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A LEGENDARY LEAP
by Joe Chetcult

ost internet search engines will direct
you to one of the most captivating act
of air piracy of its time: The Wednesday
November 24, 1971 hijacking of
Northwest Orient Airlines Flight 305 by a mystersou
individual whose name was presented to the public a
DB Cooper. The crime remains the only unsolved
skyjacking in U. S. aviation history. The interngiong
with numerous books written on the matter, can iplev
plenty of detailed information about this memorable
flight. It was a journey that was supposed to Haaen
a routine 170-mile trek across the skies from Bodlto
Seattle. Speaking as someone who lived through tha
news story as it unfolded, | can offer you a pectpe
on the general attitude of Americans toward thisnda

for us to throw newspapers onto house porches that
contained headlines of some aircraft being illggall
diverted from American air space to Cuba. Morentha
50 such hijackings occurred during the three-yeaiop
of 1969-1971 There were hardly any security measur
in effect in those days to prevent a weapon-tatiogk
from taking control of an aircratft.

| recall my first ever plane ride wheneil
to Orange County Airport in southern Californiahig
was in July 1971, and | boarded a Hughes Airwest |la
in San Francisco. There was no need to walk throug
any metal detection devices and | didn't have tptgm
my pockets in front of security personnel. Theteats
of my carry-on luggage weren’t scanned, and non-
ticketed family members were free to walk righttap

parachutist It was an attitude that evolved from an initiathe gate with me. A plane ticket and a boarding

feeling of astonishment to awe as the news spread
the airwaves on the eve of the Thanksgiving holiday

pass were all you needed in order to proceed, and n
accompanying form of identification was even

People were amazed that a normal-looking middletage required. But airport security sure transformeelit

man could so boldly jump out of a Boeing 727 jettin
while carrying $200,000 worth of extorted moneyheT
diver leapt into an evening rain storm, and forrove
forty years, his spectacular performance has rezdain
legendary in status.

This may sound odd by today's standards bu
was relatively easy for a commercial civilian jetoe
skyjacked in 1971. My older teenage brothers and |
were paperboys in California back then. It was wmm

soon after Cooper leaped into fame four months
later. The man bluffed his way to the tune of $200
by presenting a briefcase containing batteriessyir
and red sticks to a stewardess during a flighobut
Portland. The consensus has always been thatsis
a harmless briefcase, especially since the colbur o
dynamite is actually yellow and not red. The
deceiving "explosives" were convincing enough,
however, for Northwest Orient Airlines to deliver




the cash to Cooper as he sat in the plane while it
refuelled on the runway in Seattle. After the éfcase
bluff* succeeded, the installation of metal detestt
airports quickly became a major priority. The néad
this upgrade in security was further hastened vibign
Cooper copy-cats soon began to pop up and hijagisl
for ransom money, too. Fortunately, none of the
copy-cats got away with it. But nonetheless, the
authorities still bestowed a greater importanceetie
air travel, and the spark that got the ball rollngs
Cooper's well-executed exploits on Thanksgiving

previously parachuted out of the Boeing 727 with al
the loot. From that moment, the FAA looked for
measures to prevent passengers from controlling the
doors.

When | recall the attitude of Americanaaods
Cooper, it is best to first remember the mood ef th
people toward hijackers before the famous leap
occurred. These criminals were hated. Air piratese
looked upon as cowards who endangered the lives ol
innocent unarmed travellers. The persistent hijagsk
to Cuba were often motivated by political reasdas t

eve. An insurance company had to reimburse $180,00the average American citizen couldn't care a less

of the ransom money paid to Cooper, so obviouslyas
in the best interest of the insurance industrysi its
influence to encourage improvements in airport sgcu

Another public safety measure that went into effect
directly because of the hijacking of Flight 305 vilas
requirement that the pilot have control of all doon
commercial flights.. That wasn't the case on Ndwem
24, 1971. After the extorted money was deliveoed
him, Cooper safely released the passengers in&eatt
and then he ordered the plane to take off once
again. While the crew were isolated in the cogkpit
Cooper manually operated the "aft stair door" ef th
airborne Northwest Orient jet while standing alame
the cabin. The pilot had no idea whether or net th
skyjacker was still on board when the aircraft ¢uatty

about. Many hijackers were Spanish-speaking foesig
who simply wanted to get around the U.S. Governise
“travel ban" to Cuba. Not only did the Americarbj
loathe these foreign air pirates, they also became
frustrated that the Cubans did not even make these
hijackings a criminal offence until October 197&idel
Castro went to the Havana Airport in August 1970 to
prevent the capture of newly arrived hijackers, but
instead, the Cuban leader got his first look abaiBg
747 jet. That type of aircraft had just been consetly
hijacked to Havana. Americans looked down upon
these scofflaws and they offered no sympathy dball
other hijackers who were military deserters or arme
criminals on-the-run. These lawbreakers were tgppin
to obtain refuge in Cuba and not face extradition.
Skyjackers were held in contempt by the public, and
rightfully so. The only time ire wasn't directeplan
these crooks was when it became established that a
particular air pirate was a victim of mental illses
After the Cooper hijacking, the copy-cais bt
receive any long-lasting notoriety. For the mast p
not one of their names are remembered right off the
cuff. They weren't original thinkers, but instetitby
climbed aboard the Cooper bandwagon and were

looked upon as egotistical thrill-seekers. Theligub
didn't shed a tear when one of those copy-cats, a
former Green Beret named Richard McCoy, was
subsequently imprisoned and later killed in a shwoit
with the FBI.

So if this was the feeling toward hijackbedore
and after Cooper's leap, then you'd think that the
attitude of Americans toward Cooper himself would
be similar. But it is here where things did ndl ifato
place as one might expect. The hijacking of FIRDH
has never become a remembrance that incites anger
hatred. The mere mention of the name DB Cooper

landed in Reno. When a search of the plane wagmad provokes just as many smiles as it does serious

it was discovered that Cooper was long gone, having

expressions. It has been like this from the standi,




this unique public reaction has stood the tesinoé t

Look at all this memorabilia. Here we ar016
and all these items are selling on the internet in
commemoration of a skyjacking that occurred over
four decades ago. These souvenirs do bring back
memories. | distinctly remember seeing DB Cooper
hats and t-shirts being worn by his fans in Catifar
during the 1970s. My brother attended PortlandeSta
University in the autumn of 1977 and he returned
home telling us that DB Cooper was still a hot ¢opi
on campus. Not only was his merchandise purchased,
but also adventurous trips were often organized by
students in order to hunt down the ransom money.

People dreamt that the currency was loose in

the wilderness area where the jump was thought to
have been made. It was almost fashionable foegiaite
students in that part of the country to claim thent

on a DB Cooper hunt. The whole experience became
embedded into the social fabric of young collegiand
wide-eyed adventurers.

So why has this fugitive of justice beeratesl so
admirably by a good portion of the public for &lese
years? | think the number one reason is that npbod
received the slightest physical injury during the
hijacking. 1 suspect that this peddling of memdrab
would not happen if people had died as a resuiiof
crime. This wasn't like the skyjacking of Air
France Flight 139 where Israeli passengers were

targeted and death eventually ensued. (1) The &oop
hijacking was executed far differently. Peopleiced
that this air pirate did not physically hurt innate
travellers, and they took into account the wordthote
in the demolition field who agreed that the "braesfe
bomb" was most likely a fake.

Another reason for his popularity was duéh
fact that Cooper had deliberately employed measures
not to alarm his fellow passengers of what was
happening while they were in the air. He was not a
terrorist. The Northwest Orient jet circled Sesaftr
an additional few hours while the pilot announdeat t
a slight mechanical problem was delaying the lagdin
In reality, the delay was due to Cooper's demaat th
the delivery of the parachutes and money be coatelih
with the arrival of the plane.

Many people saw Cooper as a well-dressed,
reasonably articulate, English-speaking Americat wi
no political agenda. With all the Cuban shenarsgan
going on at the time, the Northwest Orient hijagkin
was perceived by some as an odd but refreshinggeha
to these types of crimes. Many Americans coulateel
to a man like Cooper. He didn't hijack this fligot the
purpose of promoting some screwball cause conceive
by a radical fringe group. His objective wasn'tdice

the Pentagon to end the war in Vietnam or tc
provoke the liberation of some jailed

received little support from the general public
in the early 1970s. Cooper purchased his
own cocktails on the flight during the
hijacking and he gave a tip to the
stewardess. He didn't take a hostage and
force the person to jump with him as was
- originally feared when he demanded four
parachutes. The middle-aged skyjacker
simply wanted the money. Yes he is guilty a
= Sin, but his demeanour did not inspire ferven
2 hatred from his fellow citizens. There was to
some extent a degree of organised safety ar
natural courtesy in his methods. For the mo:
part, these aspects of his persona were not
adversely received by the public.

One of the joys of being a paperboy badké
1970s was that we got to go "collecting" door-tado
on the first of the month at the homes of our
customers. It was a simpler age where people would

invite the paperboy into their homes and speak of
current events. They would pay the young lad his
money and add some candy or coins as a tip for his
delivery service. November 1st was always a gaod d
for collecting because we'd get the left-over Halen
treats as a bonus. Needless to say, when maleng th
collection rounds on December 1, 1971 the DB Coop
story became a dominant theme. Within 24 houes, th
man's great leap was enthusiastically discussed as
families assembled for the traditional Thanksgiving




dinner. From there the conversation naturally @dw
through neighbourhoods, schools, and workplaces.
Everybody wanted to share their opinions, so a
paperboy would hear a variety of comments duriisg hi
December 1, 1971 collection rounds. | recall that
majority of opinions on that day contained verfdit
animosity towards Cooper. With one daring dive, th
man captured the imagination of the public. Books,
television documentaries, and a motion picturerisigr
Robert Duvall followed in his wake. In current és)
we have seen the development of web sites in his

| can't deny that Cooper has a loyal farelzasl
has achieved respectable notoriety in many ciaies
society. The silly products depicting his crimettioue
to sell, his popularity is maintained in social naénd
nobody has ever successfully duplicated his féae
court of public opinion has often looked favourabpon
this skyjacker. This especially holds true whemnijtiry
consists of fellow American males. It was a dapfan
followed by a bold execution. Nobody got hurt and
Cooper took home the money along with all the
"glory". History has treated him kindly, and asdi

honour with message boards announcing when the nexgoes by, the accolades do not seem to let up olAmy

Cooper symposium will take place. Those gatherings
often occur in hotel conference rooms. The FBI has
never closed the book on the case, and the agency
receives new "tips" on the Cooper hijacking every
year. As a young paperboy, | figured that the @oop
story would linger on for a while, but | honestigal't
think it would last well into the next century..

Over the years the consensus is that the maavgot
with it. Nobody ever discovered his corpse or his
parachute despite the fact that the projected tenaiea
has been combed over for decades. The feelingders
that Cooper was a veteran parachutist, but nokpere
one. He knew how to strap himself into a parachute
without assistance, thus displaying his experiebag,
he foolishly neglected to ask for a crash helmeiaat
of his demands. No expert would have made that
mistake. | do not argue against the conclusioh tha
Cooper might have been an active participant in the
Viethnam War. 727s were used in that campaignderor
to parachute-drop supplies to ground troops. Cooyas/
have selected a 727 to hijack due to the knowlédge
gained about that particular aircraft during the.wahe
man also purposely asked for military-style paraesu
while the plane refuelled in Seattle, and durirgy th
landing approach to that airport, Cooper confidethe
stewardess about his knowledge about McChord Air
Force Base. (3) Vietnam personnel who droppe@drat
supplies out of the aft section of 727s were reglto
wear parachutes during their missions. They ad&bah
basic training in parachute jumping. The knowledge
acquired by crewmen from this training would have
been useful if an accidental fall occurred whileyth
conducted their duties during a flight.

personal assessment about him, | don't think mylmin
will ever change. | admit that he has won the tseair

many and his popularity is unquestioned. But when
a man opens a briefcase to a stewardess during an
airborne flight, and quietly implies the threatnofss
murder, | cannot bestow any admiration. No subseg
displays of courtesy, mannerly demeanour, or dex-d
escapes can tip the scale on this.

Hlja'cker remams at Iarge

FOOTNOTES

1. The hijackers took the plane to Uganda whegerith-Israeli
passengers were released and safely flown to Pafithe
remaining hostages, 102 were rescued when Lt.\Golatan
Netanyahu led a commando raid into Uganda. Netaunand
three hostages lost their lives in the raid. Ad hijackers and 45
Ugandan soldiers were killed.

The soldiers belonged to Idi Amin and were in suppbthe
hijackers. Netanyahu's younger brother would axadht become
the Prime Minister of Israel.

2. In January 1972, a D. B. Cooper copy-cat (GaBmck
Trapnell) hijacked a TWA flight and demanded ov@®$,000
in cash. The release of the incarcerated AngelasDeas also
included in his demands.

3. The Air Force Base was only a 20 minute drieenfthe
airport in Seattle. Two fighter jets were launcffiexin that base
to trail the Northwest Orient Airlines jet whilevtas in flight.

INTERNET SOURCES

http://simviation.com/hjg/aircraft/boeing/b727-16027-
100_northwest_orient_1969 051 _n463us.jpg

http://img.timeinc.net/time/photoessays/2008/10apjmearance/
disappearance_cooper.jpg

http://www.zazzle.com/db+cooper+gifts




By Mickey Mayhew

Boy, have | waited a long time for this book.

It had pride of place on my Christmas list, and g e

then there were whispers of a delay, due to a
change in the cover - for what it's worth, my

old photo montage cover). And then all of a
sudden Christmas had come and gone - and

no Krayology. | reconciled myself to it, although ==

not getting my own way never went down all
that well with Mrs Mayhew’s little marvel. So |

- = -
_g‘ JOHN

A‘l‘\l INDEPENDENT EXAMINATION OF THE RISE

wangled myself a word or two with Adam WOOC"BENNETT

head honcho of Mango Books, and proud

AND DEMISE OF THE BROTHERS KRAY: 1933-68

f o \....—-q

publisher of Krayology, and secured myself a =-=5%5

review copy courtesy of the Whitechapel Society
Journal. And they say that nothing in life is free!

But to the book itself.

Well, there have been many books about the
Brothers Kray over the years, from the original Kra
Bible, otherwise known as John Pearson’s ‘The
Profession of Violence’ (and it’s follow-up, ‘Theu@
of Violence’, a somewhat alarming title to consider
when you're dyslexic and the author’'s name mixes
in with said title), to books written by every Kray
henchman currently out of prison and still breaghin
It has reached the point now where it wouldn’t be a
all surprising to see something penned by the man
who glanced at Ronnie Kray once from across the
street on ¥ May 1967 and then went on with the
rest of his life before realising what a cash-cawds
sighting actually was. And you see, having been
present at several of the author’s talks in the, pas
that’s the sort of dry wit | was expecting fromghi
book. But John Bennett (I was told to drop the

the study of the genre for all of us who were ggtt
bit bored in calling ourselves Ripperologists. Frow
a Krayologist; | just haven’t submitted any of my
essays Yyet.

