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Blood Runs Cold – Thelma Clapham 

 
The golden years. A time for rest, relaxation, routine and for many, adventures. A time period for which 
many of us joke around about, but secretly long for, during our busy workdays or our long commutes. No 
4:30 wakeup calls, no small kids bustling under feet, no emotional teens that you are guiding to adulthood, 
and for many of us, no young men and women we are financing through university or college. Finally, a 
time to breathe and enjoy the things we took advantage of leading up to this moment. 

Sometimes that journey through life is not comfortable, it loops and turns, with its highs and lows. It may 
not have been the exact way you would have imagined it, but you made it, and you intend to enjoy what 
time you have left. 

We travel through our time with the weight of our expectations, knowing all too well what awaits at the 
end of this great race. If we make it to the end of our golden years, we often hope that our transition from 
life will be quick, painless, without fear and surrounded by those we love. 

Thelma's transition from life was brutal, with great fear, and alone, aside from her killer. This is Thelma 
Clapham's story. 

When Thelma was 75, she moved into a 1-bedroom subsidized city-housing apartment geared towards "at-
risk" seniors who were still mostly independent. She lived there alone for the next 4 years. Likely the first, 
she's lived on her own after a long marriage. It's uncertain where her husband resided, but at that age, it 
wouldn't be a stretch to assume he needed additional care. 

With the ever-rising cost of rent in the greater Toronto area and the likely need for additional care for her 
husband, city housing was a great option. Here the rent is calculated based on a percentage of your 
income, and not based on current market value. Also, this city housing for seniors is partnered with St. 
Joseph's Home Care and Catholic Family Services, which together creates a "neighbourhood model for 
seniors." Necessarily, a team of on-site personal support workers would have access to the building 
between 7am to 7pm, Monday through Friday. This would range from personal assistance 
(dressing/bathing/medication), homemaking (light cleaning/laundry/cooking) to safety checks. These 
services are available for residents through an application process.  

The building where Thelma lived is a high-rise in the downtown area of Hamilton. The building houses 198 
apartments, and the entire structure is geared towards seniors. You need to be 60+ to be able to reside 
there. 
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Different activities are arranged, such as bus trips to do groceries, Bingo nights, and manicure services. 

In short, many non-resident people would legitimately have open access to the building during those days 
& hours and wouldn't be questioned being seen. 

But, residents, their visitors, and the personal support workers are not the only ones who can access the 
building. I completed a recent test on the security of this current building. 
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I was able to quickly enter the building, without issues, and was not questioned. There appears to be a 
buzzing system; however, I was able to easily tailgate in behind another person. There was basically no 
distance between the front door and the second door entering the building. There are cameras by the front 
doors and in the foyer in front of the elevators. There did not appear to be any cameras in the elevator. 
Thelma lived on the 9th floor. Her apartment was the second to last one at the end of a long narrow 
hallway. Coincidently, during my visit, one of the residents were in their apartment with their door open, 
living with a false sense of security. There were no cameras on the individual floors. There are a few 
different staircases on each level. None of these stairwells have ay additional security (i.e. no security pass 
to enter / exit or key, no cameras). Thelma's apartment was near one of the stairways. 
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The lack of security at the city housing buildings has led to increased violence and drug dealings. Just last 
year in, on December 1st, the police were called to investigate the death of a woman found in the lobby. 
The deceased woman did not reside there 

Based on the general description of the apartment, the building, the number of non-residents who would 
have authorized access to the building, the lack of security, we somewhat have an understanding of the 
community in which Thelma was living as well as the contributing reasons that the case remains open and 
unsolved. So, let us go over the facts and information that we do know. 

This Thursday was mostly like any other Thursday in the building. Thelma was to have the cleaning lady 
come and clean her apartment, and she was to go on her scheduled bus outing to the grocery store, which 
was always chided for, for being the last one on the bus. 

Thelma didn't show up to the bus outing for a regular grocery shopping trip, some of the other frequent 
shoppers grew worried and went to her apartment. There they noticed 2 days worth of newspapers piling 
up at her door, never a good sign. Leaving the paper to pile up at her door was something that Thelma 
never did. They went to the superintendent, who had the two building-security tenants go do a wellness 
check while she called 911. 

Meanwhile, the cleaning lady that usually cleaned her apartment, among other units, was asking her 
neighbour, for whom she also provided cleaning services, if Thelma was sick as she knocked on her door 
and there was no answer. 

Doug and his partner, the two building security tenants, got the keys and made their way to Thelma's unit. 
They knocked and waited, no answer. They called her name, and still no response. By this time is was 11:30 
in the morning, and finally, they took their key and unlocked her door. When Doug and his partner entered 
the apartment, they were taken aback by what they saw. They noticed her foot first. There she was lying 
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face down on her bedroom floor. At first, they thought maybe she had fallen and couldn't get up. 911 was 
called by the superintendent. 

When the police arrived, the residents had already caught wind that Thelma was deceased and was trying 
to understand what the circumstances were. They were shocked to find out she was dead. She was well-
liked in the building and was just starting to feel better after her pacemaker implant. So much so that she 
told some of the other tenants that they would soon see her back at their regular bingo night. The last time 
someone was confirmed to have seen Thelma alive was on Tuesday, November 30th. Two days before her 
body was discovered.  

Law enforcement immediately considered her death suspicious, and the scene and case were handed over 
to the major crime unit. 

What gave them this indication? Initially, they specified it was because of the location of her body and 
items found in her apartment. An autopsy was performed the following day. The pathologist confirmed 
that her cause of death was blunt force trauma, and the method of death was a homicide. Her death was 
not caused by a fall; it was intentional.  

Police spent the next 5-7 days in the building with a forensics team combing through Thelma's apartment 
and investigators speaking to as many people as possible. Overall, they talked to over 200 people between 
December 2nd, 2004 to present. 

While the police were on scene, Thelma's son Greg was calling his mom and leaving a message for her on 
her answering machine saying he was coming over, warning her that if she was there to stay there. He had 
been calling her and leaving messages and wasn't getting any callback. Thelma had one of those answering 
machines where you can hear the person leaving a message, so the police heard Greg's message and were 
waiting for him by the door when he arrived. 

Back in Thelma's apartment, the Hamilton police called in specialists from the Waterloo police to assist 
with blood spatter analysis. 

A lot can be learned from blood patterns at a crime scene. It can tell you the type of weapon used, the 
direction in which the item struck the victim, the force that was likely used, where the attack took place 
and the relative positions of those involved. This can speak volumes as to what occurred and provide vital 
clues of the attacker. For example, If the item or weapon was heavy and hard to maneuver, then this would 
indicate that the attacker would be reasonably robust. And, based on the directionality of the bloodstains, 
the specialist can determine a point of origin, which may give an indication of the perpetrator's height. 
Each drop of blood is going to strike a surface at its own unique angle from a particular direction. Picture 
hitting a sponge soaked in food colouring, how would that hit the wall? What angle and direction? A point 
of origin can tell you if the person was standing or near the floor when struck and how many blows they 
received. 

A weapon was not found on the scene; however, law enforcement believes they know what was used to 
kill Thelma. Obviously, the killer left the scene with it. And remember how the door was locked for the two 
building security tenants? They needed to unlock the door to enter Thelma's apartment. There was no 
forced entry into her apartment. I'm not confident what kind of locking mechanism would be on the door 
and if you would need a key to lock it. Some doors you can push and turn the door handle from the inside 
and then close the door, and the bottom lock will be locked. Early news articles did not indicate if the 
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deadbolt was locked. When I went to the scene, the door handles did not look like these types of knobs or 
handles, though this could have been updated in the 15 years since this brutal slaying took place. 

The apartment wasn't turned over as though it was a robbery; however, the police did say that some cash 
had been stolen. That being said, they couldn't establish a motive, although I am sure there are some 
floating theories. From all the interviews they have conducted, they do have a small pool of persons of 
interest. However, at this point, there is not enough physical or circumstantial evidence to eliminate or 
charge any of them. Out of this small pool of persons of interest, there is one that stands out. It is believed 
that a woman is involved, either on her own or in conjunction with another individual. A description of this 
person is not available at this time. 

December 2nd will mark the 15th anniversary of Thelma's death, and her children and family still don't 
have answers. What would drive someone to viciously beat and kill a 79-year-old woman? Many people 
were in & out of that building for legitimate reasons, as we covered, and the security is almost non-
existent. Basically, anyone could walk in off the street and gain access. And as we saw, some tenants even 
left their doors open. Thelma's apartment was the second to last one at the end of a long hallway, almost 
in front of a stairwell where no key or pass is needed to access. No one reported hearing any commotion or 
sounds coming from the victim's apartment. 

Whoever killed Thelma was likely known to her, as there was no forced entry and no early indications that 
she would routinely leave her door open. The murder weapon was not left on the scene, it was carried 
from the scene by the killer. Some cash was stolen from Thelma's apartment. Could she have caught a 
personal assistant worker in the act of theft and then paid the harsh price? Police believe she was 
murdered on or about November 30th. She was likely attacked that same day. 

Law enforcement has good reason to believe that there are people in the community who have knowledge 
as to who is responsible for Thelma's death. They state that, unfortunately, for various reasons, these 
people are reluctant to come forward. 

This brings us to the end of Thelma's story. 

The Hamilton Police Services Board has authorized a reward of $5000 for information leading to the arrest 
and conviction of the person or persons responsible for this horrendous crime. If you have any information, 
please get in touch with Detective Sergeant Steve Bereziuk @ 905-546-3865 

Or, if you wish to remain anonymous, you can call Crime Stoppers at 1 800 222 8477 (TIPS) or submit a tip 
online at Submit a Tip and to be eligible for a reward of up to $2000. 
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The Open Road – Michael Lovejoy’s Story 

 
He had already been driving for 8 hours and on the road for longer. He needed sleep. He had left his home 
in Flint, Michigan, sometime either the late evening of Thursday, April 7th or the very early hours of Friday, 
April 8th, 1994. He was scheduled to drive to the American Axle and Manufacturing plant in Buffalo, NY, 
where he was to pick up a cargo shipment of automotive axles to deliver to the now-defunct GMC truck & 
bus plant in Pontiac, Michigan. He made it to the American Axle & Manufacturing plant, he picked up his 
cargo, but he never made it home. 
 
Michael was a big guy. He had broad shoulders and would tower over almost everyone. He stood 6’6” and 
weighed around 200 Lbs. And he hated the heat! Couldn’t sleep if it was too warm. Even though he was a 
tall man, he wasn’t imposing. He firmly believed that any conflict could be resolved by talking them out. He 
wasn’t a fighter, and he didn’t like weapons. 
 
Michael lived in Flint, Michigan. This was the Flint before multiple financial emergencies were declared, 
and the city needed to have unelected emergency managers run the town. This was Flint before the 
scandal in which government officials ignored evidence that the city’s water supply was contaminated with 
lead. This was the Flint at the cusp of becoming one of the leading cities in the United States for violent 
crime. A town where the many citizens fell below the poverty line at more than half the household income 
of the state median. A city on its way to becoming a top contender for the worst place to live in the US. 
This Flint was a far cry from its former glory. Flint was once the most significant single manufacturing 
complex of General Motors; however, the closing or relocation of various General Motors plants in the 
1980s and early ’90s lead to a shrinking economy, high unemployment rates, and a mass reduction in 
population. This is the Flint where Michael lived. 
Michael loved to drive. Give him the empty road, and he could go for hours. Which is why it wasn’t a 
surprise when he landed his dream job of driving a big rig all over North America. He started working at 
Michigan based RTS Transportation at the end of February or the beginning of March 1994. He was only 5 
weeks into his new job. 
 
On this trip, he was to drive to the American Axle & Manufacturing Plant in Buffalo, NY, to pick up cargo 
destined for the GMC Truck & Bus Plant in Pontiac, Michigan. He left his house either late Thursday or early 
Friday, arrived in Buffo the morning of Friday, April 8th. The drive from Flint Michigan to Buffalo, NY, is 
around 7.5 to 8 hrs, barring any issues at the borders or traffic. He arrived at the American Axle & 
Manufacturing plant at approximately 10 am. He picked up the shipment of truck axles and left the plant 
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1h and 16 minutes later, heading back into Canada through the Queenston-Lewiston Bridge. Between 1:30 
– 2:00 pm, Michael pulled over to the side of the road of 403 (westbound) between Garden Avenue & 
Wayne Gretzky Parkway (formerly Park Road North). This is the location of his death. I conducted a site 
visit. Here are some photos of the location. 
 

 
 
At approximately 4:30 am on Saturday, April 9th, another RTS transportation driver who was travelling 
eastbound on the 403 towards Buffalo spotted Michael’s truck parked on the side of the westbound lanes. 
He tried to contact Michael over the CB radio, but there was no answer. Michael Lovejoy’s CB handle was 
“Supertramp.” At 2:50 pm, this same driver was on his return run to Michigan when he noticed that the 
same RTS transport truck was still parked in the same location, so he stopped to investigate why. He 
discovered Michael Lovejoy’s body in the sleeper portion of the cab. Michael had been shot several times. 
The person who found his body immediately called the police. 
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Police arrived on the scene and spent just over 5 hours taking photos and combing the surrounding 
roadside and ditch for clues. Additionally, they received assistance from the Ontario provincial police’s 
canine unit. However, no murder weapon was located. The cab portion of the tractor-trailer, with Michael 
still inside, was towed to Toronto that Saturday night for examination by the centre of forensic science and 
the chief’s coroner’s office. This was done to prevent contamination of the crime scene. 
The ballistic results were never released to the public, nor the number of times Michael had been shot, 
other than to say it had been several times. 
 
