half drunk, celebrating the capture of a merchantman that very day. They were also occupied in debating the fate of a Mrs. Dorothy Thomas, who had been taken capture in the raid. Most of the pirates, undoubtedly because of her sex, wanted to spare her, but two of the crew members viciously insisted the woman be made to walk the plank. Mrs. Thomas was later to state in court as she testified against Anne Bonny and Mary Read that she noticed their sex almost immediately: “By the largeness of their breasts I believed them to be women.”


As the crew debated Mrs. Thomas’s fate in a lower hold, Burnet and his men crept aboard Rackham’s ship, surprising the guards on deck. Mary, Anne, and one other sailor rushed to the deck, slashing out at the attackers with swords, battling wildly. Mary Read turned to glance down into the hold where the rest of the pirate crew were cowering. “Come up, you bastards, and fight like men!” she shrieked at them. When they refused, Mary withdrew two pistols and fired down at them, killing one pirate and wounding another.


The three were finally overpowered, and all the crew put in chains. Captain Jack Rack-ham, who had locked himself in his cabin, surrendered meeky to Burnet, his mistress Anne so disgusted that she spat in his face.


[image: Frontispiece of the 1725 edition of Defoe’s General History, showing Anne Bonny and Mary Read.]


The entire lot was taken to St. Jago de la Vega where they were put on trial and quickly convicted. All were to be hanged, including the murderous amazons. When the judge asked if there was any reason why they should not be executed, Anne and Mary replied in unison, “We plead our bellies,” insisting to the court that they were both pregnant. Under British law, no woman with child could be executed until delivering the infant. The flabbergasted judge stayed the execution of the two women.


On the morning of his execution, Anne Bonny was allowed to visit her pirate lover in prison. Rackham sat blubbering on his prison cot while his one-time paramour eyed him with contempt. Her only comment to him before wheeling about and leaving was, “Had you fought like a man, you need not have been hanged like a dog!” She was returned to her cell and Calico Jack was marched to the gallows.


Mary Read’s lover, being an impressed seaman, was set free, but Mary was held for execution pending the birth of her child. She never saw the hangman’s rope, dying of fever before her child was born. The fate of her female copirate, Anne Bonny, was enigmatic. After several stays of execution following the birth of her child, Anne suddenly disappeared from the New Providence jail. It was generally believed that her father, repentant at having sent his daughter away and into a life of crime, bribed the local officials and spirited Anne and her child back to South Carolina, where, under an assumed name, she lived deep into the eighteenth century, dying a grand dame of a vast southern plantation with nothing but female finery in her stunning wardrobe.


Both hellions were specially marked for historical note, being among the rare pirates to be given a ballad to themselves:




With pitch and tar their hands were hard


Tho’ once like velvet soft,


They weigh’d the anchor, heav’d the lead,


And boldly went aloft.





BORELLI, LaVERNE





Murderer ■ (1909— ?)


Discovering that her husband, Gene, had been making love to another woman, LaVerne Borelli, after fortifying herself with whiskey, returned to her San Francisco apartment on the night of May 9, 1946, removed her husband’s automatic from a bureau drawer, and shot him to death while he slept. Gene Borelli was younger than LaVerne, and her jealousy stemmed from that fact.


LaVerne was defended by the notable criminal lawyer Jake Erlich but proved reluctant to help in her own case. She had, in fact, attempted suicide after murdering her husband by swallowing strychnine and firing two shots into her


BOTKIN, CORDELIA





Murderer ■ (1854—1910)


Mistress of John Presley Dunning, AP Bureau Chief in San Francisco, Cordelia Botkin was a self-styled Bohemian, who had left her husband in Stockton, California, for the revelries of the Barbary Coast. Dunning’s long-suffering wife, Elizabeth, left her straying husband in 1896 to return to Dover, Delaware, the home ofher father, who was a U.S. congressman.


Throughout the following year, Mrs. Dunning received anonymous letters from San Francisco, taunting the woman with Dunnings’ extramarital relationships. The same letter writer later sent a box of candy to Mrs. Dunning, which arrived in Dover on September 9, 1898. Mrs. Dunning and some friends ate the candy, thinking it from a family friend. Elizabeth, along with Mrs. Joshua Deane, died in agony, three days later. Attending doctors determined that the women had been poisoned.
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Madam Polly Adler in 1931, during one of her many
court appearances.
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Alvin “Old Creepy” Karpis, staunch member of the
Barker gang, Fred Barker's lover, and procurer of
young girls for “Ma.”
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Mary Read (left), fighting a duel to the death to protect the good name of her male lover.
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rons, Mary insisted on modesty at her

hanging in 1752.
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Belgium's mass poisoner Marie Becker at the time of
her trial
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Mary Blandy begging her father's forgiveness for
poisoning him.
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The first two female pirates, Anne Bonny and Mary Read.
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Martha Beck and Raymond Fernandez, the doomed “Lonely Hearts Killers,” shown flanking their lawyer,
Herbert Rosenberg, while awaiting a verdict in their 1949 murder case.
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Two snapshots of the infamous Ma Barker, shown with her lover, Arthur V. Dunlop, whom she had killed after
tiring of him; “Ma” preferred women.
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The “Jolly Roger” flag flown by Calico Jack Rackham,
Anne Bonny's pirate lover.
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The murderous Kate Bender giving one of her spiritual talks.
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Arthur “Dock” Barker, the only one of Ma's sons who
was heterosexual.





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_021.jpg
Frontispiece of the 1725 edition of Defoe’s General His-
tory, showing Anne Bonny and Mary Read.
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An artist’s conception of Mary
Bateman and her sister witches
reveling in the rites of black
magic, 1809.
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British slay ret Allen in her customary man’s
suit.
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Mildred Bolton thought it funny that she be tried for
the murder of her husband in 1936.
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Anne Bonny, the Irish-American female pirate, terror
of the Caribbean.
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The murder of Thomas Arden, February 15, 1551.
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Kate Bender, leader of the “Bloody Benders” of Kan-
sas.
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Mary Bateman, circa 1805, shown dispensing some of
her magical charms.
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Anne Bonny visiting her condemned lover Calico Jack
and wearing female clothing, a rare occurrence.
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