The book focuses firmly on the rise and fall of the
two bovversome bruvvahs from Bethnal Green,
drawing on a wide variety of sources and putting
forth a variety of new facts and also spinning a
distinctly different take on some of the more
well-known tropes of bruv lore. And it has fold-out
maps!! Fold-out maps of the Krays’ East End!! And
a family tree!! | was so psyched, | held the book
upside down and shook it, hoping for a 5-inch Renn
Kray in purple tux action figure with detachable
revolver accessory to fall out. The author — that’s
John Bennett, by the way — sweeps aside some of t
more fanciful claims about the Krays and cuts agsha
knife — see what I’'m doing here?! — and really gets
the bones of the business. This is Pearson’s Kitalg B
for the 22" century, and like Pearson, John Bennett

author’'s name in as much as possible) shrugs sff hi (ka-ching!) sets out his store in the book’s thatigh
sly comedic stance and instead skewers perhaps theafterword. Fans of the recent Tom Hardy movie

best follow-up to Pearson’s Kray Bible there could
possibly be, and at the same time firmly secures

‘Legend’ will be pleased to know that the bookas s
up-to-date that the film gets a mention, although n




the fact that Hardy’s Ron was clearly channellirg h
inner Tommy Cooper. Footnotes give the book an
added academic air, and the select bibliographly wil
point any potential Krayologist in the right direact
where further reading is concerned.

In short, and all attempted witticisms aside, Ira@n
recommend this book highly enough, and chances
are, if you’re a member of the Whitechapel Society,
you've bought it already! But if you're still in éh
process of deciding whether to buy it or not, trede

it from me that it is an essential addition to angr-
burdened Ripperology shelf - if for no other reaso
than to reassure your normal friends (if you hawg a
that you don’t spend all your time looking at gsain
mortuary photographs of dead women. No, you alsg
spend your time poring over the minutia of thedive
of a pair of dead gay (well one of them certainBs)v
gangsters who did good where their mum was
concerned. And finally, while most books often doag
of ‘never-before-seen’

photographs livening up the centre pages, theipics
Krayology really are true crime snapshot virgires, s
let your eyeballs lap ‘em up.

Krayology is published by Mango Books, and
available in all half-decent bookstores and online,
in both print and Kindle versions.
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special weekend conence tak
‘The Ripperologist’ 21st year of publication

and staged in conjunction with
Casebook: Classic Crime.

Join us for two days of top-notch speakers
and special events.

SATURDAY, 3 SEPTEMBER
SUNDAY, 4 SEPTEMBER
Ripperologist 21st Birthday Conference
Casebook Classic Crime: Watching the Detectiveg

Announced so far:
RICHARD JONES, CONFERENCE MC
PROF CLIVE EMSLEY
GLENN CHANDLER
DAVID WICKES
DAVID THOMPSON
CHRIS PAYNE

Organisers: Adam Wood and Frogg Moody

Conference venue:
The Wesley Hotel, Euston, London NW1

Cost: Two days of talks, lunches, teas & coffees

Saturday evening dinner and after dinner talks:
£110 per person.

As above but without dinner and after dinner talks
£80 per person.

A £50 deposit can be paid by going
to our website at:-

I'T WOULD BE A CRIME
TO MISS IT!




effield is one of the largest cities in the UK{ ire

the annals of famous crime, seems to have been
nder-represented as a setting for tales of viflain

and gore. Fleetingly mentioned in a couple of fasnou

cases, Sheffield was the Alamo to Peter Sutcliff@ss stand as a |

brutal killer, and the destination to which thedesuffering wife
of Reginald Christie would often disappear, leavieg husband
alone in the house of hidden horrors that theyeshar

Yet, from this city came one of the mostigiing, and
notorious criminals of the %entury. A murderous burglar,
who is still studied by a handful of scholars aigtdrians; yet

is largely unknown to most crime and history buftgside of
the South Yorkshire area.

His wax effigy in Madame Tussaud’s Chamifaforrors
was once a popular attraction, given his uniquesiziay
appearance, yet the incredible tale of his life amches began
to disappear almost as soon as the wax was mettedered
down to form the likeness of some other scoundrel.

The story of Charlie Peace paints a pictidir@ small and
deformed man with a famously volatile temper, bithwan
irrepressible passion for the arts, and who cotikflig claim to
be the most wanted man in Britain. It is almoseabus crime
itself that the fascinating story of this crimirg@nius has been
allowed to slowly disappear from the history books.

Peace Delivered to Angel Court

Born in Angel Court, Central Sheffield, o#i"May 1832,
Charles Peace was the son of a former wild beastria
who had settled down to work as a shoemaker ardliv
suburban , and respectable, life. It was from &ikér that
Charlie inherited his love of animals and the arts.

He became a talented violinist at an eagly, 30 much so
that he was described as The Modern Paganini obilteef the
local concerts in which he often performed. He &lad a flair
for the Japanese art of Origami.

However, it was an accident whilst workirsgaan apprentice
at a local steel rolling mill that was to changs, hintil now,
relatively happy life. Struck by a piece of red btael, Peace lost
two fingers from his left hand, and was left witte tcharacteristic
limp that would stay with him until his death.

For such a talented violinist, and Origamtiheisiast, the loss
of his fingers must have been a substantial blow,ibwas after
his recovery, full of anger and pain, that Peaaesetio earn his
money by other means.

By the age of twenty, the disillusioned Rehad become
something of a habitual burglar. His small, wirgatare and
renowned athleticism was perfect for the purposshatning up
drainpipes and squeezing through windows in thel déaight.

However, he wasn'’t yet the criminal mastewiiie was to
become, as police records show that he had setvedsa four
custodial sentences by the time he reached hidhiriiks.

Once known as a respectable young man, Peace wea man to

avoid at all costs.

He was also a man who learnt from his mestaknd began
to travel further afield to commit his crimes, efally selecting
his opportunities. It is known that in his latereer, he crossed
the Pennines to ply his trade in and around Mariehes

Indeed, it was in Manchester that he meidow, Hannah
Ward, who had a young son named Willie. The couglee
soon married, and had a daughter of their own,yldtowever,
this change of home life did not deter Peace framying on
his criminal activities.

If anything, it was during this period thrace’s criminal
mind developed into that of an immoral genius, didg another
accident that was to leave him with further disfeguent, but
also opened up a whole new world of criminal palsib

The Changing Face of Evil

When living as a criminal, traits such dsrgp and a
disfigured hand are a serious disadvantage, magtergification
far easier than that of a nondescript, instantfgéttable person.
Peace had to rethink his strategy, and a brokersjstained
during a robbery was to be the answer.

By the time his injury had healed, Peacedlisred that he



ACETur BURGLAR DI
was able to dislocate his jaw at will, somethingolilchanged
his appearance so much that he almost could hareddifferent
man to anyone who approached him in the street.

He had also learned that he could suffusédue with blood
to alter his colouring. That combined with his cgeable jaw line
meant that he could take on the appearance of @edatece man
at relatively short notice.

He also dabbled with means of changing diswing in a
more permanent way, experimenting with oils andgsito stain
his skin, finally settling for walnut juice as hislourant of choice.
This chameleon —like way of changing his appearbelieved
to have helped him escape the police on many autssi

It was at this point that Peace decidedithaas safe to
return to his hometown, and moved the family t@mé in the
eastern Sheffield suburb of Darnall, right in tiitg’s industrial
heartland. The busy streets and thriving factosiesld provide
a more anonymous setting for his exploits.

Finding a home at 40 Victoria Place, Pedse ased the
opportunity, and much of the proceeds from his egnto set
himself up with his own legitimate business, whiedis to
double as the hub of his criminal enterprise.

His artistic background allowed him to beeoanguilder and
picture framer, whilst also selling musical instemts. It would
appear that Peace was resuming his love of theaamtisrecreating
for himself the respectable appearance that héomagdsince lost.

However, Peace became something of a Dickerf@gin to
a few criminal amateurs who operated in the poareas of the
city. His talent for disguise and the techniquesriéduring a
long criminal career stood him apart from theseeramateurish
youngsters, who looked up to him as an inspiration.

But Peace was too clever to divulge his w@sto more
than a handful of fledgling criminals - it wouldese that he
wanted to keep his secrets, but also had a dede dede
recognised, and lauded, for his unique skills.

The real talent behind his public appearavas now his air
of respectability, however, this new and improvedracter would
have soon been exposed if anyone had realisedtbsttof the

Ak i b |

items on sale in his shop were stolen from houskshiol other
areas of the city!

It was while living in Darnall that Peacesria meet the
family who would play a leading role in his downfalnwittingly
angering the beast that still raged inside the Hagkt of this
twisted and disfigured soul.

The Unwelcome Guest

The Dyson family lived next door but onegtie Peace
residence. Arthur Dyson was a civil engineer, \Wwhd travelled
considerably, and met his Irish wife, Katherinejlsthworking
in America. The two had a five year old son, andenbe epitome
of suburban respectability, at least outwardly.

Peace was commissioned to frame some ddysen’s
family portraits, and was immediately smitten wiitle tall,
attractive Mrs Dyson, known as Kate to her frierlscprisingly,
she reciprocated, and began to attend concertethadevents
with the short, ugly, and disfigured Peace.

It would seem that the Dyson household waghe picture
of domestic bliss it publically portrayed. Kate redeputation
amongst family and friends as a heavy drinker, siveland her
husband were known to argue frequently.

The unlikely romance between Charlie andcekaew; the
two were even photographed together at the Shetffiair. As
the house between the two residences was emptg|l&ysvay
became their meeting point, and their extra-matijats became
more and more frequent.

Arthur Dyson was aware of the friendshipazstn the two,
but one would suspect he was blissfully unawatheiffair, as
he often allowed Peace to visit the family in tHeme, and
even encouraged their numerous social engagements.

However, it would appear that the penny begadrop in
June 1876, as Arthur began to become annoyed aeBea
constant presence in his home. It was at this gbaitDyson
told Peace he was no longer welcome in his home.

This was clearly not to Kate’s liking, artteshegan to send
affectionate notes to Peace, detailing her husisasaily agenda,
and informing him of when it was safe to visit theuse.
However, it would appear that the long-sufferinghiur got
wind of this, as he produced a note of his own.

In a gentlemanly manner that would seem atriaughable
in this day and age. Dyson left a note in the yHrBeace’s
home, reading;" Charles peace is requested notedfére with
my family.”

This appears to have been the catalystrilygered Peace’s
violent temper, and shortly after, as the two mame upon each
other in the street, Peace deliberately trippedobynd walked
away laughing to himself.

That evening, Kate was standing outsidehbene, in
conversation with two friends about the incidertinee=n Peace
and her husband, when Peace strode across tooime and
demanded to know if they were talking about him.

Kate, who it would seem though the incideas a step too
far, and had taken the side of her husband, refiigicthey were.
With a face like thunder and a menacing voice, P@aoduced a
revolver and shouted; “l will blow your bloody heaff and your
husband’s too.”

The police were immediately informed by tegified Kate,
and a warrant was granted for Peace’s arrest tktenm@rning.
However, knowing that he had gone too far, Peadedanded
up his family in the dead of night, and abscondeteahad done
so many times before.

The family took temporary lodgings in Hullhere Mrs
Peace found work at some dining rooms, and Chartieided
extra income by resuming his career in burglarghédgh on
the run from the police, Peace was bolder nowetat, and



used his talent for disguise more and more fredyent

It is known that during this time, Peaceireéd to Sheffield
several times, but was never identified or questibT his is
probably due to the fact that, in disguise, he hery little
resemblance to the man wanted by South Yorkshiliegpo

The dust had began to settle in the Dysanehby this point,
and Arthur was more than relieved to be free ofatim®rous
criminal that had plagued his family over the fast months.
Yet he took the precaution of moving the familyataew home,
some six miles away in the suburb of Banner Cross.

However, the day of the move was to be spdily the return
of Peace, who had clearly been fed informatiorodhé Dyson’s
whereabouts, possibly by one of his criminal cahofis the
wagon carrying the Dysons and their possessiorsdgup
outside the house. The front door opened, and #teoel Charlie
Peace.

The bad penny had returned, and brought kiftha warning
to Arthur. Blocking the doorway

appeared elderly and stooping, entered the grooide house,
and the policemen split up to follow him.

A few minutes later, Constable Beanland th¢an shots
being fired, and ran to investigate. He was joibg@ passer-by,
Mr Simpson. In the darkness they found ConstablekQCaho
had been shot in the chest. He died within the heut.

However, the unknown, stooping assailanthadaged to
flee the scene, and without a positive identifmatio rely on, the
police had to act on evidence that was circumsthittisay the
least. Reports from the Royal Oak gave them a rap#ad a set
of names to pin the crime on.

The Habrons were immediately arresteti@buthouse in
which they were all sleeping. In what could havsesioly been a
fabrication, the police claimed that a light wasirguished
within the outhouse as they approached; this weedysa sign of
guilt?

The three were taken to Northumberland $pekce station
and locked up until an investigation

and grinning from ear to ear, Peace,
announced; “You see, | am here to
annoy you wherever you go.”

A heated argument took place
in the street, during which, Dyson
reminded Peace of the warrant
which was still out for his arrest.
This was laughed off by Peace, whg
claimed not to care for the warrant,
or the police.

Peace did, however, take his
leave, and called into a nearby shoy
for some tobacco, before once agai
disappearing into the distance. He
wouldn’t be seen again in Sheffield
for several months, but during this
time, he took a step further down th:
ladder of depravity.
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Trans-Pennine
Peace

Knowing that the police would
have been informed of his little ‘
show in Sheffield, Peace travelled
to another of his old haunts, ;
Manchester, where a terrible crime was about todoemitted -
one which would shock the north of England.

John, William and Frank Habron were brothe#so had
travelled from Ireland to work as farm labourershia Manchester
area. They were employed by a farmer, Francis Deakio
owned a large piece of land in the affluent are#/bhlley Range.

The three slept in an outhouse on the famd,were known
for both their hard work and honesty, but alsortlexiendary style
of revelry. The brothers were no strangers to stidnmk and
womanising. It was after one of these drunken sigit two of
the brothers were summoned by a local policeman.

Constable Nicholas Cock cautioned Williand dohn for
being drunk and disorderly, and, although the chagpinst
John was dropped, William was fined for his behawiat the
local magistrate’s court.

After the hearing, the three went to thealqub, the Royal
Oak, to celebrate their light slap on the wrist, &sithe beer
flowed, they were said to have made several thnezje
comments with regards to their treatment by Corst&bck.

That night, the unfortunately-named policemas on duty
with his colleague, Constable Beanland, when tlagicad a man
loitering near the gate of a recently vacated holike man, who
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of the murder scene could be carried
out in the morning. This was to be
the last night the three would spend
together.

A footprint at the crime scene
was matched to a boot owned by
John Habron, and some empty
cartridge shells were found in
William’s waistcoat pocket. The
youngest brother, Frank, was later
released without charge, but the two
older brothers were sent for trial at
Manchester Assizes.