Michael was found in the sleeper portion of the cab. His shoes and socks were off and on the floor of the 
vehicle, and he had the alarm on his watch set for that Saturday at 5:30 pm as he was scheduled to arrive 
in Pontiac by 10:00 pm. Robbery was ruled out as a motive. His wallet lay undisturbed in the cab, and the 
cargo was not touched. 
 
Between 1991-1994 there had been 13 truckers that were shot at from overpasses along highways 401, 
402, and 403 in Southwestern Ontario. Police were quick to rule out the possibility of a sniper in this case 
as the truck was not parked close to an overpass, and the homicide was confined to the “close proximity of 
the truck’s cab.” 
 
Very early theories indicated a possibility that Michael may have picked up a hitchhiker. However, this was 
quickly ruled out in the media as there was a strict no passenger allowed policy that, if violated, were 
grounds for dismissal. His Aunt told the Brantford Expositor that Michael would in no way pick up a 
hitchhiker and jeopardize his job. After all, he did have a family to support. 
RTS Transportation company officials were also fast to dismiss any possible connection between the 
murder and the American labour problems involving the Teamsters Union at the time. The brotherhood of 
teamsters is a labour union in the united states and Canada, previously plagues by Infiltration of organized 
crime throughout the 1950s. I couldn’t find any affiliated labour disputes that could potentially be 
affiliated.  
 
Some witnesses came forward and indicated that another tractor-trailer with similar colouring and 
markings was seen parked behind Michael’s tractor-trailer close to when he first left the highway (between 
1:30 pm to 2:00 pm on that Friday). Someone saw a man walking from Michael’s truck to the other one. 
This was on Friday and is not the same man that discovered his body the following day. One witness 
indicated seeing 2 men running from Michael’s truck. However, I could not confirm if it was 1 male or 2. 
This person has not been identified to this day. 
 
Police have received and followed up on more than 300 tips since then, and none of the tips have panned 
out. Investigators have spoken to numerous people from Canada and the united states. The case still 
remains unsolved.  
 
Michael was 35 years old at the time of his death. He was married to Linda and had one son together, Billy, 
who was 10 at the time. He has also had a 12-year-old stepson. Following Michael’s death, his wife, 
mother, and sister travelled to Brantford and Toronto for Identification of Michael and for police 
interviews. Michael’s murder was one more blow to the family as Michael’s father, uncle and grandfather 
had all passed within 2 years before his death. 
 
To recap what we do know, Michael Lovejoy travelled from Flint, Michigan to Buffalo, NY, cutting through 
Canada. He left Michigan sometime either the evening of Thursday the 7ths or early morning Friday the 
8th. He arrived in Buffalo at the America Axle and Manufacturing plant at around 10 am, picked up his 
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cargo and left at approximately 11:15 am. He crossed the Queenston & Lewiston bridge at about noon. 
Drove around 1.5 hr and pulled over to the side of the road in Brantford, Ontario, between Garden Avenue 
and Park Road North for a nap at around 1:30 pm. 
 
He took his shoes and socks off and placed them on the floor of the cab, took his wallet out, set his alarm 
on his watch for 5:30 pm and settled in the sleeper compartment of the cab for a nap before having to 
head out to meet his delivery time of 10 pm in Pontiac, Michigan. Another truck bearing the same colours 
and markings as RTS Transportation pulled up behind Michael’s truck between 1:30 pm and 3:30 pm. 1-2 
males were seen fleeing from Michael’s truck to the truck behind Michael’s truck. At 4:30 am on 
Saturday, April 8th, another driver from RTS transportation who was driving eastbound on the 403 towards 
Buffalo saw Michael’s truck pulled over on the shoulder of the highway. He called over for him on the CB, 
but it went unanswered. At Approximately 2:50 pm that same Saturday, that same driver was returning 
from Buffalo and saw that Michael’s truck was still stopped on the side of the road. He stopped behind him 
and went to investigate. He discovered the body of 35-year-old Michael James Lovejoy in the sleeper 
compartment of the cab of his truck. He had been shot multiple times. He had likely been deceased for 
close to 24 hours. Sniper shooting was ruled out, and the company denied that his death was related to any 
labour disputes involving Teamsters’ union. His murder was confined to the cab of his truck. 

 
Michael was 35 at the time of his death. He was married and had a 12-year-old stepson and a 10-year-old 
son. His murder has not been solved and is now considered a cold case as all investigative leads have been 
exhausted. If you have any information in the death of Michael Lovejoy OR have any information with 
regards to relationships or events involving RTS Transportation, Teamsters Union, or Michael Lovejoy, 
please contact the Major Crime Unit of the Brantford Police Services at 519-756-0113 OR If you have 
information about a crime that you would like to report anonymously, please call Crime Stoppers at 519-
750-TIPS (8477) or toll-free: 1-800-222-TIPS (8477). Tips may also be sent via e-mail by 
visiting www.crimestoppers-brant.ca. 
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Bruised & Broken – Bonnie Tatti 

 
 
It was a beautiful day. Bright, sunny & warm. A true mark that spring was soon turning into summer, a 
feeling of unspoken promise. It was Bonnie’s 45th birthday, wedding anniversary and the Monday of a long 
weekend. Little did she know her husband Gary was planning a small get together for her later that day. 
Everyone was home, Gary was waiting for a friend to pick him up so they can go pick up a cake for Bonnie’s 
birthday. Bonnie quietly slipped out of the house shortly before 11 am, only to be found broken and 
bruised at the end of a neighbour’s driveway just around the corner 10 – 15 minutes or so later. This is 
Bonnie Tatti’s story. 
 
Bonnie’s life wasn’t always an easy one. She had a hard upbringing. When Bonnie was young, her father 
died as a result of homicide during a bar fight. She then lost contact with her mother and was placed in a 
foster home. She moved from foster home to foster home, running away from each one of them. And then, 
one day, she became pregnant with her first child, a boy she named David. Her younger brother said it was 
amazing to see the change in his sister when David was born as she was so in love with the little boy. 
Unfortunately, she eventually lost custody of her little boy. 
 
Bonnie met Gary in and around 1984. She was only 19, and he was 20 years her senior. But they weren’t 
bothered by their May-December romance. Gary was head over heels. She was a blonde bombshell and 
very sweet, his Marylyn Monroe he is quoted as saying. A friend introduced them, and they just clicked and 
eventually ended up getting married at The Little White Chapel in Las Vegas on one of her birthdays. Then, 
sometime later, along came Mitchell when she was 29 and Leah just a year later. Her kids were the center 
of her world. Having gone so long without reconnecting with her mom, Bonnie devoted a lot of time when 
the kids were young, and she was a stay at home Mom. Both her brother and Husband Gary said that she 
was a great mom when things were going well. 
 
However, the unresolved traumas of her past and likely an undiagnosed mental health issue went hand in 
hand in the downward spiral she found herself in. At some point, Bonnie started drinking more and more 
and, as a consequence, fell frequently. On one of these times that she fell, she injured her shoulder and 
was prescribed oxycontin, which is the slow release version of oxycodone, another name it’s known by is 
Percocet. Like many before her, she developed a dependency and an addiction to opioids and may have 
also started selling on the street for extra money. 
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Opioids are a class of drugs that act in the nervous system. Basically, they attach to different proteins called 
G Protein-coupled receptors (GPCRs) on nerve cells that are found in your brain, spinal cord, and some 
other parts of your body. They act in a few different ways, they can work on the limbic system, which 
controls emotions and can give you a feeling of relaxation by releasing large amounts of dopamine, they 
also act on the nerve cells (neurons) in the spinal cord which block pain signals back to your brain, so you 
feel pain-free. They can work on the brainstem, which controls breathing and your heartbeat.  
 
There are 2 main categories of opioids: Legally Prescribed or Medicine and Illegal drugs. Commonly 
prescribed opioids are codeine, morphine, oxycontin or oxycodone, Percocet, and Vicodin. These are 
usually prescribed to manage pain following surgery or for chronic pain, which is pain that persists over 
long periods. Both prescribed and illegal opioids can cause addiction, primarily when used over a long 
period, even if the medications are appropriately prescribed and taken as directed. Addiction shouldn’t be 
confused with dependency though, virtually everyone will become dependent on the drug if they take it 
long term, meaning that if you would abruptly stop if would cause you physical & psychological withdrawal 
symptoms. A small percentage of people who take prescribed opioids do become addicted as well. One 
reason is that the longer you take the drug, the more your body gets used to it, and you start to feel as 
though you need more or a higher dosage to maintain that original feeling. Doctor’s will recognize this and 
will not typically increase the dosages because of the known risks. Therefore, a lot of people will turn to 
illegal means to obtain more. Addiction to opioids is characterized as a powerful compulsive urge to use 
them, even if not needed medically. People who are addicted often will prioritize getting and using these 
drugs over other activities in their lives. This compulsive urge, coupled with limited supply or having the 
supply cut off from their family doctor, will lead people to look for this via illegal means. Some people are 
more susceptible to addiction than others, some scientists believe there is a genetic component, but 
overall, it’s not indeed known why some people are more vulnerable than others. 
 
The timeline on these events is unknown; however, it cumulated to the extent that Bonnie and Gary split in 
2008, and Bonnie left the family home. Even though they did end up separating, Gary said they were still 
there for each other, and he always loved Bonnie very much, which is why when she started to really try to 
turn her life around, he invited her back to the family home. 
 
She was rebuilding her relationship with her kids and had recently gotten back I touch with her mom; she 
was trying really hard to get her life back on that right track, but she still had her demons to fight. It wasn’t 
until late 2009 to early 2010 that Bonnie had moved back into the family home with her 2 teenage children 
and her ex-husband. They had lived at that house for over 20 years. It’s a very calm and quiet residential 
area filled with single-family homes. 
 
Monday, May 24, 2010, had exceptional weather, partially cloudy with a high of 26C (79 F). It was Bonnie’s 
45th birthday and also Bonnie and Gary’s wedding anniversary. Bonnie didn’t know this, but Gary was 
arranging a surprise get together for her later that day. He had called a friend that morning, so they go 
together to pick up a birthday cake and some other items.  
 
Bonnie stepped out of her house on Dalkeith Avenue shortly before 11:00 am, unbeknownst to Gary and 
her two kids. 
 
At around 11:00 am neighbours said they heard a bang and turned to find Bonnie lying at the end of a 
driveway, bloody and bruised and barely breathing. 
One neighbour, who didn’t want to be named, told a Hamilton spectator journalist at the time, that she 
was outside cleaning her vehicle on that Monday at approximately 11 am on Rosslyn Avenue when she 
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heard a massive bang behind her. She turned around and saw a woman lying face down near the road and 
saw a black SUV speed away. 
 
Witnesses heard someone yell, “Hey,” followed by a loud thump, just before seeing a considerable black 
SUV speed off, slightly squealing its tires as it peeled away from the scene. 
 
Bonnie was barely recognizable. Her face was swollen, bloody and bruised. She was breathing, but just 
barely. One of the neighbours said that even though they had known Bonnie most of their life, it wasn’t 
until her husband came running out to her on the street that she realized who she was. 
 
I visited this location to get a sense of the area where Bonnie was fatally injured. Here are some photos of 
the area. The area itself was relatively quiet when I visited on a Sunday afternoon. There wasn’t too much 
traffic, other than residents and some visitors. Only 1 or 3 driveways faced Rosslyn Avenue between 
Dalkeith, where Bonnie lived, and Craigmiller. 
 

 
 
The SUV was identified by witnesses as a flat black 1996 / 1997 GMC Jimmy SUV with a burnt-out or 
smashed tail light and chrome rims. The GMC Jimmy had been parked on the wrong side of Rosslyn Avenue 
facing the wrong way. So, on the left side of the street, facing Barton Street. The residents had recognized 
the SUV as one that had been in the neighbourhood before. 
 
Shortly after Bonnie’s broken and bleeding body was dumped at the end of a neighbour’s driveway on 
Rosslyn Avenue, Gary received a phone call saying a woman was lying on the street. Gary ran out instantly. 
In his heart, he knew it was Bonnie. When he reached her, she was still alive, but barely. She had a severe 
head injury and an injured torso. She was struggling to breathe. She was not conscious. His first thought 
was that she was hit by a car. 911 was called. People had started gathering on the street, and naturally, 
when seeing their dad rush out and people gathering the 2 teens came out too. The two kids that lived at 
home were at home that day as it was Victoria Day (which is a federal Canadian public holiday in honour of 
Queen Victoria’s birthday.) Gary stopped the two kids from seeing their mom in this way, lying on the side 
of the street, broken & bleeding. 
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Bonnie was tended to by the Emergency Response Services and Hamilton Fire Department and quickly 
brought to the Hamilton General Hospital. She underwent emergency surgery for her life-threatening 
injuries. 
 
The police blocked off the street. There were uniformed patrol officers on scene as well as divisional 
detectives, a forensic services unit, the accident reconstruction unit, as well as members of the victim-
assistance office. 
 
The uniformed police officers canvased the neighbourhood looking for anyone who may have witnessed 
the incident. 
 
Gary had mentioned that she had made some friends in the past year of her life, people that he didn’t 
know. He believed that some of these friends may have known where she was going or who was with her. 
 
Bonnie was either thrown from the car or run over or very likely both. Law enforcement will not confirm 
these details. Gary said that Bonnie would not have gotten into the car with a stranger, and it is assumed 
that she knew the occupant(s). The police said that Bonnie was hurt in a very short time frame before she 
was found. She remained in the hospital in critical condition in a coma. She never regained consciousness. 
The prognosis wasn’t very good, the doctors hadn’t given the family reason to hope for recovery. Bonnie 
was placed on life support. Her heart continued beating for almost a week after she was taken off life 
support. She died on June 17, 2010. Her death was ruled a homicide. 
 
Witnesses indicated that there was a male occupant driving, and one witness told the police that they saw 
a female, who was not Bonnie in the back of the SUV. 
 
Investigators believed drugs were involved. The SUV and the male occupant are believed to be a known 
drug dealer or that the vehicle was known to deliver drugs in the neighbourhood. At one point, law 
enforcement told Gary that they believed they knew who the woman was in the back of the SUV; however, 
she had passed away in 2018. To this extent, law enforcement has confirmed a person of interest. 
 
Gary still lives in the same area. He told Susan Clairmont, a reporter for the Hamilton Spectator, early last 
year that he passes by the spot where the love of his life was fatally injured and that he has agonized for 
the past 9 years over her final moments. Was she beaten, run over, was it intentional? Was it over drugs? 
He told Susan that he was frustrated because no one has officially been blamed for her death. 
 
Police had floated a couple of names to Gary, but he said he didn’t recognize them and that Bonnie had 
made friends in the past few years or so of her life, and he didn’t know them. He did stress that she would 
not have gotten into the vehicle with someone unknown to her. 
 
Bonnie was cremated and a memorial ceremony held for her on Saturday, June 26, 2010. 
All her children are grown adults now, and Gary said she would be very proud of them. If she were still 
alive, she would be a grandmother now. Her children were her treasures. They missed out on having her 
there for their graduations’, weddings, to celebrate career successes and the birth of her first grandchild. 
 
If you have any information about the events leading up to Bonnie’s fatal injury on May 24, 2010, can say 
who her known associates were and identify any person in that vehicle, as well as locate the vehicle, 
anything at all that could bring closure to Bonnie’s case for the sake of her family, please contact the Major 
Crime Unit of the Hamilton Police at 905-546-3829. 
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Or, if you wish to remain anonymous, you can provide your tip to crime stoppers at 1-800-222-TIPS (8477) 
or online by visiting crimestoppershamilton.com 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 



17 
 

The Butcher of the Frontier – Josie Langmaid 

 
 

It was Monday morning, and the day promised a beautiful one. Waldo got tired of waiting for his sister to 
leave and decided to walk on ahead of her with his cousin to the Pembroke Academy, where they both 
attended school. He left home at 8:00 am. Josie was running late, she was waiting on a friend, and finally at 
8:30 am, she grabbed her lunch and school book, said her goodbyes and headed out the door alone, with a 
bright smile on her face, ready to walk the 2.3 miles from her home to school. Waldo arrived home at 
approximately 4:30 pm, and after noticing that Josie wasn’t back, she asked where she was as she had not 
been at school that day. The family was immediately worried as this was out of character. Right away, her 
dad started organizing a search party. This is Josie Langmaid’s story. 
Josie Langmaid, Aged 17 
 
For this episode, we are veering from the typical unsolved or cold case from Southern Ontario as we travel 
all the way back to Pembroke, New Hampshire, in the fall of 1875. In 1875 the town of Pembroke boasted a 
population of between 2500 to 2800 people. Many of whom were French Canadians who worked the 
woods as wood-cutters or on the farms. There were no telephones and no cars. 
 
James Langmaid was a well-known individual in the town, on the board of selectman, a successful farm, 
and was in the process of brokering a deal or in the midst of building a business block in Suncook that year. 
They lived a comfortable life, and James was able to pay the education of all his children. He had 4 living 
children at the time. Josie was the oldest and was just shy of her 18th birthday, the second oldest was her 
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only brother Waldo, who was 15 at the time. Both Josie and Waldo were James’ children from his first 
marriage. 
 
The Langmaid’s lived approximately 2 miles from Pembroke Academy, where both Waldo and Josie were 
attending school. Josie did very well in school and was often described as bright, intellectual and cheery. 
Josie was an elegant and slender, fashionable young lady with a light complexion, light hair and eyes. She 
was intelligent, did very well in school. And her best friend was Lilia Fowler. 

 
Pembroke Academy 

 
On Monday, October 4, 1875, both Waldo and Josie were getting ready to walk to school. Josie was running 
a bit late, and although they typically walked together, Waldo decided to leave ahead of her and walk to 
school with his friend likely to ensure that he arrived on time. He left the house at 8:00 am. A half an hour 
later, at 8:30 am, she just put on her waterproof blue cape, grabbed her lunch and school book, said her 
goodbyes and left the house to walk the 2-mile route to school. Josie would have to pass a total of 6 homes 
to get to school, 4 of which were close to her home. A large part of the route is wooded and not populated. 
With only 2 houses, further apart, Amos Hoyt’s house and Mr. Hartford’s residence. 
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The Langmaid Home 

 
On that Monday morning, she was seen by Amos Hoyt’s family as she passed their residence, who lived ¼ 
mile from the Langmaid’s home. They weren’t close enough to her to speak but did recall seeing her pass-
by that morning. Once on Academy Road, another resident Deacon Giles passed, coming from the opposite 
direction, and said good morning to her as he passed. He was the last known person to have seen Josie that 
morning before being murdered. She had made it past the Hartford residence. By this time, she was about 
1.3 miles from her school, and this section of the route was dense with wood and brush with no human 
habitation within ½ mile in each direction.  
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Waldo arrived back home after school at approximately 4:30 pm and noticing that Josie was not home, 
asked where she was as she was not at school that day. Her family was immediately concerned as she had 
left for school in the morning, and the situation was out of character for her. 
His dad started looking right away, and to his closest neighbour, David Merrill, to help with his search. They 
subsequently sent messages all over Pembroke and Suncook Village for help to search. Approximately 200 
men with lanterns showed up from Pembroke and Suncook village. They split off into teams or went out 
individually, and then search officially started as the sky grew dark. 
Mr. Copp, a friend of Josie’s dad, and one of the 200 searchers, saw a glimpse of an object lying flat on the 
ground at approximately 8 pm. As he drew closer, he realized it was that of a body with skirts thrown 
around her and exclaimed, “’ Tis her.” 
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Josie was lying on her back, covered in blood. She had been decapitated, and her head was not with her 
body. It was a disturbing and grisly sight that deeply affected all those present. She was nude from the 
waist up, and her garments were cut from her body. They were saturated in blood and subsequently 
thrown back on top of her to mostly cover her body. Part of her chest and one knee were still visible. One 
leg was slightly bent at the knee with her foot resting on the other leg. She still had on her boots. One of 
her arms was twisted and pinned under her torso while the other arm lay resting over her chest. Of the 
body parts and limbs that they could see, at first, glance didn’t look horribly disfigured. 
 
The ground and leaves were saturated with blood where her neck was located. Her blue cape and head 
were missing, and a few green twigs tied in a Frenchman’s knot lay upon her. 
 
It wasn’t long after Mr. Copp exclaimed that he found Josie that her father ran over to him only to be taken 
aback and shock at such a scene. When he saw the state of her body, he fell to his knees and screamed, 
“Oh My God!” out in anguish and grabbed and hugged her mutilated body as he cried. 
Several men formed a circle around him, removed their hats, bowed their heads and quietly shed a few 
tears while others made a hasty stretcher to be able to carry her body back to the open wagon waiting on 
the road, about 80-100 feet, to bring her body back to the Langmaid home. Nearly 200 searchers solemnly 
followed in procession with lanterns lit against the darkening sky as they made their way slowly there. 
 
As they reached the house, the other members of the family came to meet the wagon with broken hearts. 
 
Physicians had been on the scene and followed to the home to complete a quick examination while the 
search continued. At this time, they were able to determine that she had been raped and then horribly 
mutilated. Her external sexual organs and part of her vagina were cut off, likely to try and mask the rape. 
 
During the initial examination, the search party continued. At this time, they were able to locate her hat, 
which was about 33 feet from the spot where her body was discovered. The hat itself wasn’t significantly 
damaged but mainly indented, and there was evidence of blood on it. The search ended just before 11 pm. 
 
The search party returned to the woods the following morning at 8:00 am to continue their search. Her 
head was found 1/3 of a mile from where her body was located, wrapped in the blue waterproof cape she 
had been wearing. Another 600 feet further west, opposite and open field, by the roadside, they found and 
apple and Josie’s school book. A stick or club was also located that was broken into 3 pieces. One end had 
been whittled, and one section had evidence of blood with grass stains, as though the perpetrator 
attempted to wipe the blood off in the dirt and grass. This area appeared to be where she was first 
assaulted, as here was evidence of a severe struggle. This was about halfway between where her body was 
found and where her head was located. 
 
The theory was that she was incapacitated, then dragged to where her body was located, raped and 
murdered, mutilated and then her head was wrapped in her blue clocked and deposited further away 
along the route the murderer was taking. 
 
According to early calculations, Josie would have likely reached this location around 9:25 am on Monday, 
October 4, 1875. Based on the site itself, authorities believed the perpetrator would know this spot or be 
acquainted with the topography of the country, as it seemed to be the only spot on the road where you 
could easily go undiscovered. 
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Once the head was located, a thorough examination or autopsy was completed. The autopsy results show 
that Josie was raped and beaten, but her cause of death was exsanguination due to her sliced throat and 
subsequent beheading. The physicians determined that she was still alive when this was done. The 
mutilation to her genitals was done after her death. 
 
It was determined that a sharp knife or razor was used to cut her throat, and possibly an axe due to the 
damage to the back of the neck when she was decapitated. The head was twisted to the side by force at 
the time this occurred, and there was evidence of a medium-sized boot heel imprint on her cheek. The 
partial semi-circle of a heel with 5 nail heads was evident. There were other boot imprints on different 
areas of the cheek, but one was fairly pronounced. The physicians gave their opinion that the perpetrator 
was an unskilled person, based on the cutting of her neck and the mutilations to her body. The spinal 
column was severed between the first and second vertebrae. 
 
Josie's funeral was held on Wednesday, October 6, 1875, at 11:00 am. Approximately 1000 people 
attended her service. Shortly after the funeral service, several men went out again to complete another 
search to see if there was any other evidence as to who the murderer was. During this search they located, 
at approximately 4:30 pm they discovered pieces of Josie's belt buckle and near it the backcomb and switch 
of false hair she had been wearing on that Monday. A handkerchief would later be found on November 7, 
1875. 
 
There were two initial arrests made on suspicion in the rape and murder of Josie Langmaid. One was 
against a William Drew who was around 22 years old, had a reputation for following his vices with little 
self-control and wore his wife's boots. It was alleged that he made rude comments to Josie in the past. He 
was eventually let go as the boot impression did not match his boots. 
Another individual was arrested on suspicion. He was a homeless person who was transient, so he would 
pick up odd jobs here and there. Almost none of the people in the area actually thought he was involved, 
and he was let go almost immediately. 
 
In and around October 8, Selectman Thrueworthy Fowler received a letter from a Judge Farnsworth, of St. 
Albans Vermont. The letter indicated that Mr. Joseph Lepage was a suspect in the murder of a young 
schoolteacher named Marietta Ball, who was attacked, raped, mutilated, and murdered while walking to a 
friend's residence after the school day. He also mentioned that this Lepage had subsequently moved from 
St. Albans to Suncook in the spring of 1875. The letter said that Lepage's children worked at the Suncook 
factory. Upon receiving this letter, he went to the Suncook Factory, and the overseer had pointed out 
where Lepage lived. When Trueworthy went to the house, he instantly recognized Lepage. He had hired 
Lepage to do some work for him as a thresher. He was taken into custody for questioning. 
A few main items came up during the investigation; Andrew Fuller, Trueworthy Fowler's son, who was 
working for him and was 20 at the time, recalled a conversation he had with Lepage when they were 
working at the front of the house one late afternoon at the end of September. He indicated that one day 
his 16-year-old sister came home from school, and Lepage started asking questions about her, who she 
was, where she went to school and how she got there, which route did she take. Not thinking anything of 
it, he told him and showed him the following day when they were driving around the area. His sister's 
name was Lilia Fowler and was very good friends with Josie Langmaid. Josie and Lilia went to the same 
school and travelled the same route to get there, often going together, along with Josie's brother Waldo 
and a cousin. 
A young boy of 13 advised that about a week before Josie's murder, Lepage was asking about another teen 
by the name of Sarah Prentiss. He continued his line of questioning about her the following day and then 
made some obscene comments or questions that the boy got embarrassed about and left. 
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A couple of days before the murder, so on the weekend, a few witnesses indicated that they saw a man, 
who they later identified as Joseph Lepage walking and stalking about on Academy road. He was 
brandishing a club or long stick and would dart into the bushes. One mother and daughter were actually 
almost chased until they came across another man picking berries. This man accompanied the mother back 
home after she dropped her daughter at school. The mother's name was Albersia Watson. They were able 
to offer a description of the person. Lean and muscular, dark eyes, with black wiry hair and beard. 
 
Furthermore, the boot heel comparison to the cast was a match to Lepage's boot. They had tested 
approximately 6 or more different boots, and only Lepage's matched exactly, every nail size, width, and 
space in between. 
 