The trial began on #MNovember,
and the prosecution were adamant
that one of the two brothers was the
cold-blooded killer of a policeman
in the line of duty, a crime so serious
that only the harshest punishment
would suffice.

Several witnesses claimed to
have heard the threatening comments
made in the Royal Oak, and one
eyewitness even claimed to have
seen William inspecting a revolver
in an ironmonger’s shop in the after-
noon of the day in question.

Despite the testimony of the passer-by, MigSon, who
still maintained that the man was elderly and sitogpConstable
Beanland positively identified the tall, young, Waim Habron as
the killer of his colleague.

Francis Deakin, the Habron’'s employer was/awed of
their innocence in this matter, and even claimed tie waistcoat
in which the shells were found had been his, whielhad given
to William, and probably left the shells in thelienkelf.

The jury took two and a half hours to rede#ir verdict. John
Habron was found not guilty, while William was falfguilty of
wilful murder, with a recommendation for mercy, the grounds
of his youth.”

An appeal would come later, and, handingrtve only
punishment allowed by law for the killing of a pmiman, the
judge donned his black cap and sentenced nine&samoyd
William Habron to the gallows.

While spending the next month in thademned cells,
William maintained his innocence, and was evenyugianted
a reprieve by the Home Secretary, Mr Cross, to lparaitude
for life, but not on the grounds of his innocenuet on the
grounds of his age.
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Given the convict number of 1547, Williambian was
transported to Portland Prison, situated on Pattlaland near
Dorset. He would not see freedom, or his brotHersa long time
yet.

The trial of William and John Habron had b@emedia
sensation, and the courtroom had been full to imgr$or the
whole duration. Many people had wanted to witnessge being
carried out against the killer of a local policeman

One such spectator, who could have beeritiedcas elderly
and stooping, watched the proceedings intently fitaenpublic
gallery, remained in place until the death sentevas handed
down. He then boarded a train to Sheffield. That'siaame was
Charlie Peace.

he had dropped a package containing some notdetieic.

When examined by the police who arrived aistime later,
the package was found to include the note whichurbyson
had left in the yard to warn Peace to leave hislfeatone. It
also contained the notes sent between Peace aadigabn.

Dyson was taken to the house of the locapkeeper, Mr
Gregory, before being carried to his own home, e was
propped up in a chair. By this time he was senselad moments
from death. He died at 10:30pm, just before theafaarrived.

Dr Benson found that the bullet had entéhedeft side of
the forehead, and was lodged in Arthur Dyson’srbrBeace
could not have made a more accurate shot if hébad five
yards closer, and in broad daylight.

The “Banner Cross Incident”

Buoyed by his remarkable, and callous, esdagpm the law,
Peace decided to try his luck even further. Hernetd to Banner
Cross, and the scene of his previous attempt athmeisat the
expense of the Dyson family.

He asked a woman in the street to take @ taohis once-
beloved Kate, asking her to meet with him, butwioenan flatly
refused and took her leave of this strange littsnmAfter
prowling the streets for a while in search of a seeger, Peace
headed for a local pub.

Outside the Banner Cross Hotel, Peace beeageged in
conversation with a labourer named Charles Bragsmng he
conversation soon moved to the Dyson family, aresBington
walked away as the comments became more and nferesne.

Meanwhile, at the Dyson’s home, Kate joidethur in the
parlour, after putting their son to bed. Little ditty know that
their tormentor had returned, and was about to rhakenost
frightening appearance yet. After a while, Katedezhinto the
yard to use the outside lavatory. It had alreadyvgrdark, and
she fumbled her way through the yard, before ctptiie door o
f the privy. Moments later, as she opened the dsiw,was
greeted by a sight that would terrify her to hemneore.

Charlie Peace stood in front of the privyhaa revolver
in his outstretched hand. “Speak, or I'll fire” Bleouted at the
terrified woman. Kate screamed and backed intgthsy, locking
the door as she made her futile escape attempt.

Arthur Dyson heard the scream and came mgsindm the
house into the yard. On hearing her husband cortetoescue,
Kate came running out of the privy toward her husb®y this
time, Peace had begun to flee the scene.

Dyson pushed past his hysterical wife ancegdnase. The
two men ran through a passage, down some stepataral
forecourt. Peace, having had a head start, wasteDyson to
emerge from the darkness, before firing a shotsrdmection.

The shot missed, but Peace again pullettitiger, this time
the bullet hit Dyson in the forehead, and he feliite ground just
as his wife caught up with the chase. She screatiadger! You
villain! You have shot my husband!”

By this time, Peace had scaled a gardenamallwas
disappearing across the pitch black fields tow#ndsarea of
Greystones. But he had made a rare error. In Isi€ ta escape,

A few hours later, Kate had regained her posare enough
to give a statement to the Sheffield and Rotherhatapendent.
The following excerpts are taken from that vergimtew;
“Peace is a picture frame dealer by trade. Henima of very bad
character...when he came to live by us in Darhallwvanted to
make disturbances between me and my husband..afeeseat
first a very kindly man, having birds and parratsl o on. He
enticed people to go in and talk Mr Dyson usedaang but
after a while Peace seemed to put an evil eye pangsthen he
threatened my life.”

She went on to describe the events leading the murder
of her husband, giving every detail as to his harent and
threats towards the family. She then describectimolvn words
the events of that night.

It is interesting that her long statemenitams no references
whatsoever to her short-lived relationship with ¢&an fact, she
goes out of her way to paint a picture of a wickadl man, a
man who had finally succeeded in destroying heilfam
“He is connected with low, bad places in every eitylanchester,
Liverpool, and other towns. He told Mr Dyson so. Biyson said
he was a very bad man, which he knew from somegsthe
saw. We removed her partly to get rid of him. He tdr Gregory
(the shopkeeper) he should follow us wherever wetwée has
told people Mr Dyson owed him hundreds of poundsidia
defamer and a murderer — that is the only name ced him.”

Mayhem in the Midlands

The inquest was held at the Banner Cross|Hand
several documents created during the hearing n&aeePas the
killer. It was then that Sheffield police issuedescription of
Peace, to be circulated around every police far¢be country.
“Very slightly built, height 5 feet 4 inches, hairey; lacking one
or more fingers from his left hand; cut marks oa biack of both
hands; cut marks on his forehead; walks with rds \eide apart;
speaks somewhat peculiarly, as if his tongue wasati@e for his
mouth, and is a great boaster.”

For any other wanted man, a descriptiondbisiled would
have led to their capture in no time. However, Gadteace’s
talent for disguise again came to the fore, as éieaged to
create a new identity, hiding his distinguishingtfees with
extraordinary success.



He fashioned a tube, into which he placeddisfigured
hand, he then attached a hook to the end of theg giing the
appearance of an entirely missing left hand. Adagnalso used
walnut juice to alter his skin tone. Christeningnbelf “One
Armed Jemmy”, he travelled the length of the coymitying his
trade as a burglar in Bristol, Derby, Nottinghand &xford.
When he had made enough money and the hunt fowhsdying
down, he returned to his long-suffering family inlH

The fruits of his disguise were so impresghat he even
managed to fool his own daughter on his returnwiden’t to stay
in Hull for long, as he once again fired his revalduring a rob-
bery, this time missing completely.

The risk of staying around was too greatl Brace once
again left the scene, this time travelling to Nwgtiam, where he
became romantically attached to a thirty year altbw by the
name of Susan Grey.

It wasn’t long before the two were livingyigher. They
forged the tale that they were man and wife, Mr isind
Thompson. Carrying on with his life as a burgthe two lived
happily for a short time in the relative safetyNafttingham.

However, one night, police attended thembowishing to
guestion Peace in regards to a burglary that Hehtplace in the
vicinity. The risk of capture was too great, anttasomehow
persuading the police to leave the room while lessid, Peace
escaped through the window.

This time he fled to the teeming anonymity.ondon, taking

lodgings in Lambeth. He sent for Susan, and thestaded a new

life together in the city. Once again, Peace tadkap which sold
musical instruments, and the proceeds of his manyléries.

Unbelievably, Peace also sent for his fanmilifull, lodging
them in the house next door to the one that heeghaith Susan
Grey. One can only assume that his actual wifetfielt Peace
could provide for them, and made the best of a haitinig
experience.

Lying Low in London

Having dyed his hair black, and now sportiognd
spectacles, similar those one would imagine a loéerk to wear,
Peace was now a picture of respectability, howdvisr,
relationship with Susan Grey had soured, to thatpehere he
described her as “a dreadful woman for drink andfsn

On 18 October 1878, Peace had noticed an unusually high

police presence in the vicinity of his premises.ddeided to hole
himself up in his house, blaming Susan Grey fqitig off the
police to his whereabouts.

That evening, the doorbell rang, and ordbisrstep stood a
policeman. Having escaped justice for so long, Pelgcided to
make another attempt at escape, and jumped thibegtining
room window and ran down the garden path. He tutoede lone
policeman, waving his revolver, shouting “Keep hawkby God,
I'll shoot you.” Unfortunately for Peace, ConstaBlebinson was
made of tougher stuff, and lunged at him, as Péeezbthree
shots, all of them missing the mark.

Another shot was fired, which pierced thégemnan’s right
arm, but still he came, he wasn’t going to let thiin escape.
The criminal career of the murderous Charlie peemeld be over
within seconds.

Disarming Peace, Constable Robinson hituaitin the
revolver several times, and had over powered otieeofnost
wanted men in history by the tie his colleaguesetorhis
assistance. A search of Peace’s pockets an artaglsf including
a crowbar and jemmy.

Initially charged with the wounding of Coalste Robinson,
Peace was held in Park Row police station, butrbé&sidentity
was soon to be discovered. It would appear thatdsea good
judge of character.

Susan grey had indeed betrayed him, and had claanfa®0
reward. His real family tried to flee back to Huilit were
arrested for possession of stolen goods, and substy
returned to London to also receive justice.

Peace was tried at the Old Bailey for thierapted murder
of Constable Robinson, under the name of John Wadieds
Charlie Peace. The jury took little time to conviain, given the
strength of the evidence against him.

Before being sentenced to penal servitudéféy Peace
was allowed to say a few words, and he remaindxbastful,
and deceitful as ever; “My Lord, | have not beenyalealt with,
and | swear before God | never had the intentidkilkohe
policeman...If | had the intention to kill him, dald have easily
done it.”

A Different Kind of Homecoming

Early in the morning of 22January 1879, Peace was placed
in handcuffs and boarded the 5:15 train to Sheffigth two
warders, to stand trial for the murder of Arthurdoy. He had
already made this journey once before, to enteplew at a
preliminary hearing.

During the first journey, the warders haddiae annoyed
at the number of times Peace made excuses to tleawarriage
to use the lavatory. This time, they came equippit
waterproof bags, which could be used, then thraemfthe
train window.

As the train passed through Worksop, Noktamgshire,

Peace asked for one for the bags, the chain thatdbhis hands
was slack enough that he could attend to himsedf e faced
the widow to empty his bladder into the bag.

As one of the warders pulled down the windowlispose
of the bag, Peace made an extremely dangeroushieamh the
window, only to find that his foot had been caugione of the
warders.

Frantically kicking and flailing, Peace etdly managed
to kick of his shoe, and fell hard onto the fropeound beneath.
The other warder had been frantically trying tol plug
communication cord, which inexplicably had not weuatk



By the time the cord had been pulled by @agsrs further
down the train, Peace was some distance awayhisuirne, he
would not be making his escape. He had tried ooapestoo
many, and his luck had run out.

He was found lying near to the track, blagdrom his head
and unconscious. It wasn'’t long before he camedpoomplain-
ing that he was freezing to death, and in great.pédwever,
he received no sympathy, and he was delivered &€l in the
guard’s van, arriving at the court at 09:20am. Hg time, the
court was aware of the events that had taken pladhe train.
The packed courtroom was told that Peace woulebeiving
treatment, and the trial would go on without himtbat day.

He had a severe concussion and a terrible seound.

It was not until 38 January that Peace was fit to appear in court,

and on this day, he was told that he would be @igdeeds
Assizes, due to the gravity of his crime.

The trial itself was a one-sided affairti@s number of
witnesses and the amount of evidence against Resreequite
overwhelming, indeed, when given chance to spea#c®chose
not to repeat the bravado of his previous speecbunt, he
simply muttered “it's no use me saying anything.”

The judge, Mr Justice Lopes had heard engciinig
habitual and violent criminal would never be a nment
society again.

“For that | done, but never intended”

Donning the customary black cap, the judge hanad&¢hd

the only sentence that was available to him in suchse, Charlie

Peace was to be taken from this place, to a plaerexution, and
then hanged by the neck until he was dead.

Surprisingly, it would appear that Peaceétbeed of the
warning given to him by the judge, in which he add him to
“prepare for eternity.” He became penitent, and aasodel
prisoner until the day came for him to meet his emak

He chose to do the right thing, and admittethe murder of
Constable Cock. It would appear that he had beskedawith
guilt over the imprisonment of William Habron, ahe took this
opportunity to make amends.

Habron was immediately released, and waatket be
awarded £800 in compensation, a small fortunedsdtdays. He
was also given a pardon by the Home Secretary,isvhelieved
to have been extremely embarrassed by the whae.aff

On the day before his execution, Peace v&ited by his
family, who had now chosen to forgive him for therpand

shame he had put them through. After saying a ptagether,
Peace handed his wife a card, and on it was a gesgasich he
asked to be printed as his funeral card. It readMemory of
Charles Peace, who was executed at Armley Prisoesday
February 28 1879, For that | don (sic) but never intended.”

On the freezing cold morning of his executiBeace was in
good spirits, eating a hearty breakfast and comigigiabout the
bacon. He even made a joke as the warder compléia¢the was
spending too much time in the lavatory, saying; tYase in a hell
of a hurry, are you to be hanged or am 1?”

“Can Mr Marwood Cure This
Bad Cough of Mine?”

In such a tale as this, it is often the dhséthe victims are
forgotten, such is the fascination in the storyhef killer himself.
However Charlie Peace was a criminal mastermind aan
fascinating character.

That isn’t to say that he wasn’t an evil algghraved man,
that he certainly was, but the story of Charliedeeshould live
on, alongside tales of the Ripper and other fanvillzsns of our
nation’s darker, and more macabre history.

Perhaps it is fitting then, that the lastivear of this story
comes from the man who extinguished the spark biethie eyes
of Charlie Peace, the Hangman (Mr William Marwowdhio once
and for all rid the country of this mischievous eherrer, and
master of disguise.

“A firmer step never walked to the scaffold...| ackd his
bravery; he met his fate like a man; he acknowlddgs guilt...
During the seven years | have officiated as aniauer, | never
met a man who faced death with greater calmness.

“The bravery was an outcome of his nature, he wasrant alike
of weakness and timidity... he had been suffeningifa bad
cough for days, and the night before his executiersaid to one
of his warders ‘I wonder whether Mr Marwood canecthris bad
cough of mine?’