Some blood analysis was completed. The specialists confirmed human blood on Lepage's vest, around the 
fly of his overalls, the bottom of his pants, and on his hat and overcoat. His shirt was not found. His wife 
indicated that he came home with a missing sleeve and tears, she washed it and put it to dry on the 
clothesline and that it disappeared from there. Chemical analysis was completed on the blood on his 
clothes, and it matched Josie's.  
 
A knife with a 3-inch blade was taken from his person when they searched him, and they also located a 
knife and razor in his home after searching the house. This was after he said he did not have a knife. 
Eye witness testimony also put him on Academy road around the time when Josie would have been 
murdered. Josie left her home at 8:30 am, walking at a normal gait for her height, she would have reached 
the location where she was attacked at approximately 9:25 am maximum. The area where she was 
attached was a little more than a mile from her home. 
 
That morning, Lepage went to Thomas Gardiner's for work, based on an arrangement he recently made. He 
showed up there between 6:00 AM54 Gardiner said he wasn't ready to work, he wanted to have his 
breakfast and that he would meet him in the woods after breakfast. When Gardiner finished his breakfast, 
he left to walk to the wood lot and didn't see Lepage all day, despite being on the lookout for him. 
 
Lepage was later seen near the bakery in Suncook, on Glass street at approximately 6:30 am. He was then 
seen on Pembroke Street at 8:00 am. Between 8:30 am- 8:55 am, he was seen at the corner of Pembroke 
and Academy road, turning down Academy Road. This corner is about 1.3 miles from the location where 
Josie was attacked and murdered. 
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At around 1:35 pm, he showed up Cofran woods, to a bunch of men who were building a shanty. One of 
the builders/workers said he did not see him before this time as they only started building the shanty in the 
morning, and they were already more than ¾ of the way completed and that they had already stopped to 
have their lunch. Lepage claimed that he had gotten lost in the woods and followed the sound of the axes. 
He then asked how to get to Joseph Daigneault's place. He was given directions and then asked if he had 
enough time to go there and come back to walk back home with them. They said yes. He was not wearing 
an overcoat and did not have an axe at the time, but he did have both when he returned to the men. He 
went on to Daigneault's and apparently asked for some wood to be measured, and Daigneault said he 
would do it later. This was about 1:45 pm – 2 pm, and the drivers just returned from delivery and 
unharnessing the horses and giving them their 1-hour lunch break before going out on their next delivery.  
There are some conflicting stories with regards to the number of times Joseph visited fellow Frenchman 
Daigneault, but we'll get into that a little bit later. He then said he was going to retrieve his coat and axe he 
left in the nearby barn and came back 5-10 minutes later with both. 
 
Joseph Lepage showed up at Thomas Gardiner's house a little after 6:30 pm on the 4th. Garnier made a 
comment about not seeing Lepage that day, to which he replied that he got lost in the woods and that he 
left his axe and coat in the barn near Joe Daigneault's road. He had said he went to Sam Cofran's lot and 
then Joe Daigneault's lot. Then he left and came back 5 minutes later, but didn't sit down. When Lepage 
came back in Julie, Thomas' wife, told them both about the missing girl, Josie. She had said that she was 
lost; at this point, no one knew that she was dead. Then Lepage noted that it was too bad that the girl was 
killed. 
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Joseph Lepage was arrested for rape and murder on October 15, 1875, 11 days after Josie was violently 
assaulted and killed. 
 
Tragedy struck the Langmaid's once again. Following Josie's death, Waldo became very ill and died on 
December 15, 1875. He came down with typhoid, followed by Pneumonia. He was buried next to his sister. 
 
Lepage's trial was brought to court on January 4, 1876. He pleaded not guilty, and his defence was that he 
had an alibi. The trial was presided over by a judge & jury. Before proceeding with the trial, the jury, and 
prisoner as well as all attorneys, were taken to all locations that were to be discussed at trial. The 
Pembroke Academy was visited, and then where Josie's book, apple, and the broken club were found. They 
entered the woods to where her body was found and where her head was found. They walked to little 
woods, and Hartford's home was pointed out. They were then driven to the Langmaid home. 
The trial lasted 8 days, and the jury only took 1 hour to deliberate and came back with the guilty verdict for 
murder in the first degree. The blood analysis and boot impression comparison evidence were highlighted 
as well as the eye witness testimony as to Lepage's location on October 4, and his conversations with 
Andrew Fuller and the 13-year-old boy. It appeared that his original targets were either Lilia Fowler or 
Sarah Prentiss. 
 
Lepage's wife's sister, Julienne Rousse, a resident of Joliette, Quebec, testified that in the morning in June 
1871, Lepage attacked her while wearing a mask. She removed his mask and recognized him to be her 
brother in law, having known Joseph since she was around 10 years old. He choked and strangled her and 
rubbed dirt in her mouth, raped her and left her for dead. She had lost consciousness. When she came to, 
she returned home and told them what had happened. This was the main reason Lepage and his family left 
Quebec and headed into the united states. Her neck was severely injured, and she was barely able to eat or 
drink for about a month. The bruising around her neck was significant. She was 20 years old at the time. 
The detail about the mask matched the details in the assault & Murder of Marietta Ball, to which he was 
suspect. 
 
As mentioned, Joseph Lepage's defence was that he had an alibi. The defence called several witnesses, all 
of whom were French Canadian, the main one being Joseph Daigneault, who testified that Joseph Lepage 
had been at his home twice that day. Once from 10 am until Noon and then arriving again at 1:45 pm. 
 
Coincidently in the case of Marietta Ball, for who he never went to trial, he was also alibied by another 
French Canadian. Some of the French Canadians believed that he was only arrested because he was 
French, just like the initial arrest on suspicion of the homeless man was, most likely, due to the race of that 
individual. 
 
That being said, the timeline given by Daigneault was contradicted by another witness that the defence 
called.  
 
The defence also called their own experts on the blood analysis. After the defence rested its case, the jury 
deliberated for only 1 hour. They discussed the case and cast only 1 ballot, and the jurors were unanimous 
in their decision. They Found Joseph Lepage Guilty of Murder in the first degree. He was subsequently 
sentenced to death by hanging to take place the following January (1877) 
An interesting fact of the case was that 2 threatening letters were received. One to Albersia Watson and 
one to the judge. Both were in very broken English, and they suspected a French Canadian to be the 
author. One was purposely dropped in front of Albersia while in Suncook village in the street, and one was 
mailed with a New York postage to the judge. 
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Another thing they made mention was the Joseph was emotionless during the trial. 
Joseph Lepage was apparently granted a retrial and was once again found guilty. He was executed on 
Friday, March 15, 1878. He was hung by neck and took approximately 18 minutes to die. The Thursday 
evening before his execution, he confessed to the murder of Marietta Ball, the school teacher from St. 
Albans, Vermont and to that of Josie Langmaid. He drew a diagram for the murder of Marietta Ball and 
accredited the clairvoyant for being too accurate as to the reason he left St. Albans. Her purportedly also 
advised where to find garments belonging to Marietta Ball and the items he took when he murdered Josie 
Langmaid. 
 
Just as he wore a mask for the brutal rape and attempted murder of his sister-in-law Julienne, he also wore 
a mask, complete with Frenchman's knots in the assault and murder of Marietta Ball. 
2 months after Lepage's execution, Marietta Ball's undergarments were discovered in the residence where 
Joseph Lepage had been renting around St. Albans. 
Following his execution, after looking at the facts and circumstances of the murders of Marietta Ball and 
Josie Langmaid, and the assault and attempted Murder of Julienne Rousse, it is believed that he is also 
responsible for 2 other murders in Canada, a mother and her 16-year-old daughter. The 16-year-old was 
raped, mutilated and murdered, and the similarities would lean to it being committed by the same 
individual. 
 
Joseph Lepage is one of the first known serial killers in Canada. It is believed that he raped and murdered 4 
women/teens. He was abusive to his wife and especially to his oldest daughter. Joseph came from a 
hardworking, respectable family, and we do not know what drove him to be violent. After his execution, he 
was buried in Suncook, New Hampshire. 
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Small Town Girl – Gail Ryan 

 

The mail was starting to pile for Gail on the hall table. On Wednesday there were 2 letters, on Thursday 
there was a small parcel and some small mail. But none of the items were picked up. This was odd, Gail 
always picked her mail. She was supposed to be at work but hadn’t shown up there either. Her workplace 
called her landlord, asking if he knew where she was. Gerry, her landlord, said he would check on her 
apartment as she also hadn’t picked up her mail. He went upstairs, and as he knocked on Gail’s door, it 
swung open, revealing a crime that will be forever engraved in Gerry’s mind. This is Gail Ryan’s story. 
 
Gail Ryan was born and raised in a small town in the Province of NB, in Atlantic Canada, near the Bay of 
Fundy. Approximately 3000 people were living there the year she moved to Hamilton, Ontario. This was a 
significant change for a small-town girl. Not only was she 1540 Kms (957 Miles) from her childhood home, 
family, and friends, but she moved from a village of 3000 people to a city of about 300,000 people. After 
high school, she enrolled and graduated from a business college while continuing to live with her parents 
and 2 younger siblings. After some encouragement from a friend already living in Hamilton, she packed up 
her things and moved there around the Christmas of 1972. 
 
She was a happy, outgoing and attractive 20-year-old. And all though was sometimes a bit homesick, loved 
the different opportunities the city afforded her and really enjoyed her independence. She had been ready 
to fly on her own and was excited about it. She was working as a file clerk in the credit department at 
Robinson’s, which was a large department store in the city. 
 
She was finally going to learn how to drive. She felt perfectly content, staying in for a girls’ night watching 
TV in her flat or going out to the bar for a couple of drinks. And she was working hard and had already 
reserved her flight for the trip back to NB for the Christmas of 1973. 
 
When she first moved to Hamilton, she had lived with the friend that had encouraged her to move, but 
around April of 1973, she moved in with her boyfriend to a 2-room flat that they rented for 80$ a month. 
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Around the same time, she was hired in the credit department at Robinson’s department store. She had 
been there for just 4 months. Her boyfriend, a musician who was also from the province of NB in Atlantic 
Canada. The other tenants described Gail and her boyfriend as a cute couple. They would always be 
holding on to each other and would often come down the stairs with their arms around each other. The 
relationship wouldn’t last, though. Gail’s boyfriend found it hard to get work as a musician in the area and 
had moved back to New Brunswick at the end of August or beginning of September. 
After her boyfriend left, she started to spend more time with the girls from work, either they would go out 
or take turns hosting a dinner party. 
 
On Thursday, September 27th, after receiving a call from Robinson’s department store to ask about where 
Gail was as she hadn’t come into to work. Her landlord, Gerry, agreed to check on her apartment. After all, 
they were getting a little concerned, as well as her mail, had sat for almost 2 days on the hall table. 
 
Gerry walked up the stairs to the second floor of the single-family home to the 2-room flat Gail had been 
renting and knocked on the door. As he knocked, the door opened, and Gerry saw the terrible fate that 
became of young Gail Ryan. Gail’s body was lying flat on her back, legs spread, on the floor of her room, 
she was mostly nude, and she was lying in a pool of partially dried blood. The police were called 
immediately. 
 
Hamilton Ontario police officers find Gail Ryan lying dead on a pool of partially congealed or dry blood on 
the floor inside her 2-room flat she rented inside the home. Homicide detectives quickly determined that 
Gail had been murdered and had fought for her life. The struggle was concentrated in the bedroom, 
suggesting it had started and ended there. 
 
Gail was lying flat on her back. She was nude except for a sweater that was pulled up over her head, 
covering her face. Additionally, a pillow was placed over her head. This may signify some sort of emotional 
attachment to the victim from the murdered. This often suggests that they have some kind of regret after 
committing the act. The location and position of her body would also suggest that Gail had been sexually 
attacked before she was murdered. 
 
A broken soft-drink bottle was found nearby, likely used in the attack. A weapon of opportunity. They also 
recovered a butcher knife with a six-inch blade. Another weapon of opportunity. She lay in a pool of 
partially dried blood, and her Wednesday mail was not picked up. Gail was likely murdered on Tuesday 
night or early Wednesday morning. The autopsy results confirmed that she was hit on the back of her head, 
possibly w. the soda bottle and then stabbed multiple times in the chest and neck. 
 
I visited the location where Gail was living at the time of her murder. Here are some photos of the 
neighbourhood: 
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Gail’s Neighbourhood. 

 
The pictures don’t do it justice. It was very quaint and quiet. A secluded feeling amid the city. It did have a 
lot of charm. Photos include a charming walking bridge over the train tracks. The 2 homes are 2 of the 
possible locations of Gail’s apartment. This area is only 2-3 km from her driving school and the tavern she 
visited on Tuesday. 
 