“A man who jokes about being hanged to cure a casiglo
coward.”

Charlie Peace died instantly, and is buvi&tin the
precincts of Armley Prison.

Ben Johnson’s debut book, “Charlie Peace — Murder,
mayhem, and the Master of Disguise”, a full length
account of the extraordinary life and times of QikdPeace
and those who knew him well, is released in Au@@st6
by Pen and Sword Books.
Visit www.benwjohnson.org for updates and details o
his other upcoming publications.
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MURDER, MAYHEM AND
THE MASTER OF'DISGUISE |



The

We follow on from the article charting the crimds o
Charlie Peace with this account of the shootinB@fCock

t was just before midnight on Tuesday 1 August 1876
and PC Nicholas Cock was patrolling his regulait bea
a leafy suburb of Manchester. It was a cloudy,doyt
evening and there was little moonlight. The pobécer
was walking along a wide footpath, overhung witkes,
towards the edge of his beat at a major intersectiarked
by the ‘Jutting Stone’. Two men joined him for tireal few
yards: PC James Beanland and law student, Johreiass
Simpson, on his way home after a night out. Afterthanging
pleasantries, Simpson left the others and contiongus way.
Simpson was 150 yards away when he heardotud
shots ring out. He turned round to see flashewgbf behind
him in the pitch black. Hearing screams of, ‘Oh rdau,
murder; I'm shot, I'm shot’, he rushed back to spet, where
he had met the officers, to discover PC Cock sluhmpethe
pavement near the garden wall of a large housen Evine
dim light, Simpson could see the unmistakeable sifiblood
spreading across his chest: Nicholas Cock had $tesn
Nicholas Cock was 21 years old and had beére
police force for just eight months. Born in 1854.iakeard,

[atal shoofing

01 PC COCK

By
Angela Buckley

Cornwall, he was originally a copper miner buteaft
becoming unemployed, had moved to Cumberland té& asr
a mining engineer. He joined the Lancashire Condap on
13 December 1875, transferring into the Manchd3téasion
on New Year's Day. Cock was 5 feet 7 %2 inches wth

a pale complexion, brown hair and grey eyes. He was
unmarried. The newspaper reports described hinfi as o
medium stature, and ‘very powerfully built’. Thechds
referred to him as ‘the little Bobby’, perhaps daéiis youth
or lack of experience.

The fatal shooting of PC Cock took place twiles from
the city centre of Manchester, at West Point, atjon of
three main roads, bordering Chorlton-cum-Hardy \afichlley
Range. This relatively affluent area was quiteassd, with
fields, farms and large residential houses. WherCBck and
his companions stopped for a brief chat on that deght,
they spotted a stranger making his way around diheec into
Seymour Grove, the road leading into Old Traffdrde man
passed under the flickering light of the gas lamg paused,
appearing hesitant about which way to go. He waspsd
and his gait was uneven; key details about whictBB&hland
and John Simpson would later disagree. The manwgasing
a short brown coat and a chimney pot hat.

After Simpson had left, the two police offis decided to
investigate further and PC Beanland followed the tosvards
a vacant house, a little way up Seymour Grove. Baan
entered the property through the garden gate ddchise
lantern up to the windows to peer inside. He ttredoor,
but it was locked. Satisfied that the house waargete
turned back towards West Point.

In the meantime, PC Cock had followed hiteegue,
unaware that the suspected felon had doubled befokeh
reaching the house. In an attempt to escape, theatmeost
ran into PC Cock and fired the first shot wide agaaning.
When he realised that it had failed to deter tliead, the
would-be burglar shot him at point blank rangehia thest.
PC Beanland ran back to West Point to find hiseagjue
bleeding on the ground.

PC Beanland blew his whistle and soon mifieens
arrived on the scene. They hailed two passing rsgihimen,
who transported Cock in their cart to the locabsuy. By the
time Cock was settled on Dr Dill's sofa, it was abhlam.
The bullet had passed through his ribs into hisagiolumn,
causing a massive haemorrhage.

Dr Dill tried to revive the semi-consciouslipe officer
with brandy and water, but ten minutes later hel.die



THE ARREST

As soon as Superintendent James Bented¥iinchester
Division, received the news that PC Cock had b&enh e
knew who had committed the act: ‘| suspected tiheme from
the first.” His prime suspects were the Habronhet, three
Irish labourers who lived close to the scene ofrtiueder.
John, 24, Frank, 22 and William aged 19, were eyguldn the
nursery gardens of Francis Deakin, of Firs Farrd,they lived
in an outhouse in his grounds. They had crossegédtieof PC
Cock many times before and issued threats to thag/police
officer. Even before PC Cock had died, SuperintahBent
sent his men to the farm to surround the smalkiiglding,
where the brothers were purported to be. BenteddC Cock
at Dr Dill's surgery, and then joined his colleagad Deakin’s
nursery. It was 1.30 am, on Wednesday 2 Augus,them an
hour after PC Cock’s death.

When the initial group of policemen reaproached the
building, they had seen a light in the window, bythe time
Bent arrived it had been extinguished. Bent erdisie help
of the nurseryman, Francis Deakin, so as not toreiae
occupants. Deakin knocked at the door, calling ‘datgk! Is
Jack in?” Movement was heard within and the lockhendoor
was turned. Bent and his men rushed in holding ap
three brothers were naked and in bed. The supedetd
ordered them to get up and to dress in the cldtteyshad
been wearing during the day.

On a search of the building, Bent foundhli-burnt dip
candle, in an old candlestick near the fireplada@ctvwas still
warm and soft, in keeping with the earlier appeeeaof light.
He also noted that John and William’'s boots wereamel

muddy. Both clues indicated that the men had goredl
late, which was considered unusual for labourars,td the 9
physical nature of their work. However, all thréaimed that
they had been asleep since 9.30 pm. As SuperintieBeat
arrested and handcuffed the trio, they *hung ddveir theads,
appearing very nervous’: yet another indication thay were

THE LAW ENFORCER

By 1876, Superintendent Bent had serveten
Lancashire Constabulary for almost 30 years. J8raswas
born in Eccles, near Salford, in 1828. His fathas\® member
of the Old Watch and his nightly task was to dadl hours as
he patrolled the local neighbourhood in his lowxmed hat
with its customary yellow band.

When Bent was seven years old, he begak war silk
mill. He would have worked long hours, probablyadpiecer’
or a ‘scavenger’, replacing broken threads or dgrtinder
the machines to pick up bits of silk. Children weeated
harshly and Bent frequently had wheals on his dram the
overlooker’s leather strap.

On 7 November 1848, just before hi§ Bitthday, James
Bent joined the police force. He was promoted sdvénes,
reaching the position of superintendent in 1868tridd
with four children, he became an important marhalocal
community as well as a highly successful law erdarBy the
time of the shooting of PC Cock, Bent had beenlireain
many high profile cases, infiltrating racecoursegkng

Even beiore PC Cock had died,

Superintendent Bent sent his men to the
farm to surround the small brick building,
where the brothers were purported to be.

syndicates, tackling burglars, garrotters and est@pisoners.
He had faced the wrath of striking colliery workesich had
left him with serious injuries. A man with a stropgrsonality,
he was uncompromising in his judgement, which edeein

to his own men, who were transferred as soon 3s the
displeased him. As for his attitude towards thengral
fraternity, Bent's favourite adage was, ‘Alwaysibeé
everybody guilty until you prove them innocent.’iF was
certainly true for the Habron brothers.

THE INVESTIGATION

Superintendent Bent's belief that one orermirthe
Habron brothers was responsible for PC Cock’s death
based on his knowledge that they had frequentbatiened
the constable. Fond of a drink, the brothers hadh lbautioned
many times by ‘the little Bobby’ whilst on nightsitoat their
local haunts of the Royal Oak public house and_tbgd’s
Hotel, both in Chorlton-cum-Hardy. Many witnessatet
testified to the ongoing feud between the brothedthe
officer. Matters came to a head when Cock summonsed
William and John Habron to appear before the county



magistrates for drunkenness in July 1876. Williaasvined
5 shillings and costs, whilst John’s case was adgulito 1
August. Various ‘friends’ of the Habrons tried tddrvene on
their behalf, but PC Cock remained intent on progeg the
men. His testimony ensured William’s conviction.

On the day of John Habron’s hearing atcthnty police
court, Cock shared his concerns about the brotiighs
Superintendent Bent. He told his superior that henit afraid
of them, but wanted him to know what had passeddxst
them. Furthermore, three months earlier, when vmaadter
Frederick Wilcox had cleaned John Habron’s watohphad
recounted an argument the previous evening wittk©atside
the Lloyd’s Hotel. Wilcox recalled Habron’s chilgrwords: ‘If
that “little Bobby” ever does anything to me otheit of my
brothers, by God, I'll shoot him!" This was enougfidence
for Superintendent Bent, who wasted no time indig his
case against them.

In the early hours of the morning on 2 Asigyat the
outhouse on Firs Farm, Bent began collecting hidezxe. He
already had the half-burnt candle and William’s eobts. He
also found some percussion caps in William’s waistc
pocket. William had no idea where the caps had coome,
and suggested that they had already been in tHepatien
Francis Deakin gave him the coat.

The three men were taken to the local pdiation for
further questioning, while Superintendent Bentmedd to the
crime scene. As the day dawned, he spotted fodsgrirthe
lane leading to Deakin’s farm. Although it had edrheavily,
there were a number of distinct prints amongstthders in
the sandy path. Believing that the prints came fedtimer John
or William Habron’s boots, Bent sent to the poktation
for the footwear. Whilst waiting he placed a lower the
prints to preserve them from further damage andnttreasing
curiosity of bystanders.

Bent compared the prints and found thatairieem
corresponded with William’s left boot. The numbada
position of the nail marks in the outer and inreavs were
identical. The nails near the toe of the boot dmedmharks made
by the worn down heel also matched the print. Besde an
impression in the ground with the actual boot, rednew
print corresponded with the one already there. ¥pegenced
boot maker confirmed the matching patterns.

Together with the candle and the wet babtsrecently-
made boot prints appeared to contradict Williangseation
that he had been home in bed by 9.30 pm. That egdm@ and
his older brother, John, had been drinking in tfeiourite
watering holes, which was corroborated by witnesEbsre
was no proof, however, that they had returnededahm at the
time they said. Frank Habron had not joined highens and
remained home all evening. Superintendent Bent also
discovered the marks from a bullet on the garddhnear to
the spot where PC Cock had fallen. He removed tilc& for
analysis and concluded that it could have been rhgdme of
the bullets fired at Cock, as the brick was aboutest high
and the deceased was almost 5 feet 8 inches talbrding to
the inquest, the bullet that had passed througR&k’s spine
was conical shaped from a copper cartridge, aed fiom
a .442 revolver. In spite of a thorough searchlofearby
ditches, fields and pits, the murder weapon wasmiund.

The day after the murder, key eyewitndshn Massey
Simpson, was called to the police station to idgriie main
suspect, William Habron. He confirmed that the regisus
man was wearing clothes similar to William's. Thegre

about the same height, but the man had been steomed
walked ‘in a faltering, loose kind of way’. Simpsbadn’t
gained a clear view of the man’s face but his irepiEn was
that he had been older than Habron.

WILLIAM HABROR
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PC Beanland’s description contradicted Simpsorésasserted
that the stranger had been about 22 years oldedium build
and with a fresh complexion. He had walked quigdg in an
ordinary fashion. Beanland later stated that Whiliabron
was ‘something like the man | saw on the nighthefinurder.’
Superintendent Bent's final piece of evicewas the
testimony of ironmonger, Donald McClelland, whoiciad
that William Habron had entered his shop, priathi® shoot-
ing, to enquire about a revolver. When McClellaad hefused
to lower the price, William had left without makiagpurchase.
Later the shopkeeper discovered that some cartridigee
missing. He identified William in court as the pis thief.

THE TRIAL

The first hearing took place on Thursday 3 Augasthe
Manchester County police court. The gallery waskpdavith
spectators as all three Habron brothers were ctiavigh

the wilful murder of PC Nicholas Cock. The case & a
djourned to allow time for the inquest to take pladhe
ensuing enquiry went through several stages uraibwas
released, and John and William were referred tafisizes
court.

At the Manchester Winter Assizes openeérioay 27
November, John and William Habron came before Mtide
Lindley. Apart from recapping the events and evigeso far,
the trial centred around the whereabouts of thedtabrothers
on the afternoon of 1 August, after John’s heafimg
drunkenness and before Cock was shot. The ironmenge
statement suggested that William was intendings®au
firearm, but others had seen the brothers workeagefully at



the nursery all afternoon, picking raspberries iy up
lettuces.

Nurseryman Francis Deakin said that hisleyges were
‘very peaceable men’, despite having told Benhattime that
William was ‘one of the most abominable temperdidves’
he had ever known. Several withesses remindedoiim af
the arguments between the deceased police offickthe
brothers, and PC Beanland repeated his asserbthihman
he had seen in the vicinity of West Point on thghhof the
murder was William Habron. The discrepancies in the
descriptions of the stranger given by John Sim@sahPC
Beanland were noted, but it was agreed that thascav
‘resemblance.’

At the end of the second day, the jury ghedr verdict:
John Habron was acquitted, but his brother, Willisas found
guilty. As the judge donned his black cap to promauthe
death sentence, pale-faced William clutched tHeofdhe
dock. In a tremulous voice, he whispered, ‘I anoitent.’

THE RELEASE

William Habron was released in March 187&,long
after Charlie Peace’s confession. Superintendent Be
recounted the event in his memoirs over a decdde la
Unapologetic for such a serious miscarriage ofgasBent
cast the blame onto the witnesses: | believe ittiveis
contradictory statements which caused William Haklimbe
convicted, more than any evidence given by thecpoli

He described how the sensational case &eahie the
subject of intense public interest. Many people Wwatten to
the police, both in support of and against the Haltrothers,
which had influenced the initial outcome. When V&ith was
released, Bent was satisfied with the decision@eased
about the result. He concluded his account by esiping that
it was his duty to investigate the case and thdtdtemade
enquiries on behalf of both sides. After Williambtlan left
Manchester for Ireland, Superintendent Bent renthingpost
for another twenty years, until his death in 1901.

Nicholas Cock was buried in the churchyair&t
Clements, not far from the Lloyd’s Hotel, where th&bron
brothers used to drink. His gravestone - whichdiase been
moved to the HQ of the Lancashire Constabulanardthe
moving epitaph:An able and energetic officer of Gwunty
Constabulary who on"2August, 1876, while engaged in the
faithful discharge of his duty was cruelly assastsd.

Angela Buckley is the author of The Real Sherlodirhes:
The Hidden Story of Jerome Caminada
(Pen & Sword Books, 2014).

She has shared stories from Detective Caminada’s
casebook on BBC radio and TV, and in national miagsz
and newspapers. A regular contributor to a widgeaof
publications, Angela has written many articles abgatorian
crime. She is a member of the Crime Writers’ Asaton.