Law enforcement was able to track down her movements leading up to her murder. On Tuesday afternoon, 
September 25th, Gail left work in a good mood. She had a driving lesson with Dominion Driving School at 
7:30 PM that day, which she attended. The school was located on Main street west and was only a few KMs 
from her apartment. The lesson ended at 10:15 PM, she walked across the street from the school and 
waited a few minutes at a bus stop. An eye witness, who was going into the school to apply for a position 
as a driving instructor, told police that he saw two men, who had been walking from the direction of the 
Elmer Hotel at Main Street West and Caroline Street, speaking with Gail. It appeared that she knew both of 
them. Two other witnesses also confirmed that Gail and these 2 men started walking east along main 
street west. When they were almost a block away, they all turned around and started walking back towards 
the hotel. They went into the tavern section of the hotel, located off of Caroline Street. Some patrons of 
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the tavern did confirm seeing the three at a table within the tavern. Tenants in the house where Gail was 
living informed police that she returned home that Tuesday night at around 11:30 PM with a male visitor. 
They did not see the male visitor, however, could hear that it was a man walking up the stairs to her 
apartment with her. At approximately 1:00 – 1:30 AM Wednesday morning, the tenant just below Gail’s 
apartment unit heard a thud, followed by two more thuds. He yelled upstairs for them to be quiet and then 
didn’t hear anything further. Police were not called. It is believed that this is the moment that Gail was 
sexually attacked and murdered. 
Gail didn’t show up for work on Wednesday, and as her brutalized body lay on the floor or her room, her 
parents received a letter from her, telling them she missed them, but all in all, she was doing fine and doing 
well. 
 
The two men seen with Gail on Tuesday night were described as both being in their 20’s. Both were 
wearing blue jeans and had long hair. One was wearing a t-shirt and the other a jacket. On the subject, 
acting staff inspector George Frid told a Hamilton spectator reporter at the time, “We feel certain the men 
know we are looking for them. They’re either involved in the slaying or are afraid of being accused.” 
 
A sketch artist was commissioned to complete a composite sketch of the two men. However, only one was 
published in the local paper. The sketch accompanied a small article indicating that the man was wanted 
for questioning with regards to Gail’s case. He had visited Gail 3 times in the week before she was 
murdered. His last confirmed visit was on Monday before she was murdered. He was described as 6’2, 
about 210 lbs, between the age of 23-25. He was neat & clean, had long blonde hair and was described as 
good-looking and solidly built. 
 

 
Composite Sketch 

 
I will let you judge how beneficial the composite sketch would have been. Miraculously, a few tips did 
come through, but none of them panned out. 
 
She was sexually assaulted, hit and stabbed. Her face was covered by a sweater, and a pillow, which may 
signify some sort of emotional attachment … they are regretful of getting caught and facing the 
consequences of their actions. Evidence was left at the scene. There was no forced entry. Weapons of 
opportunity were used. This would point to a man who knew the victim and possibly had a positive 
relationship with her that had gone bad—a man who was young and inexperienced in crime. 
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Who is this ruthless killer, and is he hiding in plain sight? 
 
The case is now cold and has likely been barely touched in the 46 since the murder took place. The 
Hamilton police do not have a cold case unit, it’s just not in the budget. In fact, it seems as though they 
could use more resources, officers. Cases assigned to homicide detectives in the major crime unit, but 
newer and more urgent cases always take priority. Even when trying to gather information on this case, 
they simply couldn’t help. It would require the assigned detective to re-review the entire file, taking 
needed time away from the new cases continually coming in, to familiarize themselves to be able to 
answer questions, such as: 

1. Were there any fingerprint or DNA found on the glass bottle or Butcher knife 
2. Was a rape kit completed during the autopsy on Gail Ryan and was viable DNA obtained 
3. Do they have any viable DNA from the crime scene, and if so, when was the last time the DNA was 

run through the database to look for matches? 
4. Is the male from the composite sketch believed to be one of the males seen with Gail on Tuesday 

night on Main Street West and at the tavern? 
5. Were the two males seen with Gail at the bar ever located? 
6. Are there any other composite sketches or updated composite sketches completed? 

 
I was told they simply did not have enough resources, and it would seem that due to lack of resources, 
these cold cases get pushed to the back of the pile and basically collect dust. In the meantime, the families 
still don’t have answers, and there is no justice for Gail. Law enforcement would like to have a cold case 
unit that could be dedicated to these cases, but “it’s simply not in the budget.” 
 
The original $2000 reward through crime stoppers is still in effect. Anyone with information into the assault 
and murder of Gail Ryan, specifically around the identity of the young man who had visited her 3 times in 
the week before her death. He would be between the ages of 69 and 73 now, please contact the Major 
Crime Unit with the Hamilton police at 905-546-3829 or, if you wish to remain anonymous, contact Crime 
Stoppers at 1-800-222-TIPS, that’s 1-800-222-8477, or alternatively your tip can be made online by visiting 
crimestoppershamilton.com. Your IP address is blocked. 
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Extortion & Murder in the Backwoods – A 
Canadian Tragedy – Part 1 

 

Betty Ann Lake & Doll 

New Year came and went, and the Lake family celebrated with friend and neighbour, Otto Blakeney, in 
their 2-room cabin. It was winter, and a blanket of snow covered the ground. Nothing that outdoorsman 
and woodcutter Otto couldn’t handle. Besides, Philip and Bertha Lake had two small children at home, 21-
month-old Jack and 6-month-old Betty, so it was easier for Otto to come to them. The day together ended, 
and Otto went home, and the Lake family continued on with their daily grind. The sun rose on Monday, 
January 6 1936, Otto peered the bellowing smoke beyond the horizon, coming from the general direction 
of his friend and neighbour. This is Extortion & Murder in the Backwoods, the Lake family’s story. 
 
It was just after new years, 1936. The first all-talking movie ‘Scrooge’ had recently opened up, and theatre 
in the general area and Mary McLeod Bethune, philanthropist, distinguished educator, and government 
consultant founded the NCNW (‘National Council of Negro Women’) in the United States. This organization 
had, at its core, a mission to create & advance opportunities and quality of life for African American 
women, their families and their communities. 
 
But the residents in the backwoods of primitive New Brunswick, Canada, didn’t think much on these 
matters. They were sometimes impoverished and living off the land where they lived, for the most part. 
Philip Lake was such a man, as was his friend and neighbour, Otto Blakeney. Both of them trappers, trying 
to trap the minx and foxes that flourished in the area. 
 
On the morning of the 6th, Otto headed out to see Philip, to see if he was faring any better with his traps 
than he did and maybe see if he could get some provisions. Over the horizon, towards the Lake’s cabin, he 
saw the rising smoke billowing in the distance. He waded through the snow towards the smoke, and as the 
woods opened to a clearing and emerged onto Ballast Pit Road, he was upset to see the blackened ruins of 
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his friend’s home. Otto thought for sure that his friend Philip would not let himself get caught by a fire in 
his home and immediately thought there was something off with the entire situation. 
 
Otto started inspecting the scorched ruins and found the body of Philip Lake lying on his back, partially 
cremated, burned on what was left of his iron bedframe, within the kitchen area where they usually slept. 
His clothes burned off his body, except for a few buttons that melted into him. Otto turned the body over 
and discovered a small bullet wound in the back of Philip’s head. 
 

 
Phillip Lake – The Saint Louis Dispatch 1936 

 
Although distraught by this discovery, Otto franticly kept searching, there were 3 more members of the 
household to find, and maybe they were safe. He had found no other bodies in the fire-stricken cabin. 
What he did see was small footprints leading from the cabin area, that looked as though they were made 
with bare feet. About 9 feet away, he noticed spots of blood on the ground. A little further on, he found a 
baby bottle, its milk frozen within it. And, at about 60 feet from the burned cabin lay a body clothed in a 
thin night-slip, in a pool of blood and partially covered in a layer of snow from the snowfall during the night 
and early morning, lay Bertha, Philip’s common-law wife. She had suffered a terrible wound from blunt 
force trauma to her right temple from a blunt weapon. Her arm was spread, as though reaching out for her 
children. A little further on, was little 21-month-old Jackie, face down in the snow, with no apparent injury. 
It looked as though he had died from exposure, the overnight temperatures ranged from -15 to -30 C (5 to -
22 F). 
 
Otto continued his search, but he couldn’t find 6-month-old Betty-Ann. Horrified, he ran around 3.2 Km s (2 
Miles) to the home of another neighbour, Omar Lutes, who was the station agent for the Canadian 
National Railway, who then called the RCMP in Moncton, some 9-12 km away.  
 
Omar Lutes, his nephew Carl Horsemen, and Otto Blakeney returned to the crime scene and awaited the 
police officers. Omar Lutes and his family knew Philip, Bertha, and the kids well. Of the group of 
neighbours, Mrs. Lutes was the last to see Philip alive. He visited their home the morning of January 5, to 
pick up a bottle of medicine that Omar had picked up for him when he went into Moncton. 
Inspector John C Burn, commander of the Moncton post RCMP, arrived on scene with sergeant Bedford 
Peters and constables Ewing, Pettigrew, Fenwick, and Kent to start the investigation. 
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There was no apparent motive for the murder of Philip Lake. He was well-liked and very sociable. Inspector 
John asked Otto and Omar if they knew a Marshal, Ring, both of them advised they didn’t. He went on to 
tell then men that Marshall Ring was Bertha’s estranged husband. Bertha and Marshall had separated 
several years before when they were living in St. John, NB and that Marshall had recently moved to 
Moncton and worked now at the Moncton Hotel. He also advised that Bertha had charged Marshall with 
non-support. 
 
Omar and Lutes were tasked with identifying the remains of Philip Lake. Although his remains were 
partially cremated, they were able to identify him by the two gold teeth in his upper jaw. His cause of 
death was later determined to be by a gunshot wound. A meticulous search of the ruins was completed, 
but they could not find the body of 6-month-old Betty-Ann. Likewise, her body was not found in search of 
the surrounding country.  
 
Sergeant Peters, of the RCMP, quickly identified two sets of footprints leading from the crime scene and 
then along Ballast Pit Road, then through the brush, towards the train tracks. The prints appeared to be 
those of two men. Seeing as they were a set of two and heading in a different direction than that of Otto, 
they quickly deduced that these were the prints of the murderers. Twenty-seven meters from the road, he 
found a worn, wool-lined leather mitten. They followed this trail, collecting clues along the way for 3 days 
in frigid temperatures. 
 
They followed foot tracks along the north shore of the north river. Approximately 100 meters (yards) from 
the cabin, the two sets of men’s footprints were joined by a smaller pair, showing that a woman had 
waited there. Between 200-300 meters (Yards) on this path, past the North River Bridge, they came across 
several smaller oval-shaped prints in the snow, just before the trail went on to the Canadian National Rail 
tracks. Sergeant Peters concluded that these were from the butt of a rifle. A .22-gauge gun was found in 
the snow along the railroad embankment. At some point along this trail, Sergeant Peters found a blood-
stained bowie knife, often used for hunting. 
 
A train had passed earlier that day, and the prints on the tracks were subsequently wiped away. But, given 
the general direction, they were able to pick them up again near Berry Mills Station. At this point, they lost 
the trail as their footprints mixed in with others, but they were convinced that they headed east, towards 
Moncton. 
 
In the meantime, Omar Lutes informed the RCMP that a little after midnight on January 6, his big police 
dog started barking and that he typically doesn’t bark without cause. His wife had gotten up to check, but 
couldn’t see anything amiss. Then the dog had continued barking and growling for about 15 minutes. 
 
Constable Ewing had finished taking photos of the crime scenes, and the bodies were removed and 
transported to Moncton, where Drs. Paul Melanson and A.R. Landry performed the autopsies. They 
concluded that Philip Lake’s cause of death was due to a gunshot wound to the head, that Bertha’s cause of 
death was a compound fracture of the skull and lacerations to the brain and that Jackie Lake had died from 
exposure, hypothermia. 
 
Several people were questioned with regard to the deaths of the Lakes. The first person to be interviewed 
was Bertha’s estranged husband, Marshall. He had insisted that there was no issue between him and 
Bertha and that he never even met Philip. Additionally, Marshall had an alibi. He had been working at the 
hotel in Moncton from 11:00 pm on January 5, to 4:00 am on January 6. 
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They also questioned a local 18-year-old hunter named Earl O’Brian. He did confirm being in around the 
Lake cabin within the past few days. However, he had been at home all Sunday night. It would appear that 
the RCMP was able to confirm this alibi. During the interview, Earl O’Brian informed about other visitors to 
the Lake cabin. He named Blakeney, Lutes, and Arthur and Frances Bannister. This was on January 2. 
Arthur, 19, and Frances, 15, were children of May Bannister, who lived on Berry Mills road. 
Sergeant Peters then asked Otto about the Bannister’s who visited with Philip Lake and family. Otto told 
sergeant peters that a few months ago, Philip told him of an odd situation where Arthur Bannister and his 
older brother Dan had visited one day and told Philip that “they were after Betty-Ann.” But Phil took it as a 
joke and laughed about it. He would have never given his daughter for adoption. 
 
Before visiting the Bannister home to interview Daniel, Arthur, and Frances, the RCMP investigated a little 
more on the family. They started speaking with and talking to their neighbours. The neighbours had 
informed them that May Bannister, 43, had just had a baby girl. That she had gone off for several weeks in 
December and then returned on December 29 with the baby. She apparently was seen carrying an 
extremely swaddle baby through town. 
 
May Bannister had been separated from her husband for 10 years and had 4 children from that previous 
marriage. Sons Daniel and Arthur and daughters Frances and Marie being her youngest at 13. Naturally, the 
police wanted to know who the father of this new baby was. The neighbours suggested they speak with a 
Milton Trites, a second-hand dealer who lived close to the Bannister home. May Bannister had been his 
housekeeper until she went away to have the baby. 
 