Born in Manchester, Angela’s family home is closéhe
spot where PC Cock was killed.

Angela writes a blog about $&entury crime on her
website: http://www.angelabuckleywriter.com
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Sand and Deliver
Dick Turpin and the Essex Boys

Dick Turpin was born in 1705 in the Bluebelh, in the
small picturesque north Essex village of Hempsté#alis
still commemorated by a sign on the exterior pub.wa

The actual cottage he lived still standg jogposite.
When he lived there it was the local butchers shop,by
his father John, and a place where cock fights csgxily
took place. It is a highly desirable Grade Il lsthatched
cottage today, with many of the original featuresaell as
all the mod cons, two reception rooms and threedueds.
It sold for around £350,000 a few years ago butriaBlue
Plaque.

The church where Dick was baptised ot @éptember
1705 is historic and quaint — but there is no comarative
inscription on the font. However | feel these onass
have more to do with Britain’s traditionally lackiskre
approach to tourism, rather than any embarrassioest
Hempstead’s most famous — or infamous — son.

At an early age Dick moved to the even nairecolate
By Edward StOW box village-cum-small town of Thaxted, a few milesthe

I'm the dandy highwayman "
Whom you're too scared to mentic :
| spend my cash

On looking flash g ;

And grabbing your attention . - e

(Adam Ant)

ighwaymen tend to have a romantic im = - -
as Gentlemen of Road or latter-day RQ > —)

plelele SIENCEUETNINCEYT[CERIORITGOIoRil  The Bluebell Inn in Hempstead where Dick Turpin wasn
dressed ladies even as they robbed the

their jewellery. . . west, where we can still find a large half-timbevilting
The most famous of them all — Dick Turpinas called ‘Dick Turpin’s Cottage’.

commemorated, nay honoured, with a Carry On fild an yes another cottage.

31 episode children’s TV series starring Richar§@ivan, It is likely that he was following in histfeer's footsteps

a 1970s heartthrob better known as ‘The Man Abbet tpy gperating as a butcher from these premises72% he
House'. | recall going to a play about Dick Turn1970 at married Elizabeth Millington and opened anotherchat’s

London’s Mermaid Theatre. business soon after that in Buckhurst Hill - nowCentral
He was suitable fare for c_hﬂo]re_n as soméorieok Up | jne commuter town on the north-east outskirts afdon.
to and a role model for the nation’s infants! So far this is a not very glamorous stattitolife.

The 1970s seem to have been a high point in pyckhurst Hill is near Epping Forest whehert, as
retrospective Dick Turpinism — the apogee being Mdanow, deer abounded. But they were not there toaglht
Ant's 1981 no 1 chart-topper ‘Stand and Deliverhieh 54 eaten by the locals — not legally anyway —aecipers
was no doubt helped along by all those 70s yout®ing could be transported to the colonies.
the subject-matter with rose-tinted highwayman tses. Perhaps the legitimate butchery businesssteas. But
Or was it the fact that the video that accomparfésl s more likely that Dick was naturally drawn tdrainality.

chanson featured a young Amanda Donohoe beingreelie \nhatever the case may be, it seems that he sddn feith
of her valuables?



This time the target was the property of a 70 year
#)old farmer called Joseph Lawrence in Edgware,
now a north London suburb. It may be significant
that Edgware was an easy ride from the Rose an
Crown. | suspect they used the pub as a base t
case this target.

The gang burst into the farm. Lawrence was
gl stripped and Turpin personally beat him with his
pistols. While Lawrence was being tortured, one of
the Gregory brothers took a servant girl upstairs
¥ and raped her. The gang got away with just £30.

A few days after this, the same gang vidipus

. - b — attacked a farm in Marylebone and obtained £90.
The black and white timber framed house in Thaxed The farmer’s wife, daughter and a female servant
called Dick Turpin's Cottage but was probably ictfa were beaten up. Gallantry was the last thing on the

premises used as a butchers shop. minds of the Essex Gang. The greater the level o
random violence, the smaller the takings. We were
a gang of deer poachers known as either the ‘Gyegarot dealing with a band of later-day Robin Hooddviarry
Gang’ (after two brothers who were the early riagders,) Men, taking from the rich to give to the poor. What had
and also the ‘Essex Gang'. And as the authoritiegab was a gang of vicious animalistic thugs robbingiggiing
clamping down on poaching the gang gravitated tding farmers of their life-savings and raping any wonweimo
houses and robbing the unsuspecting householdgrdo U were unfortunate enough to be there.
fifteen gang members would be involved — armed wgiths Their crimes shocked society. Everyone wastlee
and ready to beat anyone who resisted and usiegtthof look-out for the gang. Horses were as recognisablears
extreme violence they ransacked the houses andawaly are now. Strangers were also less common. The wang
all the valuables they could carry. Between Octodbied not the most intelligent criminals and did not @ctan
December 1734 they attacked a number of houses amcbnspicuous manner.
isolated farms in their immediate vicinity — two in Prior to attacking Lawrence’s farm they hdidtically
Woodford followed by others in Chingford, Barkingndh stopped for drink in the Nine Pins and Bowl — a pob
Hainault. These very urban locations were deepérBssex Edgware just a mile from the farm. The landlord had
countryside during Dick’s lifetime. provided hay for their horses. By chance off Ekbruary

In early 1735 the gang moved their operatiurther 1735 (just a week after the Edgware attack) theltad had
afield — raiding houses in Charlton and Croydonocthb business in Bloomsbury in central London and he gaawv
south of the Thames, but on 1st February 1735rtteyned same horses outside another pub. He found a cdmstat
to Loughton in their old Epping Forest stampingugd. a group of citizens arrested three of the gang aftbrief
Once there, they raided an elderly widow’'s house struggle. The youngest of the apprehended Esse
threatening to torture her to force her son to aéwbe gangsters — John Wheeler aged just 15 — prompégsgd
whereabouts of her valuables and literally teremtighe up the others.
neighbourhood. Turpin and some of the gang fled back toekss

It is possible that they used the Rose amav@ in Clay robbing another house in Chingford on the way.eknss
Hill (it is still there, just north of Enfield) aa safe house that the ease with which they could rob unsuspegdiouse-
during this period, as it was allegedly run by Diakrpin’s holders by threatening and using extreme violenad h
grandparents. It was also a safe but short distaweg from become a drug — a compulsion. Even while on thetmag

where their attacks had been taking place. robbed. They were beyond the law, outside society a
In this brief but vicious spree the gang thasre stolen without respect for its conventions and boundaries.
several thousand pounds worth of cash and othasures - Some of the gang foolishly stayed in Wesst@n

worth a good £500,000 in today’s money. What dielyth where a few days’ later two more of them were #eks
did they do with it? They must have had enoughtli@m again while boozing. They attempted to pull ouirtpéstols
all to support themselves for a couple of yeargh#y but were overpowered before they could fire. A darg
were careful. Like the equally vicious later ‘EssBry’ quantity of stolen property was recovered from rthei
gangsters it seems certain that they immediatedw il on lodgings.
consumption — drinks, horses, clothes, more drinkl aThere was a hue and cry about the remaining gamgoees
selling valuables to fences for a fraction of theiorth. who seem to have hidden out in Epping Forest. Tdrelbn
Intelligence is never conspicuous among those \ekort to  Gazette of 24 February 1735 carried this wanted notice:
crime and the sensible disposal of illegal asseis making
their money work for them so as to enable themite gp  "Richard Turpin, a butcher by trade, is a tall fresh
their lives of crime — never happens. coloured man, very much marked with the small pox,
The violence escalated and the gang’s watack to about 26 years of age, about five feet nine inCth,

date took pace a few days after the Loughton raicdd lived some time ago in Whitechapel and did latelyodge
February. somewhere about Milloank, Westminster, wears a blue

grey coat and a natural wig".



The captured members (minus Wheeler) wesd aind frequented by ‘Ripperologists’.
on 10" March 1735 and hung at Tyburn. Over the next few All-in-all the Red Lion and Spread Eagle esla much
weeks the remaining members of the gang, includimgore satisfying location for Dick Turpin's denouerhe
the Gregory brothers were also captured and hufiigr A The horse’s owner, a friend and the parish constatalked
a rampage of just six months, six of the gang hadnb out the Red Lion waiting for the thieves to rettwncollect
executed, two died in prison, one turned infornag one the horse. One did and on being apprehended imiagdia
female fence was transported to the American cetoni confessed that the rest of the gang were nearisysttiking

With their colleagues’ corpses rotting ore thyburn that these villains never baulked at immediatelyesding
gibbet, the only regular gang members left at tipevere on their comrades, but perhaps it was to save thless
Dick Turpin and Thomas Rowden. Two may have bedrom the certainty of a grisly death on the end ofoose.
company, but you needed a bigger crowd to raid ¢®us
isolated farms. It seems likely that this is thasen why
Turpin now turned to highway robbery.

The constant need for money meant that thdynot
wait long. By July 1735 they were regularly holding
unwary travellers in the Epping Forest area. Whd tley
rob? Anyone they came across. They robbed humble
pedlars and anyone with a horse. In August théftesh
their operations to what is now south west Lond@arnes,
Kingston, Putney and Hounslow Heath - with £10Ctoeir
heads. However things got too hot and they seehave
laid low for a while. In July 1736 Rowden was ateelsfor
counterfeiting but Turpin seems to have stayediding -
possibly in Holland. It seems that his instinct felf-
preservation was a little stronger than that of dristwhile
comrades.

But he couldn’t stay out of sight for lorfégrobably his
money ran out. Turpin created another small gard) kan
1737 was at it again — holding up coaches, robtrengellers
and stealing horses. In February 1737 he was almost=*
arrested in Puckeridge in Hertfordshire where ek dtayed -
with his wife, a maid and a servant — which indésathat M R
Turpin had not been living a life of penury.

Soon after this began the train of event&chvivas to
lead to Turpin’s demise.

In early May the gang stole a horse and tioto

mas Morris at ‘Turpin’s Cave’

Dick Turpin shoots Th

Almost immediately Turpin’s main lieutenant, Matthe
King, was also apprehended, but he gtesl. The

Whitechapel to sell. There are stories that Tuhaid served
his apprenticeship as a butcher in Whitechapelcéttinly
seems to have regularly visited that district whizds then
a suburban village. Perhaps this was because he
familiarity with the area due to having worked #en his
youth.

Whatever the case may be, the horse’s owas
somehow traced to the Red Lion pub.

It has been suggested that this pub could baen the

commotion attracted Turpin’s attention and he rage In
the confusion a shot was fired — perhapsby Turpimsélf.
King dropped mortally wounded and Turpin fled tlerse.
Kaag lingered a week before he died cursing higwdrie
partner as a coward.

Turpin fled alone back to Epping Forest —tiadition
to a location near Loughto@amp, an IrorAge Hill Fort
deep in the woods. His hide-out was known for gatiens
as Turpin’'s Cave, although it was probably no nben a

Old Red Lion which used to trade from 217 White@apscraped-out hollow in the earth bank of the HilitFo

Road, opposite the London Hospital, and which isvno
a clothes shop. However the current”X@®ntury building 4™ May he was discovered by Thomas Morris, the sémvén

disappointingly offers no possibility for stablingurther-

one of the Keepers of the Forest. Morris attempbearrest

more this location was sparsely built up in 173%r F Turpin who shot and killed him. Very soon afterstha

example the London Hospital was built on open lamd
1757.

reward of £200 was put on Turpin’s head. There neaway
now for him to stay in any of his old haunts. Herss to

However Epping Forest was no longer a safe havan.

@)

A much more likely location was the Red Liand have stolen a horse and ridden away to Brough en th

Spread Eagle which stood at 94 Whitechapel Highebt+

River Humber in Yorkshire where he was to spendldss

in the heart of mid-18 century Whitechapel. It is now amonths of liberty. Interestingly he called himsBimer —
non-descript 1920s built commercial premises bstilithas a corruption of his mother's maiden name — and qEhss

an archway that used to allow access to stablesaatchw

himself off as an honest horse trader. It seemadbeally

and hay warehouse behind, but which now leadsrtgh made his money by stealing horses over the Humfber i

car park. It is just a few doors down from the Whiteart,
one of the few remaining pubs in the area that igchm

Lincolnshire and taking them to Essex to sell, nahg
north with the proceeds.



This trip up to Yorkshire is the nucleus tbk later
legendary story that Turpin rode overnight the 2@l&s to
York on his trusty stead Black Bess. This is anasgible
feat and one that had been attributed to an edniligrway-

October 1734 and March 1735 raided people’s hotksem
March 1735 to the end of December 1735 he opelatel
highwayman.

Then he kept a low profile until February 1737 when

man called John Nevison who allegedly rode frohe again operated as a highwayman and horse Whed.

Rochester in Kent to York in 1676 to establish kini.a

Turpin managed to stay at large for aboutnid@hths
after killing Morris, but the strain was evidentigo much
for him. In October 1738 he shot another man’s gaoek
(a cock used for cock fighting and a valuable assehat
period). He then got embroiled in an argument ohisrand
threatened to shoot a local man. Turpin, as Palmes
taken in front of Magistrates and refused to benldoaver to
keep the peace and so was sent to a local jaipii urad
several opportunities to avoid this situation depelg yet
just let it happen. While in custody the authositieoked
into ‘Palmer’ and discovered rumours that he made
money from stealing horses. Realising that the csas
potentially more serious than being just a locat&s Turpin
was transferred to York Castle to appear at thézAss

To compound his stupidity, from his cell pur then
wrote a letter to his brother in law who was diiling in
Hempstead. His brother in law didn’t accept theeletvhich
was returned to the local main post office in Saffr

phase lasted just until May 1737 when he fled naiftlr
murdering Thomas Morris. Then from May 1737 to ®eto
1738 he lived as a horse thief in Yorkshire anctinshire.
The episodes of his career as a Highwayman weherrat
brief — perhaps nine months in 1735 and just foontims
in 1737. Highwaymen did not tend to have long life
expectancies. Turpin was unusual in that he mantkke

a life of crime for a good four years before he eam his
inevitable end. Most such criminals ended on thbefi far
sooner — as evidenced by the fates of the otherb@esrof
the ‘Essex Gang'. The simple explanation is thasisde or
hntelligent people do not resort to such dangefijestyles.
These criminals lacked the ability to plan and khithead,
but lived for the moment and indulged themselvabera
showing caution. Normal lifestyles were dull andibg to
them and only fit for ‘others’ - their prey. Theyeve not
table to fit into normal society as evidenced byrpiiois
almost gratuitous behaviour in killing the game lcoc
Interestingly, there is virtually no difference Wween the

Walden. By chance, James Smith, the post mastee th&ssex Gang’ of the 1730s and the ‘Essex Boys’ ha& t

had taught Turpin how to write and he recognisedniéind-

writing. The letter was opened and Smith immedyatel

realised that Turpin was calling himself Palmer #mat he
was in York Castle. Smith went up to Yorkshire @md23°
February 1739 he identified Turpin and claimed £2600
reward.