When interviewing Milton Trites, he said that he and May had been intimate and that he was the father of 
her daughter. He told the RCMP that May approached him in November and advised him that she was 
pregnant and would be having the baby soon, and they had financed it. He had purchased a crib and 
stroller as well as giving May money every week for groceries. He said at first, he kicked up a fit about 
having to buy the crib and stroller and about giving her money every week, but now he was really anxious 
to see his daughter. After she came back with the baby on December 29, May wouldn’t let Milton see his 
daughter Thyra for 2 days. When he finally did see a glimpse of her, she was heavily swaddled lying in her 
crib asleep and looked just like a doll. He wanted to pick her up, but May wouldn’t let him disturb the 
sleeping baby. He told the constables that he was telling May that they needed to christen the baby and 
then have a christening party. During the interview, Milton let slip out that Albert Powell was visiting the 
Bannister house frequently. 
 
So, constables Ewing and Pettigrew then went to speak with Albert Powell, a freight clerk who did social 
work with the salvation army on the side. Albert said that he first got acquainted with the bannisters in 
1934 when he learned that they needed help. He had given money for groceries and to pay some bills, and 
since then, he had stopped occasionally to see how they were doing. He said that he had recently been 
staying away from the Bannisters and the police as May was accusing him of having an affair with her 13-
year-old daughter Marie, claiming Marie to the pregnant with Albert’s child and that he would need to 
support the child. An accusation that he vehemently denied. He told her that if Marie was pregnant, he 
certainly wasn’t the father, and he would be damned if he would pay. They asked him if he saw the new 
baby and replied with telling them both that no, he didn’t, and he didn’t believe there actually was even a 
baby. He thought that May was parading around town with a doll and that she fooled Milton with it as she 
could get money out of him. 
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While investigating this angle, the RCMP interviewed a Moncton resident by the name of Albert Powell, 
that thought the bowie knife might be the property of Arthur Bannister. Additionally, another resident of 
Berry Mills road identified the worn leather mitten as one that looked like a pair that he had seen Daniel 
Bannister wear. 
 
Sergeant Peters realized that this was only circumstantial evidence. Therefore, he arranged with Coroner 
Caldwell to have the bullet removed from Philip Lake, so the striations and calibre could be compared to a 
gun, should one be located, in order to identify the murder weapon and its owner. 
 
He then sent constable Kent to check in on the Bannisters to see what they had to say with regards to the 
found items being identified as belonging to them. 
 
When Constable Kent visited the family home, May Bannister was out with the scandal baby, but the 4 
children were home. He said Daniel and Artur were lazily sitting around while Marie, the 13-year-old, was 
making lunch and Frances, the 15-year-old, was playing with a life-sized baby doll. When questioned about 
the knife and glove, both Daniel and Arthur confirmed these items to be theirs but told Constable Kent they 
had lost them in the woods around January 2 when they went to visit the Lake family. 
Meanwhile, Inspector Bird had found out that May Bannister had applied for the adoption of a baby at the 
NB protestant orphans home in St. John in February 1935. Her daughter Frances completed the application 
on her behalf. Seeing that she had a hard time feeding the 4 kids she already had, he found it odd that she 
would want to have another child. She was unable to adopt a child. 
 
On January 9, the RCMP went to the Bannister home. She refused to let them in or speak with them, and 
they didn’t have a search warrant at this time, so they had to leave. They returned the next morning with a 
search warrant. The first thing they collected was the life-sized doll. May Bannister also denied knowing the 
Lake Family. While completing their search, they heard the sounds of a baby coming from another room. 
One of the police officers went into the other room and came back, holding a baby girl. May insisted that 
this was her baby and that Milton Trite was the father. 
 
May Bannister was arrested for kidnapping. 
 
Law enforcement theorized that on the night of January 5, Philip, Bertha and children were asleep. 
Someone entered the cabin and shot Philip in bed while sleeping. They grabbed Betty-Ann. Bertha had 
awoken and grabbed her young son and tried running the 2 miles to the Lutes. Halfway there, she was 
overtaken and killed, and the small boy was left there in the snow and freezing temperature to die. The 
house was set on fire to mask the murder of Philip Lake. 
 
Later in the day, after the arrest of May Bannister, Sergeant Peters interviewed Frances Bannister, her 15-
year-old daughter. Frances confessed that on January 2, she and Arthur went to the Lake home to kidnap 
Betty-Ann but weren’t able to as Earl O’Brian was hanging around the place, so they had to forgo their 
plan. Then on Sunday, the 5th, they left home again to proceed with their plan. Arthur left home at 4:00 
pm with a .22-gauge rifle and that she and Daniel left the house at 8:00 pm. Daniel had taken a large 
hunting knife. When they arrived at the Lake Cabin, Arthur had come out to meet them. He then went into 
the cabin. Frances said she heard a noise that sounded like a shot and that shortly after, he came out and 
handed the baby to her. This was around midnight on the 6th. She said that she ran out to the road with 
Betty-Ann while Arthur ran to the side of the house where the barn was to set fire to the house. While she 
running, she also heard a woman scream. She had screamed for a while and then she suddenly stopped. 
She didn’t look back. Shortly after that, the boys caught up to her, and she turned and saw that the cabin 
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was on fire. As they continued walking, they could hear the incessant barks of the Lutes’ dog. Arthur 
handed the rifle to Daniel and then carried Betty-Ann the rest of the way. Near the railway embankment, 
Daniel broke the rifle and threw the parts into the bushes. She advised that they returned home at 3:20 
am. Arthur entered the home first with Betty-Ann in his arms. Their mother was awake and took charge of 
the baby as soon as he walked through the door. She then accompanied the police where the broken rifle 
was thrown, and they recovered the additional pieces. 
 
To the shock of some nearby residents, Arthur and Daniel were arrested for kidnapping, and the murders 
of the rest of the Lake family and Frances Bannister was ordered held as a material witness. 
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Extortion & Murder – Seeking Justice – Part 2 
 

The charred remains of Philip Lake were discovered the morning of Monday, January 6, 1936, by a 
neighbour and fellow settler Otto Blakeney, who was on his way to see Philip for some provisions. After 
discovering Philip’s partially cremated body, Otto frantically searched the smouldering ruins for Philip’s 
wife and two small children. After only finding Philip and the skeleton of their cat what was left of the 
family’s two-room cabin, he started searching the surrounding property. About 200 yards away, near 
Ballast Pit Road, lay the nearly nude body of Bertha Lake with a halo of blood-drenched in the snow 
surrounding her. Her arms outstretched as though searching for her babies and a little further from that 
was the frozen body of little Jackie Lake, left to die in the freezing temperatures. 

If you haven’t listened to part 1 of Extortion & Murder in the backwoods or it’s been a while, I suggest you 
go back and listen to that first before listening to this episode. To give you a brief overview of where we left 
off. Otto Blakeney made the gruesome discovery of the murder of Philip Lake, His wife Bertha, and the 
death due to exposure of the 21-month-old son Jackie on Monday, January 6. Philip had been shot in the 
back of the head, and the cabin was lit on fire to either extinguish the family or cover the murder 
committed. Bertha Lake, partially clothed, in bare feet, grabbed little Jackie and was running from the 
cabin, presumably for help, when she was chased & beaten with a blunt object, which was the cause of her 
death. 21-month-old Jackie was left in the freezing snow to wonder, he was also partially clothed, and his 
death was the result of hypothermia. Bertha and Jackie’s bodies were partially covered by a thin layer of 
snow and were frozen. He couldn’t find the body of 6-month-old Betty Ann. After finishing his initial search, 
Otto travelled 2 miles to another neighbour, Omar Lutes, who worked for the Canadian Railway and who 
also had a telephone. Omar then called the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP) to tell of the crime. 
Several members of the RCMP attended the scene, and the investigation started immediately. There they 
did a preliminary search of the charred ruins and the surrounding country. Dr. Caldwell, the county 
coroner, also was on scene to view the bodies before they were moved. At first glance, they didn’t know 
that Philip had been shot in the back of the head. He was so severely burned, almost cremated, that they 
were only able to identify him by the two gold teeth in his upper jaw. He would later testify at the 
preliminary hearing and trial to the extent of damage to Philip’s body. His body was so severely burned that 
the legs had been burned off to below the knees, the skull was intact but burned pretty well through that 
he could not recognize the brain. He couldn’t recall seeing the genital organs. His clothing was mostly 
burned off as well, except for a few buttons that had melded into his remains. At first, they did not know 
that he suffered a gunshot wound. It wouldn’t be until later that this was discovered and would play an 
essential part in the cases against the accused. Although his skull was intact, it was still relatively fragile, 
Constable Kent testified in court that when he touched on the gold teeth in the scorched skull at the scene, 
it dropped out of place. 

His remains were found in the kitchen part of the 2-room shack on what remained of a metal bed frame. 
This is were they typically slept. The identification of his remains was initially made by Otto Blakeney and 
Omar Lutes. It was later confirmed by his dentist, and his identification was only confirmed by the 2 gold 
teeth in his upper jaw. 

About 200 yards from the cabin, near or on Ballast Pit Road, lay Bertha, face-up, clothed only in a night slip 
that appears to have been only covering her hips at the time of her death as he had been torn away from 
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her. She had suffered a blow to the head, causing a large laceration. She bled profusely, so much, so that is 
created a halo of blood spanning up to 6 feet around her. There was evidence of a struggle, the 
impressions in the snow. It looked as though she fled the cabin with her toddler, both of them barely 
clothed, going in the direction of Omar Lutes home when she was attacked. The coroner indicated that her 
cause of death was due to blunt force trauma. He noted that the blow was so forceful that there is no way 
that this could have been done accidentally or by falling unless she were to fall from a very high distance. 
Her body lay there for a bit, however not excessively long as she was partially covered by a light layer of 
snow, which had fallen during the early morning. A forensic autopsy was completed by Drs. Melanson and 
Landry, who indicated they her cause of death was a compound fracture of the skull and lacerations of the 
brain. Twenty to forty feet away was the body of 21-month-old Jackie, who was left to die in the cold after 
his mother was attacked. 

Whoever attacked the family would have known that the temperatures were frigid, and there was no way a 
toddler, barely clothed, would survive the night. The coroner indicated his cause of death to be due to 
“exposure” or hypothermia. The bodies of Bertha and Jackie were initially identified by Omar, Otto and Dr. 
Caldwell, who had visited Bertha in a medical capacity in the recent past. Her remains we later confirmed 
again by her sister. During the search, they could not find the remains of 6-month-old Elizabeth Ann (Betty 
Ann). Initially, they presumed she had died in the fire and that her remains were cremated. Given the heat 
and the extent of cremation of her father, a burly lumberjack, compared to her small body. 

A barrel of a rifle and a bowie knife were found in and around the ruins. 

The RCMP quickly saw footprints leading away from home, and given the size, they assumed they were 
men’s feet. Eventually, they saw 2 sets of footprints, which joined up with a smaller pair. The smaller pair 
appeared to be pacing or standing in one area for a while and, when joined by the other two, walked along 
with them. They were able to follow the prints for quite a while. The tracks were heading towards the city 
of Moncton. Along the way, they found a lone worn leather mitten. At that time, Pacific Junction didn’t 
form part of the city of Moncton and was approximately 13 km (8 miles) from Berry Mills and 28 miles from 
the city proper at the time. Just before the train tracks leading to Berry Mills station, the RCMP came across 
several oval-shaped imprints that looked as though they were from the butt of a rifle. They lost the track 
around the Berry Mills station as their prints blended into many others. 

The investigation took approximately 3-4 days. During this time, the RCMP interviewed many people. The 
first exciting piece of information to come out of these interviews was the statement completed by Omar 
Lutes, the CN Rail officer who lived 2 miles from the Lakes. They were also the last to see Philip Lake alive, 
aside from his murderer. Philip visited their home on the morning of January 5, to pick up a bottle of 
medicine that Omar had picked up for him when he went into Moncton. He and his wife also informed law 
enforcement that their large police dog started barking non-stop a little after midnight on January 6 and 
continued to bark and running back & forth for about 15 minutes. Their dog didn’t typically bark without 
cause, so they became concerned and got out of bed to look outside for any potential intruders. But, after 
getting out of bed and checking to make sure no one was around his fox pens, he went back to bed. 

Philip’s, Bertha’s and Jackie’s bodies were discovered the morning on January 6. The entire cabin was 
wholly burned, and a thin layer of snow partially covered Bertha and Jackie’s bodies. It had snowed in the 
early morning. A cabin of that size may only take 30 minutes to be completely engulfed in flames and 
collapse. When discovered the timber and ruins for still smouldering. Given the time of year and the 
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climate, the burned structure would likely smoulder for 6 -24 hours. The estimated time of death and the 
fire would be the night of January 5 or very early morning of January 6. 

Shortly after Bertha’s death was confirmed, the RCMP was approached by Marshall Ring, Bertha’s 
estranged husband. He was an initial person of interest in the crimes. He and Bertha had separated 
approximately 4 years before her death when they were both living in Saint John (about 93 miles or 150 km 
from Pacific Junction), and she went to live with Philip Lake. A few months before her death, he had moved 
to Moncton and was working at the Moncton Hotel. Marshall indicated that he never met Philip and had 
never been to their residence. He was later ruled out, this time it wasn’t the husband, as he had an alibi, he 
was working at the Moncton Hotel from 11:00 pm January 5 to 4:00 am January 6. 

During this time, there was a rumour about 2 “tramps” jumping from a freight train not far from Pacific 
Junction. The RCMP investigated this potential lead, but it was a dead end. 