Turpin was sent to trial on ®2March facing three
charges of horse theft which was a capital offeficepin’s
denied the charges but his main defence was thatase
unprepared for the trial. Nevertheless he was foguntty
and sentenced to death.

1990s.

It is also noteworthy that the"™ 8entury forces of law
and order were usually capable of apprehendingreasts
quite rapidly. There would seem to be two reasonshis —
beyond any bungling by the criminals. If the crinvesre
such as to provoke public horror — as was the watbethe
house invasions and the indiscriminate highway eolels —
then virtually everyone readily became the eyeseard of
the law. Secondly, society was much less mobilangers
were more noticeable. Strangers who were cleatiyphthe
Gentry but who had ready money would have beerr rare

On 7 April 1739 Dick Turpin was hung at York’s still.

Tyburn gallows. Not for brutally breaking into péeg
houses and torturing people. Not for the murdefladmas
Morris, nor for highway robbery. But for stealingree

"Turpin behaved in an undaunted manner; as he
mounted the ladder, feeling his right leg tremblehe
spoke a few words to the topsman, then threw himdel
off, and expir'd in five minutes."

horses. And he was arrested for killing a bird. dxding to
the Gentleman’s Magazine:
He was swiftly buried, but his corpse wast

For some imperceptible reason Turpin's leggnew
stronger than that of any other Highwayman. It tethr
almost before his body could be reburied, with Bich
Bayes' ‘The Genuine History of the Life of Richandrpin’.
Bayes had been involved in the shootout at the [Rad as
one of the group that tried to arrest the gang.

The tales grew and the actions attributedotioer
Highwaymen — such as the Back Bess storywere
conflated with that of Turpin. These stories camgether
in the 1834 novel ‘Rockwood’ by William Harrison
Ainsworth. In 1846 Madame Tussaud made a waxwork of
Turpin. Collectables and memorabilia soon followed

as quickly dug up by body snatchers. However TuspinStaffordshire pottery statues, limited edition mjrballads

notoriety and his legend was already startingdarfsh. The
citizenry of York tracked down the grave robbersl dhe
body was recovered and reburied.

What does Turpin’s criminal CV consist of?
For a period before October 1734 he assetgdng of

poachers in disposing of their illegal deer meauth his
butcher's shop.Then he graduated to being a flélgeed

member of the Essex Gang and for six months betwe

and penny dreadful novels.

Before the Krays he was Britain's biggestebgty
criminal. But while he was briefly a Highwayman, was
no gentleman of the road.

Edward Stow is a member of London’s
Whitechapel Society and his historical
researches have been published in many
magazines. His historical guided walks
have met with much critical acclaim
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Who Alnost WBroke the

Bank, of Englond

NICHOLAS BOOTH

As | read up all about this, something ¢dugy eye.
There were several references to “The Great Fageri
on the Bank of England”. In the spring of 1873 uaret
of American fraudsters was making headlines alliado
the world. Over a three month period at the sthithat
year, they had literally carried out daylight robbehey
successfully removed £100,000 from the Old Lady of
Threadneedle Street — as the Bank was usually kadyn
use of fraudulent documents. Had it not been famall,
laughable error they might have got away with eveme.
It was, as one newspaper remarked at the time nitbet
remarkable story of daring forgery and fraud thatworld
had ever known”. And it was followed by a manhumitej
unlike any other.

Fittingly, railways and steamships wereoimed. The
Victorian internet - the transatlantic telegrapbarried
news and arrest warrants across the Atlantic. fichedsters
were chased across three continents. There wei@nar
escapes across rural Ireland, through Scottisbscitin
ships heading towards Manhattan, and most exod of
in Cuba, where the most elusive would eventually be
captured — only, to escape again. The story haghaosting
cast of femme fatales, bribed officials, corrupliggmen
and, almost inevitably for the time, ladies of thght.
Central to the story was how the Old Lady hired,its
Manhattan attorneys, “the greatest detective in Acagé
which is how one of the fraudsters referred to Mfiti

hen the world’s economies were collapsing Pinkerton. Pinkerton was, scion of the famousdete
at the end of 2008, | was spending a great agency, and was responsible for their capture.

deal of time in the United States. As

subprime debt seemed to devour everything

in its wake, businesses were running scared. Catgor
travel allowances were pruned. It was amazing hosaply
you could travel around the U.S. | remember bemg iaxi
in San Francisco and hearing about the discovetlyeof
Bernie Saunders Ponzi scheme.

Later, in Florida, | even met some peopt®we had
defrauded.

The next Easter, | happened to be stayitigea
Biltmore Hotel in downtown Los Angeles, and onefadf
oldest and most famous of the city’s buildings. thls
stuff in the news prompted a thought: when wasitbed’s
first global economic collapse?

We all know about the Wall Street Crash 929,
but had there been any before that? The answeyegas
The first had been in 1873, with what became knawn
“the great panic” of that year. The reasons whyewer
depressingly familiar.

The railroads, steamships and the telegnaghk the
first harbingers of globalisation. Financial infation *
and interest rates could be shared to make foteagimg
possible. Rampant speculation - particularly onrétile
ways — swept through the money markets all ovenbriéd.
And, as in recent times, overheated economiesoaokly
caught cold.

In May of 1873, a bubble of insolvency liutaking
with it, the Vienna stock market. A global slumpidaved
which was then accompanied by bankruptcies, rising
inflation and galloping unemployment. By Septemibieere
was chaos on Wall Street when a number of bankifai
and panic and near riots on the streets of Manhatta

WILLIAM A, PINKERTON

In an odd coincidence, Pinkerton had abtuhéd in
the Biltmore Hotel.

That was nearly a century earlier, at the @f 1912,
as he normally wintered over in California. A feledks
away in a Los Angeles law library, | read both dltuaries
and a valedictory address he had given six morgfead®
he died. By then, he was the grand old man of law
enforcement, then in his 7§ear.

“Thirty years ago, New York City and otherge
cities were infested with people [who were] higassl
professional thieves,” Pinkerton told a gatherihgalice
chiefs in Toronto. “These men were well-dressed,
frequented high-price cafes and spent money lauishl



Pink, as he was usually known, was clearl
nostalgic for this vanishing breed of gentle
fraudsters who were defined by their relative
intelligence and sophistication. Where once
such criminals were elegant and educated
“silk hats”, Pink called them — they had now
been replaced in the first years of the new
century by small time hoodlums.

And then, came a phrase that jolted me as
read the transcript of his speech.

“The frauds on the Bank of England
were committed by a successful gang of
forgers,” Pink recalled. “By a lucky chance,
| happened to be in England on business fo
our agency and met these men on the stree
Pink had warned Scotland Yard but they did
nothing. By the time he got onto the case, t
fraudsters were well on their way to removir

$1million which, as he remarked in Toronto}

“was recovered aside from what they had

squandered on notorious living.”

A light bulb went off in my head. Here
was a great, untold story.
If you imagine a cross between Ocean’s Ele
and a real life Sherlock Holmes, you'll get a

sense of what The Thieves of Threadneedl

Street is about. Using never seen before
records, reports and trial transcripts, my bog
recreates the full extraordinary story. It pay9
particular attention to the subsequent case
the Old Bailey which, in the phrase of one
of the lawyers involved, termed “the most
remarkable trial that ever occurred in the
annals of England.”

As | delved deeper into the archives,
what amazed me was that nothing was quit
what it seemed on the surface. The fraud w.
so complex that | got the sense that even t
criminals themselves couldn’t keep track of
what they were doing. | discovered that in
their earlier endeavours they had enjoyed t
protection of the New York Police Departme
They later even bribed their warders in an
ill-fated attempt to spring them from the Old
Bailey.

Fact is stranger than fiction.
Nobody could have ever dreamt such a
plot up.
| was hooked and was desperate to tell
the story for the first time.

When the fraud was discovered in
March 1873, the City of London police startg

to follow the paper trail. Fairly quickly, they |

determined that the main perpetrators were
American. There were two names — Frederi
Albert Warren and C.J.Horton — which kept
popping up. Several investigators wondereq
they were the same person — but weren'’t su

In fact, there were more than forty aliases
used by all four of the fraudsters — and it
took weeks of work by the lawyers to
iece it all together.
, While they were on the run, the

cops had a couple of lucky breaks.

The manager of a swanky hotel in

St James reported her suspicions about
a recent American visitor who had
disappeared in mysterious circumstances.
The mother of an innocent girl who had
been dating another “Yankee” realised
the description of Warren or Horton
sounded suspiciously familiar. Against
her best wishes, her daughter had married
| this fellow (she had actually fainted
during the ceremony in Paris) who
| originally had introduced himself as
| Dr. Hibbey. That was not his real name,

§ | which had put her back up the Summer

From the top -
Austin Biron Bidwell
George Bidwell
Edwin Noyes Hills
George Macdonnell

| before. Wondering what to make of it all,
| a postcard from the newly-weds suddenly

. |appeared from the West Indies. She
eported it to the police and the police
elegraphed Willie Pinkerton with her
on-in-law’s real name.

Austin Bidwell was just twenty
|seven years of age and his life, to date in
|one contemporary account “surpassed the
|imaginations of our famous novelists.”
| Along with his elder brother, George,
they had been carrying out cons for many
years. For the first time, | have traced
many of them which have never been
reported before. Yet many mysteries
remain because they both often used
each other’s identities — as well as many
others.

- But in the spring of 1873, there was
no doubt who was behind what they

called this “big thing.” Austin Bidwell

started it all off, paying in genuine

money into the Bank England under

" |the name of Warren. Once he had left

England at the end of January, the

others maintained a flow of fraudulent

transactions by mail.

1 In other words, the main perpetrator
had fled the scene of the crime. It was

| part of Austin Bidwell’s incorrigible

genius, that he then used his honeymoon

as his getaway.

George Bidwell, who was eleven
years older, was a baleful influence who
many thought too clever by far. When
the fraud was discovered, he disappeared
to Ireland and had what he termed “an
extraordinary series of adventures.”
Rascal that he was, George Bidwell had
left his girlfriend behind as she was




arrested by the police on Euston Station with adfagld
sovereigns. Had they been ten minutes earlieiGdps
would have arrested him, too.

All the fraudsters were womanisers. BytFar
smoothest was the most accomplished of them, George
Macdonnell. A few days after the fraud’s discovdrg,had
reached Liverpool, seen the police and double lthttkéhe

south coast. Somehow, he had managed to escapeass f

Manhattan where he denied all knowledge of thedrau

Back in London, they had jettisoned an ticent man”
as he termed himself.

Edwin Noyes Hills was the final member lod gang.

Using a false name, he had been arrestié ifoyer
of a bank even though he continued to claim hiséence.
Willie Pinkerton knew that he had been involvedhwit
the others for many years. “Their life during thetlten
years has been one of forgery and swindling,” ks
solicitors, Freshfields, noted that Spring. “Firglthat
America did not offer a sufficiently wide field foneir
energies or possibly becoming too well known thbey
changed the scene of their operations to Engladdren
continent of Europe.”

But the key to their capture was the intigédole
Willie Pinkerton.

As he later acknowledged, he had indeettesppo
Austin Bidwell in London six months earlier. He knall
of them of old and that they weren’t on a grand fmurely
for the sightseeing. When Pink promptly arrested ini
Cuba, he later told Austin that he had been seen.

All the colour drained from his face.

“Pinkerton, for God's sake why did you speak to
me in England!” he exclaimed. “I would have giwau
$50,000 to mind your own affairs and not to do@s y
have done. You have ruined me and the whole party.”

That, in a nutshell, is the story of my koo

The backdrop is, of course, what was knag/tia
human awful wonder of god”, the City of London lfse
with its dangerous corners, narrow streets and Bireet
Runners. Many of the policemen were later involwvethe
Jack the Ripper saga. Yet beneath the glitteringefold
the fraudsters bought with forged documents, ther®an
all too familiar story: of greed, hubris, stupjdénd that
nothing could every go wrong when economies argrrga
Sound familiar? That was why | was intrigued by shary.
Oddly, war had had a lot to do with it. Thankskhe t
reconstruction in the U.S. after the Civil War, andre
recently, in Europe after the Franco-Prussian \War i
1870-71, the financial faucets were opened as rimfere.
The years of the forgers’ greater roguery — fror66L&
1872 — were, in the phrase of the official historid the
Bank of England, “a gigantic hinge on which thetdmg of
the later nineteenth century turns.”

What he termed “furious” industrial actweround
the world had been underwritten by British investine
“The normal pulse of international finance,” wr&e John

Clapham, “is becoming such as once would have stegde

high fever.”

As the fulcrum of the world’s most successfading
nation, by the spring of 1873, the City of Londoasw~
teetering between “a narrow ledge between prospenid

ruin” as another historian has called it.

Today, we have internet banking and bitcoin

In Victorian times, they had something edltBills
of Exchange” — essentially, glorified I0Us -- whialere
traded all around the world. Though they had beeural
since ancient times, by the Victorian era they imadie
international trade possible. “A bill on London’ & was
known, was every bit as solid as coins and noté$eof
Majesty’s realm.

By the start of the 1870s, the City of Londvas
awash with them.

But they were not regulated and, as andtlstorian
has written, “foreigners made increasing use olLbredon
capital market and international finance grew dwift
The fraudsters realised that the best way to “rhisevind
out of European economies” (as one of them said)twa
strike at the heart of the system.

The Bills were essentially underwrittentbg Old
Lady of Threadneedle Street.

Standing outside the bank on May 1st 1872, Ausliect

it ‘the softest spot in the world’ and stated ttiay could
‘hit the bank for a million as easy as rolling affog’.

All they had to do was look the part andeas
genuine entrepreneurs. As they were dandified aimg v
they invariably got away with it. Like all fraudsse they
were taken at face value — as were the bills tiet started
to forge. In this way, they were able to spirit gwast
sums of money.

Nobody checked. They were treated as genuin
customers.

The Old Lady simply wouldn’t believe traatyone
would dare attempt defraud her. As | show for irs f
time, even when its officials were presented witilence
that something was wrong, they didn’t do anythMijlie
Pinkerton was not the only voice in the wilderness.

Weeks before, its own cashiers hadn’t ectia
signature didn’t match up on one of the gang'shdr the
week before that there was a misspelt name.



It was only a fluke that on March 1st, 18&@®erything
hit the fan.

In a very real sense, | followed in theiotsteps. In
October 2010, | started the research properly batdnheant
delving into all the records. In the past, nobody hyotten
any further than the front door of the Old Ladydsdi. But
now, in a new age of openness, the Bank of Englaad
its splendid archivists - couldn’t have been maekpful.
Over the next couple of years, | made any number of
repeated visits to the Bank to delve through aorasting
cornucopia of material.

Thank goodness for Victorian rigour. Alltbe original
material from Freshfields had been copied by hatas, the
originals were later destroyed in the Blitz of 19&imilarly,
the Pinkertons’ archive before 1871 is thin becaisbe
Chicago Fire in October of that
year. But everything else — police
reports, treasury correspondence
and contemporary diaries — are a
available, some of it in the Nation
Archives in Kew.