The RCMP took statements from Otto Blakeney and Omar lutes. Otto confirmed that he had been visiting 
with the Lakes on January 1 and then again on January 2. He also let them know of some other people who 
had been visiting the Lakes on that same day, one of which was Earl O’Brien, an 18-year-old hunter who 
often stayed in one the Lake’s outbuilding while hunting. He confirmed being at the Lake residence on 
January 2. He also mentioned that Otto was there as well as Arthur Bannister, a 19-year-old resident of 
Berry Mills and told an interesting tale of the events on January 2. He told law enforcement of visiting the 
Lake residence on January 2 and staying all night in one of the outbuildings temporarily equipped as a 
camp, in which he frequently stayed when out on hunting trips. He wasn’t the only one staying in the 
Lake’s outbuilding that night; Arthur Bannister had arrived at the Lake residence with a .22 calibre rifle and 
spent the night as well. At approximately midnight, two other individuals came to the Lake property and 
called Arthur out. These two other individuals were Daniel and Frances Bannister, Arthur’s older brother 
and younger sister.  

In a subsequent interview with Otto Blakeney, sergeant Peters asked him if he knew the Bannisters. At this 
point, he recalled an odd story that Philp had told him a few months before. He indicated that Philip told 
him of an evening that both Arthur, 19, and his older brother Daniel, 20, had visited the home one day and 
told Philip that they were “after Betty Ann.” It seems as though they wanted to adopt the baby, but Phil 
took it as a joke as he never had intentions of giving up his daughter. 

Two separate settlers in the area came forward and stated that they saw Arthur walking toward Pacific 
Junction with a riffle and snowshoes at around 5 pm on January 5. 

Things were leading law enforcement to look into these Bannisters a little more closely. Daniel was known 
to the Moncton police as he was arrested when he was around 15, but they didn’t divulge on what charge. 
They started interviewing the Bannister neighbours and associates. And here is where things became 
interesting, as they would soon unravel a story of extortion, kidnapping, and murder. 

Here’s what they learned when interviewing neighbours and associates. The neighbours had talked about 
the family and mentioned that May Bannister had recently had a baby girl. May had been separated from 
her husband for 10 years, so they were wondering who the father would be, the neighbours were quick to 
mention a local man by the name of Milton Trites, May’s boyfriend. Milton owned a pawn shop or second-
hand store in the area, and his home was close to the Bannister home. They met when May became his 
housekeeper. Law enforcement interviewed Milton Trites, a slender, bronzed local 38-year-old man. He 
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confirmed that he and May were in an intimate relationship and that he had fathered a daughter with her. 
He told law enforcement that May told him in November that she was pregnant and would be due in 
December and was asking for money to help pay for supplies. He indicated that at first, he was mad but 
then was getting excited about the thought of having a child. He said he paid for a crib and pram and had 
been contributing to weekly groceries and other household items. During his initial interview, he also 
mentioned other frequent visitors of the Bannisters. He mentioned Albert Powell, who was a freight clerk 
and part-time social worker with the Salvation army. 

The next logical step was to do an initial interview with Albert Powell, he said that he used to frequent the 
Bannister home as a social worker and friend which started in 1934. Law enforcement asked if he 
recognized the mitten, and bowie-knife, which they were asking all interviewees; this time, they had an 
answer. Albert thought that the bowie knife might be the property of Arthur Bannister, and the worn 
leather mitten looked like a pair he had seen Daniel Bannister wear. The RCMP asked when the last time he 
was at the Bannister home, and he said he had stopped going at the end of November when they had a 
falling out. 

It was time to visit the Bannister home. All four of the Bannister children home, but May Bannister was out 
with the baby when they visited the family home. Daniel and Arthur were lazily sitting around while 
Frances was playing with a life-size doll, and 13-year-old Marie was making lunch. He asked Daniel and 
Arthur about the knife and mitten. Both Arthur and Daniel admitted that these were their items. Daniel 
even went to fetch the matching mitten. Law enforcement asked when they lost the items. Arthur said 
they were lost on January 2 when hunting and visiting the Lake’s. When they asked Arthur where he was 
on January 5, he said that he went to bed at 7:30 pm. They took Arthur in for additional questioning as they 
had 2 eyewitnesses confirming seeing him walking between 5:00 pm to 6:00 pm on January 6, towards 
Pacific Junction, away from the family home. After realizing that they had some circumstantial evidence 
against him, he provided an initial statement admitting that he, Daniel, and Frances were visiting the Lake 
home on January 5. Arthur, Daniel, Frances and Philip were in the main room drinking and that Bertha was 
in another room resting with her kids. The drinking parry suddenly turned into a fight when Philip started 
sexually harassing their 15-year-old sister. The brothers began arguing with Philip, and a fight ensued. One 
thing led to another when suddenly Philip threw a stick of firewood just as Bertha walked out of the other 
room, and she was subsequently hit in the head. Then Arthur threw it back at Lake, which he tumbles over 
onto a cot, knocking over an oil lamp on the way, which set the cabin on fire. Betha, then in her nightdress, 
grabbed the toddler, Jackie, and fled the home out of fear, running to get help. Arthur, Daniel, and Frances, 
terrified, ran and tripped through the snow to the railway tracks and then from there to home. He was 
subsequently charged for the murder of Philip Lake. 

During the next 2 days, the RCMP learned that May Bannister had applied to adopt a baby girl from New 
Brunswick’s Protestant’s Orphan’s home in Saint John, NB in February 1935, 9 months before she told 
Milton Trites that she was about to have his baby. The orphanage confirmed that she wasn’t able to adopt 
a baby. The case manager remembered the story that Otto Blakeney told him where the Philip had said to 
him that sometime in the fall, just before the first snowfall, he was visited by Arthur and Daniel Bannister, 
who was looking to adopt his infant daughter Betty Ann. 

It was time to question Milton Trites and Albert Powell again.  

Milton Trites was questioned about when he first saw his daughter. He had said that May went away in 
December to have the baby and came back on December 29. She didn’t let him see their daughter for two 
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days, and that first time she was wrapped in blankets sleeping in her crib. May wouldn’t let Milton get close 
to the baby, for fear of germs and not wanting to wake a sleeping baby. He was telling her that they should 
have her christened soon and hold a party and was growing anxious to be able to hold and interact with his 
daughter. 

He also said that on January 6, May Bannister visited his home to see him and asked if he would like to 
come to see his daughter. He asked her if they could name her Thyra Milton Trites. He was finally able to 
see his daughter close and to her for the first time on January 6. He then went out to get provisions for the 
baby and groceries for the whole Bannister family. 

In further discussions with Albert Powell, he advised the falling out with the Bannisters in January was 
when May Bannister accused him of having sexual relations with her underage daughter Marie, who was 
13, and told him that if Marie was Pregnant that he would need to provide support. He did admit to paying 
a total of $230 towards the family expenses, which would be about $4,200 in 2020—a significant amount 
for someone to just give out of the goodness of his heart. 

The RCMP visited the Bannister home on January 9, however, May Bannister would not let them enter the 
house, and they didn’t have a warrant. However, it seems that they brought in Frances & Daniel Bannister 
for questioning. 

After a period of questioning, France provided a statement implicating her siblings, but not her mother, in a 
plot to kidnap Philip and Bertha Lake’s daughter. The plan was that Arthur would go ahead of them to the 
Lake home and that Daniel and Frances would meet him there at around midnight, they would kidnap the 
baby and leave. Remember, May returned home on December 29 after allegedly having a baby and Milton, 
her boyfriend, was getting anxious to see and hold his daughter. They attempted to fulfill their plot on 
January 2, but when Frances and Daniel arrived at midnight they were told to leave as Earl O’Brien was 
there. They decided to attempt again on January 5. 

Arthur left home at 4 pm with a .22-gauge rifle and that she and Daniel left the house at 8:00 pm Daniel 
had taken a large hunting knife. When they arrived at the Lake Cabin, Arthur had come out to meet them. 
He then went into the cabin. Frances said she heard a noise that sounded like a shot and that shortly after, 
he came out and handed the baby to her. This was around midnight on the 6th. She said that she ran out to 
the road with Betty-Ann while Arthur ran to the side of the house where the barn was to set fire to the 
house. While she running, she also heard a woman scream. She had screamed for a while and then she 
suddenly stopped. She didn’t look back. Shortly after that, the boys caught up to her, and she turned and 
saw that the cabin was on fire. As they continued walking, they could hear the incessant barks of the Lutes’ 
dog. Arthur handed the rifle to Daniel and then carried Betty-Ann the rest of the way. She advised that they 
returned home at 3:20 am. Arthur entered the home first with Betty-Ann in his arms and that her mother 
had taken charge of the baby. 

Daniel was subsequently arrested for the murder of Philip Lake as he was the owner of the bowie knife 
found at the crime scene, and his sister implicated him. And Frances was retained as a material witness. 

The following day, January 10, the RCMP showed up to the Bannister home with a warrant. There, on the 
second floor of the impoverished house, lying in a crib, was a baby girl. May Bannister had told the police 
that this was her baby and was 2-month old and that she had no doctor at the time of birth. Only May and 
13-year-old Mary were home at the time. Both boys were arrested the day before, and Frances held as a 
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material witness. May said that Mrs. Cool, a Traveler’s aid representative of the young women’s Christian 
association, could validate her story, but Mrs. Cool denied knowing of May having a baby. Just before law 
enforcement arrested May for kidnapping, she said, “You can take the damn baby, but I will not come while 
there is a drop of blood in me!” She was then detained for questioning, and the baby, believed to be Betty 
Ann, as well as 13-year-old Marie, stayed the night with May’s boyfriend Milton Trites, given the time of 
day. 

 
Pacific Junction & Betty Ann Lake – The Ottawa Journal, 14 Jan 1936 

 
The remains of Philip, Bertha, and Jackie Buried this same day. The funeral services were delayed due to 
law enforcement and the crown obtaining additional information and photos. 

Betty Ann Lake was taken in for temporary shelter in the hospital. Relatives of Betty Ann and her identity 
was confirmed by friends, neighbours, Dr. Caldwell and the midwife who helped deliver her and who 
stayed with Bertha for 11 days following her birth. She was identified by a strawberry birthmark located at 
her hairline. 

Marie was taken into care by the Salvation Army, seeing as her mother and older siblings were 
incarcerated. 

Philip Lake’s body was exhumed around this time to accurately verify if there was a bullet lodged in his 
head. A gunshot wound was confirmed, and a slug was removed from Philip’s skull. 

The preliminary hearings started on January 13, just 7 days after the bodies of Philip, Betha, and Jackie 
were discovered. 

During this time, the RCMP had further interviews with Frances, who indicated that as they walked along 
the railway, Arthur smashed a .22 calibre rifle he had brought with him and tossed the pieces in the bushes. 
She also testified that her mother was pleased when they arrived home with the baby. 

On January 24, Frances led the police to the location where the rifle was broken and strewn into the 
bushes. The butt of a .22 calibre rifle was located, split & splintered, in the snow near the railroad tracks, ¼ 
mile from Pacific Junction. The barrel of the rifle was found near the same location the following day. 

The slug recovered from Philip Lake’s skull, as well as the .22 calibre rifle butt and barrel, were sent to the 
office of Dr. Fontaine for analysis. The analysis & comparison was completed by the office of Dr. Rosario 
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Fontaine, medico-legal & ballistic experts out of Montreal. Dr. Roussel, a Ballistic expert from Montreal, 
said he examined the slug taken from Philip’s skull and compared it to those fired from the barrel of the 
rifle belonging to Arthur Bannister. He indicated that the striations on the bullets he fired from the rifle 
matched those on the slug lodged in Philip’s head. 

Arthur and Daniel Bannister were remanded on January 13 and were to both appear on Wednesday, the 
15th, for a preliminary hearing. The whole event started a little chaotic with two different defence counsel 
going head to head over who was to represent the defendants. One of the lawyers threatened to have a 
whole affair investigated by the barristers’ society. Each defence counsel maintained that they had prior 
right to be defence counsel. All Bannisters ended up being represented by Murray Lambert, but not before 
the other lawyer made some ugly accusations. 

The preliminary trials for Daniel, Arthur, and May Bannister took place between January 15 and February 
26, about a month and a half. All prisoners were being held at Dorchester Jail, in Westmorland county, 
located directly behind the 2-story decaying courthouse. The hearings took a little longer than initially 
anticipated, there was an 8-day adjournment to mark the mourning of King George. During the preliminary 
hearings, the crown outlined a motive for the crime. They held that May Bannister wanted a baby to put 
Milton Trites and Albert Powel under “moral obligation” and that when May couldn’t have a baby on her 
own, she tried to adopt one, and when that failed, they planned to kidnap the Lake baby. 

During the hearings, there was an accusation brought against the RCMP by May Bannister, suggesting that 
they threatened her to procure a statement. This accusation was heard by the courts, and the RCMP 
corporal was fully exonerated. 

During the preliminary hearing for May Bannister, several people were called as witnesses, that outlined 
and showed her passing off a large bundle of blankets as a newborn baby walking the streets in town and 
of also being a liar. Several testimonies were given by many bed & breakfasts where she had stayed, 
including the ones in December when she allegedly went away to have her baby. None of the testimonies 
provided made her out to be an upstanding citizen, yet none of these altered her emotions like that of 
Albert Powell. During his testimony, she yelled out, saying that was enough of his lies and threatened to 
throw something at him. Her defence counsel told her to keep quiet, but she said she wouldn’t as he was 
going on with his lies for too long. 