At the heart of the book — ar
the focus for the story | tell — is th
great court case which saw them
prosecuted at the Old Bailey. It w
the highlight of the summer of
1873. People queued to watch th- ¢
and enjoy — as the extract shows
the wonderful sense of theatre |
which accompanied them. There
had been twenty three preliminan =
hearings at the Mansion House in
the late Spring; and then, eight days at the Oltea
| diligently read through and copied all the moséanding
exchanges on the stand. There was drama, abswadggr,
farce — and at its conclusion, the inevitable, wienjudge
had had enough of their antics and threw the bbttemn.

As | looked into it, it was clear that thewere a lot
of myths about the great forgeries upon the Bank of
England.

The City Police essentially made a mesbeif
investigation, which the bank solicitors knew, kept quiet
about. The U.S. attorneys were only too well avaag, on
his arrival in Manhattan, George Macdonnell wasquted
by the police which led to another series of trinlthe
United States.

As most of the participants on the standewmder
oath, the story | tell is as near as possible edrlth, the
whole truth and nothing but. Almost inevitably, thely
people who weren't truthful were the fraudstersibelves.
The two Bidwell brothers wrote their own biographand,
to be fair, were trying to remember events thatta&dn
place many years earlier. Both were hopeless at the
chronology, and worse, either misremembered ew@nts
deliberately made things up.

They were all serial fantasists.

In his own memoirs, George Bidwell sayg thiaen
they learned about the arrest of their patsy, lte an
Macdonnell went into the bank to try to grab holddwin
Noyes Hills. They didn’t; George was in the Alberiaa
Hotel with his mistress when Mac rushed in. Austidwell

tells an even more dramatic story of Willie Pinkart
arriving in Havana involving a dinner party, shgrsome
champagne and grabbing a gun as he tried to edtape.
couldn’t have happened as the Pink’s own files shew
didn’t get there until ten days later. Yet even|iil
Pinkerton, for all his resolute honesty, added#rhyths
when he embellished some of the stories in the Yetars
of his life.

What is also remarkable is that — at timett there
was a widespread feeling that nobody ever gotédtiitom
of the story. As a result, The Thieves of Threadie8treet
begins with one mystery — who was the “W. Austin
Bidwell” around whom their first recorded forgenok
place in 18647 — and ends on another. A few maaftes
both Bidwell brothers died in 1899, a destitute mian in
New York claimed on his deathbed
that he had been involved. Who
was he? And what had he really
done?

For all these mysteries, there
is only one certainty.

We haven't learned a thing.
Greed is still around. Bankers are
| as much to blame as the criminals.
| There will always be failures in the
| financial system. On the day the
book came out in the U.K. last
A §summer, something like a trillion

- dollars was wiped off the value
of the stock market. That was
Black Monday in the Far Eastern
—— markets. Just a few weeks ago, an
official survey revealed that fraud and cyber crimbeing
committed in the U.K. every four seconds. In 20ihe,
there 5.1 million incidents and 2% million casesafputer
crime such hacking and spreading viruses.

The technology may have changed, but humature
hasn't.

Will we ever learn? | very much doubt iorfow, sit
back, buy the book and enjoy a good old fashiorezdative
story with a rollercoaster ride through Victoriaaridon.

A former newspaper journalist and television execuve,
Nicholas Booth is the author of a handful of bookghe
most recent about curious characters in history.
He tweets as @ThievesBook.

Watch a video at

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CwJE4wjGW_Y

In the UK, buy the book at:
http://www.thehistorypress.co.uk/publication/
The-Thieves-of-Threadneedle-Street/9780752493404

In the U.S., browse:
http://pegasusbooks.com/books/the-thieves-of
threadneedle-street-9781681772400-hardcover




For the Greater Good
The Bezdany Raid

By William Donarski

he history books are awash with tales of daring

agricultural nation of Poland, which, certainly ot the
last time, sat meekly between the borders of Geyman
and Russia, praying that they would not be forgoite
the West.

However, it wasn't only Russia that waskéeg to
steal advantage of the political unease. The npayerful
merged nation of Austro-Hungary was also keen paes
its borders northwards, and as such, a group @flon
suffering nations lay in its path towards poweithwi
Poland being the final goal, and the most coveted.g
However, the Polish people were not to éfeated,

robberies and thrilling heists, yet the hatching and after tolerating decades of occupation andigealli
of these elaborate plans is usually born out of interference from its larger neighbours, a group of

greed and avarice on the part of the thievish,

yet often criminally ingenious protagonists.
However, it is almost unheard of for an act of suicience
and deliberate plotting to have been undertakeim gobd
intentions. Yet, in Eastern Europe, 1908, one efgteatest
train robberies ever carried out was staged wighuttimate
goal of achieving freedom for millions.

At that time under Russian and Austro-Huiraga
occupation, Poland was on its knees amidst a sutling
collection of empire-building neighbours. Yet, agp of
brave men and women were about to take the lawtleio
own hands, and begin a course of action which would
ultimately lead their nation to freedom.

This twenty-strong group of revolutionanesre
putting their lives on the line for their countgnd many
of their names would be added to the lists of matitlleroes
in the Polish history books. Their cause was nibigsen
or greed, it was to provide their country with thads
necessary to rescue Poland from the clutches tdilbru
occupation and oppression.

Yet, this stunning and meticulously plannaid is
largely unheard of outside the former Eastern Bdodt
is with great pleasure that we present an accduheo
Bezdany Raid; the crime that saved countless lwed,
began a chain of events which would result in onat
freedom, and the maps of the world to be reprinted.

A Nation Surrounded

The first decade of the™6entury saw an uneasy
struggle for power across Europe, with larger megtio
seeking to expand their borders at the cost oflemahd
weaker neighbours. In this immediate prelude toGheat
War, several armies were constantly on the moveyieqg
foreign lands and raising their flags upon theestaoil.
Germany was furtively looking west, amassing atanii
which could punch a hole in the defences of Framck
Belgium, and take the land which the higher powers
believed would aid in the political and economiowth of
the Fatherland. Such was the threat from Germaatytitie
eyes of the world were concentrating upon theseensat
and as such, a collective eye was closed to thtees of
other nations.

With the gaze of their rivals for CentraldeEastern
European power being firmly fixed on France andlLibe
Countries, the Russians saw an opportunity to rgakes
of their own, namely the predominantly peaceful and

revolutionaries hatched a plan to strike back atpbwers
that governed their very existence, and in the ggsc
begin the journey towards the formation of the $éeco
Polish Republic.

Jozef Pilsudski

Twenty Well-Meaning Thieves

The leader of the revolutionary gang waeflé
Pitsudski, who was very much the epitome of thedtas
Bloc hero. Sporting a huge moustache, and being wel
known as a local strongman in Zutowo (now part of
Lithuania) where he spent his formative years udsgi
was a man who had a history of standing up for &ifns
and others.

At just twenty years old, he had been &eckas part
of a conspiracy to assassinate Tsar Alexandeauit,
although his involvement could not be proven, he wa
exiled to the astonishingly harsh conditions of $ilgerian
Gulags. This, however, did not break his indoméaggirit.
Upon his eventual return to Poland, Pitsudski wahsite
time in becoming an active member of the Polishidist
Party (PPS), and was to lead a number of strikdsiats
against the Russian regime. It was at a PPS mebtide
was to meet his future wife and co-conspirator,i®ar
Juskiewiczowa, with who he was also to write agsdior
the RobotniKthe Worker) newspaper.



Tomasz Arciszewski

Joining the couple in this group were Bsm
Arciszewski, a former steelworker and trade uniowiso
had a history of rabble-rousing and political digse
Alksander Prystor, a former soldier and formidatébater,
and Walery Stawek, also a former soldier and desgid
who was the long-term right hand man of Pitsudski.

Joining the five founder members were ago#teven
men and three women, all of whom had been personall
recruited by Pilsudski and Juskiewiczowa duringeiec
meetings at their home. With the personnel assamale
that was needed was a name and a plan of actiemdine

of the groupBojéwki(Combat Team) came quickly, and a

plot to strike against the Russians was soon tovol

The Plot to Pilfer

Whilst under the occupation of two empités,
group decided that the only way to spread theirsags
and fund their activities was to be in league \lith devil,
and approached the Austro-Hungarians (the lessteof
two evils) with their intentions to hamper the pregs of
the Russians, with the ultimate aim of driving thieam
Poland.

The Austro-Hungarians were only too hapgpiiand
illicit funds to the group, and to turn a blind egetheir
conspiracies. As such, recruitment grew at an ateymate,

Alksander Prystor

Walery Stawek

Moscow, taking in a circuitous route which crossed
present day Lithuania (then part of Poland). Tlaa pYas
to ambush the train as it passed through the dovaii

of Bezdany, and relieve their occupiers of thepexted
tax revenue.

For weeks the group took time to familiarieem-
selves with the area, and especially the littlentstation
which was to be the epicentre of the plot. By thetthe
appointed day arrived in September 1908, every reeob
the team had been repeatedly drilled in their nasibdities,
and each had taken the time to write their ownwaist
and testament, knowing that their task was an meie
dangerous one.

Bullets Fly in Bezdany

The day of reckoning arrived, and with it came an
air of determination within thBojowki,there was no fear
on show, as the group knew that without intervemtibeir
lives in Poland were to be as miserable as evaregong
to which Pitsudski addressed in his own last willla
testament, which was posted to a friend that mgenin

“l am not going to dictate to you what yghall write
about my life and work. | only ask of you not tokeane
a 'whiner and sentimentalist. | fight and | am setmdie

and within a year, thBojéwkiboasted around 750 membersSimply because | cannot bear to live in this lanhich is

across the nation. However, the event which wato
entered into the history books would feature julstueski’'s
twenty-strong team, based in Krakow.

Having been previously incarcerated in Bihe
Pilsudski had taken a back seat in previous plotsas
he himself had enforced a rule that every membéneof
must take part in at least one armed attack, hesegbthat
rule upon himself, and chose to lead the groupeéir t
most audacious act of dissidence.

The focal point of the plot was a mail trathich
carried Russian tax revenues from St Petersburg to

what our life amounts to...so now | am staking gtheng
on this last card. | may die in this 'expropriation

As the train slowed at the station, Pituid&s the
first to approach, leading his masked comrades frem
front. Quickly, the group split into two, with Pildski’s
group storming the train armed with guns and borabd,
the other group taking control of the station, aadering
telephone and telegraph wires whilst holding anpaiers
at gunpoint.

The carriage which held the money was duick
identified, and was occupied by a group of Russdiers,



who had been tasked to guard the carriage with likies.
Two bombs were thrown into the carriage, and as the
soldiers quickly alighted before the explosionirefight
took place, during which one Russian soldier wdsdi
and five injured.

As theBojéwkionce again became one unit as the
station had been secured, the Russians were ouénachb
and despite their orders, surrendered to the snding

mob, before being bound and locked in the captstatibn.

Only one obstacle now stood in the way of the mdiray
Bojowki.

b by

The Disappearing Raiders

As the gunfire died down, and the soldieese
overrun, Pitsudski and Stawek carefully prepared th
dynamite they had brought with them, in order bl
open the armoured vaults within the reinforcediage.
The subsequent explosion shook the foundationiseof t
station, and within moments, the whole team was
descending upon the smouldering carriage armed with
sacks.

The vaults were emptied before the ringimtheir
ears from the explosion had ceased, and as quaskiigey
descended upon the train, the group scatteredferatt
directions, each carrying as much of the stolehdsdhey
could shoulder. The crime had been executed péffect
and only a clean getaway stood in their way.

Some disappeared in awaiting carriagequimkly
disappeared over the horizon on horses which hed be
tied to a fence a short distance from the staasudski
made his getaway by the nearby river, after runtorthe
boat which had been previously moored by the bank f
this very purpose. The routes of the retreatindera had

T o T R S
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Aftermath at Bezdany Station

radiated in all direction from the station, leavag¢angled
web of trails for the authorities to follow.

As the group was not local to this ared, ey had
taken the decision to cover their faces with scaared
masks during the raid, the identity of the robbeas
almost impossible for the investigating Russiantery to
ascertain, yet, as with all aspects of the raitk bad been
taken to ensure that none of the raiders headaiglstifor
Krakow.

Over the coming weeks, tBejéwkimembers trickled
back into the city, one by one, they reported tsueliski at

& St

a covert meeting place, and delivered the sacksooiey
which they had protected since escaping the croeaes
It would have been easy for any of them to disappéth
their share of the loot, but such was the camamdéthe
Bojowki,all members were soon accounted for.

The “Rescued” Roubles

The proceeds of the raid were breathtalémgn to
Pitsudski and his team. They had taken over 200,000
Russian roubles from their occupiers (around Sionill
pounds in today’s money). By chance the raid hkerta
place during an unusually large move of fundshas t
roubles had been intended to fund a new tram syistem
occupied Vilnius.

TheBojéwki upon hearing of the intended use of the
money, felt no remorse at depriving their countrgroéa
new tram system. They were sure that the natiordvou
rather ride old trams in a free country, than ttaveelative
comfort under Russia occupation. The money woulduie
to good use, and not one kopek would be taken hyfn
the Bojowkimembers



Instead, the money would be used to fuedytiowth
of the PPS, and to recruit new members oBb@wki
across the length and breadth of the country. fithexi
of cash ensured that no longer would Pitsudski have
approach the Austro-Hungarians with cap in hand for
money and permission to act; the control of thatran
had now moved closer towards Polish hands.

The next six years would be a continuatibthe
struggle, but with funding available to ensure that
occupiers of Poland could never sleep soundlyeir theds.
Strikes, riots and armed raids continued as théreamt
drifted further towards the inevitable war, a wdniein
was to also play a huge part in the resurrecteghPstate.
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Logo of the Polish Socialist Party

As the Great War took hold, the members ofBlo@wki
now became legitimate military fighters, and thiisk
gained during the previous decade proved invaluabiee
Polish army, as they fought bravely against thaipging
Russians, Germans and Austro-Hungarians in guerrill
warfare, often staging covert attacks to aidEnéente
Cordiale

From Robbery to Revolution

Many of theBojowkiwere killed during these military
operations, but those who survived were treatdtbases
in the post-war independent republic. The brave a
selflessness of the participants brought the resvatdch
were never taken at the time of the raid. Indeeuak; 6f the
Bojéwkinow have their names written indelibly in Polish
history, as they were chosen to lead their country.
Jozef Pitsudski became a legitimate paiticand
was elected Chief of State from 1918-1922, before
becoming First Marshal of Poland (1920-1926) and wa
eventually given the title as the de facto Primaister of
Poland in 1926, before being replaced by anothailita
name. Pitsudski died in 1935. Ironically, an arnsaltrain
is now named in his honour, ("I Marszatek"—"thesFir
Marshal") as well as several universities and mamnis

The man who took over the role of Prime Minister of
Poland was fellow raider Aleksander Prystor, wheegoed
the nation from 1931 to 1933; he was then to become
Marshal of the Polish Senate. The skilled propaganeas
arrested in neutral Lithuania by the NKVD (Sovietcg&t
Police)in June 1940, and died in the hospital vaihg
Moscow’sButyrkaprison in 1941.

Walery Stawek, Pitsudski’s closest aide weaserve
as Prime Minister of Poland three times during820’s,
however, ideologies were no to everyone’s taste hen
was eventually removed from power and placed imora
public role. Slighted by this; and helpless to lEglnation
in the looming Second World War, Stawek committed
suicide in 1935 by shooting himself in the moutle. |Efft
a letter to his successor, the contents of whicte Ime@ver
been revealed.

Tomasz Arciszewski was to have the dublrsour
of leading his country in exile, as he was appairitethe
post of Prime Minister from 1944 to 1947, duringiethhe
led his occupied nation from London, presiding awer
only period in Polish history where the governmnigsud
been displaced. Arciszewski stayed in England,ched
in 1955. He was buried in Brompton Cemetery, London

The Legacy oi the Looters

The Bezdany raid is largely unheard ohia ¥est,
but will always receive a wry smile when mentioned
Poland. This act of theft and violence was undeéfor
the greater good, and played a direct part inttiimgethe
occupying nations which had previously held thentou
under their hash and self-serving regimes.

There are very few cases where we carrésekect
or camaraderie for those who commit crimes, butdne
examples generally seem to exhibit thobin Hood
Effect in which the perpetrators have acted selflessly,
and decided that the misappropriation is justiffate
proceeds are taken from an unjust cause, andoditd
to the worthy.

The importance of the raid in Polish higtisr
reflected by the fact that four of the raiders weoe
treated as common criminals, but were to be appoitt
the highest position their government could offéost
thieves risk their freedom for ill-gotten gainst ke
Bojowkirisked their lives for a better future, without eve
directly benefitting from the proceeds of the ratybe

Unfortunately, the details of what was éztme of
most of theBojowkihave been lost to the ravages of time
and the devastation of war, but the families ofBleedany
raiders will know what was to become of them, anitve
doubt feel an unusual pride in having an armedeobb
the family.

In many ways, this walse Great Train Robbery.

The meticulous planning, flawless delivand
successful escapes can only be held in great rielspec
crime aficionados, and the absence of any grebdar
intention means that for once, we can applaud ringec
and its perpetrators.
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NI CHOLAS B OOTH

“A Promissory Note -or Bill of Exchange- is a fir@al
instrument in which one party promises to pay &uaeinate
sum of money to another at a fixed future time “

There is a public fascination with ‘cerélbzames’ -
where no violence is used, and there are no readil
identifiable victims to tug at the heart stringsisl easy to
admire the cleverness of these men with their wideding
of the international banking system, their skill areating
and passing forgeries, and their nerve in tryingwondle
the Bank of England out of very large sums of moridiere
is always public sympathy for the underdog, anchaes
many people would have likethese four young men
to have succeeded in a crime against a major utistit
Everyone hates banks and bankers - don't they® latter
perceived as almost heartless robbers themselves? S
Nicholas Booth had to tread a thin line in ordeptesent us
with an honest, rounded, portrait of the criminalgho were
not very nice people once the shiny surface has bee
scratched, and not admirable at all (or at least, before
they sought redemption).

William Pinkerton was the famous detectiwdo
pursued Austen Bidwell to Cuba, and the book afle his
story. The Pinkerton Agency were Private Detectives
specifically employed by banks to protect them frivarud
(and as any 'Ripperologist’ knows, Inspector Abberl
famously headed the European branch of the Pinkerto
Agency in the 1890s, after having worked on thek he
Ripper case).

| have seen some of Nicholas Booth's pitblfor this
tome, and he has certainly promoted the Bidwell g>as
glamourous 'Oceans 11' style criminals. It is adge@y to
sell the story, and | don't think that Booth couidve
presented the thieves differently, since it is iclimat their
good looks, well-cut expensive clothes, personadrich
charisma, evident intelligence, and ‘exoticnesstingp

An accepted Note or Bill can be sold for earlypapt to a American) were contributory factors in bamboozlitige

bank at less than its face value (‘discountede Bank will
then collect the full value of the Note from thstfiparty
when the payment becomes due
hence. The Bank keeps the profit earned on the Note

-which might behmordommentators at the time.

clerks of the Bank of England into accepting theyéoies.

Still, the thieves made silly mistakes thahfounded
And why? Given the large
amounts of money that the thieves had already adams

Alas! In the early 1870s it was not the customhef Bank the Continent and in South America, had they netusll
of England to verify the authenticity of the acespes their brains and talents to invest the money ineson
on each Note before buying them -so smug and sdelire schemes and make their fortunes that way? Geordedii
the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street. She was ldghaadvised his brother, Austen - who was determinethaory
shallow, snobby, and greedy when faced with chaymiman innocent woman - to do just that, but Austerigored to

well-dressed American confidence tricksters bramd
forged Promissory Notes, ‘'worth' thousands of psurior
sale every day....

...Inevitably, they were caught, and NichoBmoth's
brilliant and ultimately haunting book 'The Thieved
Threadneedle Street' is the woeful tale of “ThetMian

stay loyal to the masculine camaraderie, and shseecet
excitement of organised crime. The thieves may Heaak
the intellectual capacities and imagination for redling -
but they were fools. To paraphrase Austen BidwelNds a
wise fool, not a foolish fool, but a fool'. Boot#lls us that
they didn't even seem to have enjoyed the money ver
much. Certainly they spent cash on themselves dbfaeell

Fraudsters Who Almost Broke the Bank of England”. was a dandy, and George Bidwell liked the equivalen
This is a good title for the book, forstas much about of Victorian 'bling' jewellery, and enjoyed dresginp his
the men behind the crime as it is about the crisedfi And mistress. They ate and drank well. However, theyn'tliive
as | read it, | got the distinct feeling that Bodthad lived the high life, splashing their cash around. Hiled like the
with them, and had gotten to know them well whilétiwg clerk that he professed to be, coming home evegpiag to
about them. Perhaps the ghosts of the Bidwells etkechis mistress at his modest lodgings, even thoudhadebags
Nicholas Booth, with the intelligence and sendijithat he of cash piling up in his room. Austin Bidwell sdater that
has, to tell their story? the money never had the same value as money thdid®n
The four who stood accused in The Old Baiitel873 honestly earned (but that comment was coloured ithgrb
were the Bidwell Brothers, (Austen and George), rGeo hindsight and a desire for rehabilitation).
Macdonnell, and Edwin Noyes Hills. And theirs was a  What they all seem to have had in commad,wshich
cerebral crime. clearly contributed to their downfall, was a misogyic



1 Austin Bidwell,

2 Geo. Macdonnell. 3 Officer.

MACDONNELL SPEAKING

attitude to women that bordered on contempt. by tvere
practised confidence tricksters, women fell victian too
easily to earn their respect). They clearly nausterstood
the quote 'Hell hath no fury like a woman scornalthough
they had been warned about it by George Engel&day
member of the gang), who was alarmed by George &ltgw
burgeoning relationship with the young prostitutellid
Vernon. Engels got out in time. Austen Bidwell (whated
Nellie, and vice versa), referred to her as a **&nd
thought that she had talked to the Police, whespuke of
her after his arrest in Cuba. Probably, Nellie didmow
that George Bidwell was a serial womanizer, with Wwife
and children living in America, until she read it the
papers. Unless Austen had told her, that is. &iparently
never knew that George had tried to get a messadern
after going on the run. Tantalizingly, Nicholas Botells us
that Nellie was pregnant when George left, but doesll
us what happened to her after the trial...for whiclvas
sorry.

Austen Bidwell seems to have had a cla¥$igin-
and-Whore complex. The 'virgin' was the delicatende
Jeannie Devereux, later described as “very gookitgo

4 Geo. Bidwell. 5

Officer. 6 Edward Hills. 7 Mr. Straight, Q.C.

TO MR. STRAIGHT, Q.C.

businessman - in his late twenties- “swept herheff feet”,
according to Booth, who portrays Jeannie as a heroi
straight out of a silent movie. We almost expeciniée to
end up tied across the railway line as Austen $wirls
moustache. Jeannie seems all coloured in pinkvanritk,
whilst her mother (Austen's personal nemesis) rtrgyged
as a looming, handbag-wielding presence, who taestop
her daughter marrying a man who confessed to uaing
alias, had a mysterious lifestyle, and large anouwohtcash.
Nicholas Booth seized upon Jeannie as a humanmviati
the fraud, in an effort to allay sympathy for Austidwell.

| confess that | thought that Jeannie was a typicahan
in that she turned against Austen, not only becalise
discovered that he was a criminal but chiefly beeathe
newspapers had falsely attributed his brother GEsrg
family to him, and she learned about Austen's imiahip
with Frances Grey from the papers. Frances Greytheas
whore, of course, who had an affair with Austen v
(with attendant love letters and tearful partingsgler yet
another alias. She knew him as 'Dorie’ whilst shes w
working as a waitress in a bar on the notoriousniaket.
She believed that she was having a relationship wér

and extremely simple...has been very little in sgcietDorie' at exactly the same time (it later transg)rthat he

and knows very little of the ways of the world”. &Slvas
straight from school. "Not at all Smart, but a thagh lady”,
was another conclusion. The good mannered, America

was courting his beloved Jeannie. Austen Bidwelghni
well have believed that he loved Jeannie - buttkieats
and menaces that he sent her as he was held prison



because she refused to stand by him, show thestaie
of his emotions. He was a manipulative and coritrll
personality.

Edwin Noyes Hills seems the most stablMndi an
almost respectable life in Charlotte Street, FigZéguare, in
lodgings with 'naive' Miss Ellen Franklin. Sadlye lalso
used an alias and a tissue of lies throughoutelaionship
with Ellen, who was another prostitute. He wouldduubt

Austen spent 18 years in Chatham Prison, aon
starvation diet: 50z bread, 50z meat a day, ang sou5
days. He weighed just over 9 stone on release bbiiy
weight must have been mostly muscle as he dug én th
“mud, mud, everywhere” of the docks. His face wlasid
and he spoke like a ventriloquist without a dumnaytrick
learned so not to attract the attention of the dsiawe're
told. He read the bible and preached sermons tedifinAs

have abandoned her and left abruptly, had he neh bdor being a ‘'lady's man' that side of his life veaer: “I had

arrested. It was through ignorance that Ellen fiedtithat

Hills had not only lied to her about his job, bt lad been
increasingly nervous in the time leading up todm®st - a
testimony that showed that Hills wasn't an innocesain

'used' by the gang (as he and they professedpnauof the
villains.

The worst of them was George Macdonnellhaad-
some, flamboyantly-dressed, brilliant forger, ame @f the

gone into prison a vigorous young man ...I cameveain
down, youth was gone, middle age fading, old agsnsel
settling down on me”.

George Bidwell refused to do hard laboumprison -
and consequently spent most of his time lying dowan,
Dartmoor Prison, attached to a ball and chainhips and
knees wasted, and his muscles atrophied. He made tw
suicide attempts and for a long time “never sawe gy,

masterminds behind the whole operation. NicholastiBo sun, nor twinkling stars”. Mrs George Bidwell, “TtHdoble

evidently did not like him, describing his massigo as
“overweening” or “overbearing”. Macdonnell, in higiise

Woman” actually stuck by her husband.
Both Hills and Macdonnell were left with nial health

as Austin Bidwell's Doctor, took Frances Grey as hissues. Hills was described (perhaps unjustly) ésnawy

mistress after Bidwell scarpered - only to stand iy at
Liverpool Docks, whilst he made his escape, al@moe the
other end of the country. So there is no surprisheglee
with which Grey testified against him. However, ttisdain
with which Macdonnell treated his landlady takess biscuit
for me. Despite having thousands of pounds in,dashvas
petty enough to leave his lodgings without paying tent.
This action resulted in a search of his room byldwsllady,
where she found some blotting paper which, whed bel
to a mirror, revealed that Macdonnell was one ef Bank
of England fraudsters. It even showed his escaite r

The Thieves of Threadneedle Street' is rg weoral
tale, when all is said and done. Yes, we might elaav the
complicated and painstaking setting up of the criamel the
acting skills of the gang. Who could forget Ausiidwell
shaking the hand of the manager of The WesterndBranh
the Bank of England, and being offered sherry aaduits?
or the nerve of George Macdonnell when launderimig
the bank which he has just robbed? But the outcmmall
four of the convicted thieves leaves us in no daatball
that crime does not pay. An Institution such asBhek of
England operates greatly upon trust, and whentthat is
broken, and by Americans no less, then the vengeaas to
be such as to wipe any sort of pride from theiefaforever
and ever.

Booth says that a “strange, stunned huphgagl over
the Old Bailey as the sentence was passed. AustemeB
described the moment that he was given 'Life' as &he
moment the old judge solemnly condemned me to wiaat
death”. Austen was aged 28 at the time. “There avhsv

indescribable murmur of amazement... pervading awe”

Nicholas Booth describes the ‘head shaking ovevéheict.
Nobody had been killed, no one lost houses orilivelds.
Losses were recouped, most of the money retrieVdas

Primrose Way had come to an end” wrote Austen. The

sentences were 'draconian' — not ‘just' lifet viath ‘hard
labour ', although, had the punishment been lighg
thieves would surely have continued to conductrthegs
dishonestly. Still, Pope's famous line “to breakudterfly
upon a wheel” seems very apt.

haired, hopeless though perfectly harmless idioMac's
face was ravaged and he became a homeless petigailri

| was interested to learn that both of ®Bielwell
brothers were literary with George writing poetnygrison.
Both of them tried to run an 'anti crime' magazoated
‘The Crusader’ on his release, and both produceahois.
As it happens, one of their brothers, Benson Biti{weho
was convicted of confidence trickery) wrote a ‘femyt
novel, which is now much sought after, called “THging
Cows of Biloxi'. | found it almost unbearably tragito
learn that the lecture tour that the Bidwell Brothédad
undertaken after their release, and the sale ‘Tdfe
Crusader’ (which were both attempts to earn homestey,
and by telling their story show that crime reallgrdt pay),
came to nothing. It came to nothing because that@ank
of England Fraud was yesterday's news. What was s
heinous a crime that it merited the most severéesnfs
being inflicted one day, left the world indifferethie next.

This is a book which might be used as aregfce book
in many ways, as well as being a cracking tale. But
ultimately it leaves you with the un-quiet voicesdathe
restless souls of the Bidwell Brothers, who diedigeas
within two weeks of each other. | thoroughly recoemuh
Nicholas Booth's book, The Thieves of Threadne&tieet,
particularly if you are contemplating a life of k!

Nicholas Booth will be appearing at
the Ripperologist 21st Birthday Party
& Casebook: (lassic Crime London
Conierence this September. Full details
will appear soon on our website at:-

http://www.ripconierence.com/

Please g0 1o the website ior
payment details & regular updates!
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