True bills were returned by the Grand Jury against Arthur, Daniel, and May Bannister on February 26. A 
True Bill is the written decision by a grand jury that is has heard enough evidence from the prosecution to 
believe that the accused probably committed the crime and should be indicted. So, the indictment is then 
sent to the courts, and a trial is scheduled. 

A trial delay was requested by defence counsel due to issues surrounding the statements made by Arthur 
and Daniel that were not admissible in court but were leaked at the time. The Judge denied the application 
trial delay, and the trial of Arthur Bannister, the younger of the 2 brothers, was scheduled to start March 3. 
Arthur and Daniel were charged with the murder of Philip Lake, Bertha Ring (Lake) and with Kidnapping and 
Abducting their Daughter, Betty-Ann. May Bannister was facing charges of conspiracy to kidnap, 
kidnapping and abduction. 

The courthouse in Dorchester, NB, was packed. So much so the there was standing room only and many 
people, including the jurors, staying at the local hotel across the street. Dorchester wasn’t a massive town 
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at the time, and it is much smaller today, but very quaint. Many reporters attended the trials from all over 
the country and from the united states. They described the throngs of people arriving in their cars and 
some in horses and buggies. 

Arthur’s trial opened on March 3, and he pleads not guilty. The case against Arthur was strong, albeit 
mostly circumstantial. He did not have an alibi, was seen on January 5 walking towards Pacific Junction with 
a rifle, his rifle was later recovered, and the striations on the slug taken from Philip Lake’s skull matched 
those fired from Arthur’s rifle. His sister was the principal witness for the prosecution. Betty Ann was 
brought into court to show everyone the strawberry birthmark on her hairline, which was accompanied by 
several witnesses that confirmed her identity and the RCMP, who confirmed locating her at the Bannister 
home following a search warrant on January 10. Daniel’s mitten, the bowie knife and Arthur’s rifle were 
entered into evidence. The trial itself wasn’t without some sort of drama and nonsense from the stands 
and the audience. 

When Otto Blakeney, the first person to discover the deaths of Philip, Bertha, and Jackie, was on the stand 
and was cross-examined on the identity of the baby, admitted he was a bachelor and didn’t know much 
about babies, but had said he saw the baby before and that Bertha had shown him the birthmark New 
Year’s day and after being questioned whether he was confident the baby was Philip Lake’s daughter he 
said he didn’t know if she was Philip’s but that it must have belonged to Bertha since she had her!. With 
that, the audience started applauding and commenting, and the Judge had to warn everyone to calm 
down, or the courtroom would be cleared. Frances, Arthur’s younger sister, was a reluctant witness, the 
Judge had threatened her with a jail term for contempt of court. This was because she wouldn’t answer the 
prosecution’s question on what Arthur told her when he came out of the Lake home and handed her the 
baby. She didn’t seem fazed by the threat, and there is no record that she answered this question in court. 
Sergeant Peters of the RCMP, fainted while being cross-examined describing the horrific crime scene and 
the state that Philip’s remains were in, he allegedly was given the 2 gold teeth to examine at the same 
time. He was sent home due to illness. He had been fighting the flu but didn’t want to hold up the trial. 
Then, on the same afternoon, one of the jurors found out that his house burned down and had asked to be 
excused as a juror, which was flatly denied, but he was given the day to find temporary accommodations 
for his family. The defence argued on the validity of the ballistics analysis for quite a while, and the 
examination became very heated. Defence counsel also questioned the actual identity of the burned body, 
maybe it wasn’t Philip’s. But his dentists stated he was positive the body was that of Philip Lake based on 
the dental work. Albert Powell was called to the stand. 



46 
 

 

Dorchester Court House (Prison is seen behind the Court House) 

The audience couldn’t stop whispering all the salacious details of the county’s rumours. However, his 
testimony was short, he described the unique markings on the rifle that enabled him to confirm that it was 
Arthur Bannister’s gun. All the while, Arthur sat twirling his hat and grinning, almost as though the reality of 
the situation didn’t sink in. Defence counsel tried his best to plant the seed of doubt into the minds of the 
jurors. The trial lasted 8 days, and ultimately the jurors only took 3 hours to deliberate. They gave back 
with a guilty verdict. The Judge said he would only pass judgement (sentencing) after the trials of Daniel, 
Arthur’s older brother, and May, their mother. However, a murder conviction held a mandatory sentence 
of death at the time. Arthur was then sent back to his cell. Shortly after conviction, Murray Lambert, 
Arthur’s lawyer, announced that he would appeal the decision. 

May Bannister’s trial started the following day. She too pleaded not guilty and was being represented by 
Murray Lambert. This trial also wasn’t without disruptions of some kind between the continuous crying of 
May Bannister and Marie Bannister, Frances herself remained stoic for the most part. However, there were 
moments of crying for her, as well. A large blue-eyed “Mama” was entered into evidence. This life-size doll 
was found at the Bannister home and with its squeaker removed so he couldn’t say “Mama.” The 
prosecution claims that May used as a substitute baby to help fool Milton Trites and Albert Powell into 
thinking that either she or Marie had a baby, and she could continue to extort money from the two until 
she was able to get a live baby. 

Frances was once again a witness; however, she would not give testimony of her mother being the 
conspiracists behind the murder-kidnap plot. The doll was purchased in December, but Frances testified 
that it was a Christmas gift for Marie and that the squeaker was removed because Marie didn’t like it. Both 
Albert Powell and Milton Trites said that they never saw May Bannister with the large doll. Nevertheless, a 
James Sergeant testified that he had driven the Bannister family home on Christmas eve and that May had 
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a bundle in a blue blanket, and when he asked her what she had there, she told him to never mind and not 
to mention it to Mr. Powell. James Sergeant and Albert Powell were acquaintances. Another witness gave 
testimony that he had seen May on Christmas eve walking with this bundle. When asked what she had 
there, she told him that she had a baby. The prosecution asked him what he replied, and he said, “I think I 
said I was surprised at her.” What else may have been said by the witness at the time wasn’t heard over 
the laughter of the spectators in the court. He said he reencountered May several days later, and she asked 
him what he thought of her baby, to which he wasn’t able to answer because he stated that he didn’t see a 
baby, just a bundle in a blue blanket. 

There were frequent objections by her defence counsel to the admissibility of May’s alleged statements to 
the police. He was able to obtain a decision from Chief Justice Barry (the Judge) that the alleged statements 
made by the accused to the Moncton police were attained by practically “third-degree methods” and 
therefore were not admissible. The trial closed on March 18, 6 days after it started. 

May was found guilty of harbouring a stolen child. She was acquitted of the two more serious crimes of 
abduction and conspiracy. Her conviction carried a maximum of 3 and ½ years sentence. There was no 
evidence presented at court that beyond a reasonable doubt, May knew what her children set out to do 
when they left home on January 5. Sentencing would take place after Daniel’s trial, and she was led back to 
a cell at the Dorchester jail, located directly behind the courthouse. 

These cases were very heavily covered in the media at the time, and there were several letters from 
readers in part of Canada and the United States looking to adopt Betty-Ann. 

Daniel’s trial started on March 31; he enters a plea of not guilty. On this same day, Murray Lambert, 
defence counsel for the Bannisters, submits an appeal for Arthur’s conviction. A jury was selected, once of 
which was yours truly’s great grand-father, although we never met.  

Throughout Daniel’s trial, he chewed on his fingers or moved nervously about his chair. His father was in 
the audience, as was his sister Marie. Frances was once again called as a witness. She testified that neither 
she nor Daniel knew what was going to happen at the Lake resident, and neither of them had the intent of 
murder when they set out. The crown was quick to point out that Daniel had left home with the hunting 
knife, and as he was arming himself, must have known. Once again, the ballistic expert was called, and the 
cross-examination by the defence became heated. Chief Justice Barry had to stop him and tell him he 
wasn’t there for him to lecture. He was to only ask him questions, then the Judge asked Mr. Lambert if he 
was suggesting that the police introduced bogus evidence, and defence counsel exclaimed that that is 
precisely what he was trying to find out.  

The Judge then advised that the defence did have the opportunity to get their own expert to which 
Defence counsel said there was no money to bring in their individual experts, as the defendants were 
impoverished. This whole situation angered the expert, and he interjected that his opinion was strictly 
impartial. The Judge then chimed in to “not worry about money. There won’t be much left for anybody 
after the lawyers get through.” The defence counsel once again argued over the admissibility of Daniel’s 
statement provided to the Moncton Police when he was a prisoner at police headquarters there. The jury 
was excluded while the prosecution called witnesses to establish where or not the statement should be 
prohibited. Ultimately it was not. 
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Much of the testimony given at Daniel’s trial was the same as that offered at Arthur’s trial, with the 
exception that a psychiatric evaluation of sorts was completed for Daniel, at the request of the trial judge. 
Daniel was described as “not too bright,” which could have been an innuendo for the mentally 
disadvantaged. The doctor gave evidence that Daniel was “crafty” and knew “what’s what.” The trial ended 
on April 6. The Judge instructed the jury that “when a gang plans a murder, each and every one of them Is 
guilty, regardless of who commits the act itself. Should you come to the conclusion that Daniel Bannister 
went to Philip Lake’s to steal the Lake baby and someone did an act that caused death, it is murder.” The 
jury takes 7 hours to deliberate. They found him guilty of murder but brought in a recommendation for 
clemency. 

Arthur and Daniel were both sentenced to death at this time, and although Daniel would be granted a 
second trial, this time taking the stand in his own defence, would, in the end, be found guilty again. An 
appeal was sent to the supreme court pleading for manslaughter, but this was denied as the Chief Justice 
stated that there were “no reasonable circumstances to show that Lake’s death was the result of 
manslaughter.” 

Arthur was granted a stay of execution as he was named as a potential material witness in Daniel’s re-trial, 
although he was never called to the stand. They were both sentenced to hang on September 23, 1936. 

An initial charge was submitted against Frances, and she was being remanded until after the execution. 
May Bannister was sentenced to 3.5 years in jail, but I believe only served a little over half that time. She 
served her time in Kingston, Ontario. Media at the time indicated that Marie lived with her Dad at the 
Bannister home while her mom was incarcerated. 

Executioner Arthur Ellis arrived at Dorchester Jail on September 21 to make preparations for the dual 
hanging of Daniel and Arthur Bannister. The scaffold was in position by the end of the day, within the walls 
of the county jail. All-day, the two could hear the hammering as it was being built just below them. 

George Bannister, Daniel and Arthur’s father, Marie and Frances, all said their final goodbyes to Arthur and 
Daniel before their execution. Both boys hugged their sisters and told them to be good girls, and then 
Arthur said he hoped nothing would happen to Frances during her upcoming trial. 

In the early hours of September 23, Arthur and Daniel walked nervously as they were escorted from their 
cells to the gallows. Arthur and Daniel were tied back to back, and as the nooses were adjusted, Daniel 
protested that it was too tight and that he couldn’t pray. A witness swore he heard Daniel say “innocent, 
paying for someone else’s crime” just before the double trap door sprung at 2:06 am Atlantic time, and the 
two fell to their deaths. Both Arthur and Daniel were pronounced dead 21 minutes later. The bodies were 
then placed on stretchers, viewed by the coroner’s jury and then placed in a single pine coffin covered with 
a black cloth and lowered into a single grave, using the same ropes used to cause their death, forever 
bound in history and death. The ultimate price paid for the ruthless murder of Philip Lake, Bertha Ring and 
the gross negligence that lead to the innocent death of 21-month-old Jackie.  

Charges against Frances were dropped, but there was no real happy ending here for her. She died 
approximately 10 years later from pulmonary tuberculosis. 

According to the provincial archives, May died in 1969. However, a copy of her death certificate was not 
attached. The archived records only go to 1969 and birth and marriage certificates even earlier than that. 
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What became of Marie? I don’t know, but hopefully, she was able to pull herself out of the trappings of her 
family, heal from any trauma and lead a happy life. 

Betty-Ann was adopted by Philip’s sister and husband, and her last name was officially changed to 
Cuthbertson. She got married at only 17. We can only hope she had a well-deserved happy life. 
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Don’t call me a Serial Killer – Pat & Charlisa’s 
Story 

 
 

Pasquale, called Pat by his friends & family, was the first-born son of Ruth and Flavio and the apple of Ruth's eye. Pat 
was 26, strong and burly and a father to a little girl from a previous relationship. Pat lived in the family home. 
Typically, in many European descent homes, the children stay home until married, regardless of age. Flavio had 
started a renovations/construction company and was successful enough that all of his boys worked for him. Pat was a 
talented woodworker and had won awards when he was younger. They are a close-knit larger family, often doing 
family events together. The kids would come and go as they pleased, but out of respect for their parents, they would 
always come home every night to sleep. 

It was the Saturday before Father's Day, 2000. Pat went to spend time with his girlfriend, Charlisa, and her 3-year-old 
blonde boy, Eugene. Eugene loved it when Pat was around; Pat was always making him laugh. Pat & Charlisa had 
known each other since high school, even though Pat was a couple of years older than Charlisa. They had recently 
reconnected and had been dating for a few months. At some point that Saturday, Pat said his goodbyes to Charlisa 
and little Eugene and went to meet up with a couple of his friends for a few drinks. At around midnight they had 
decided to call it a night and Pat's friends dropped him at home. 

Shortly after getting home, he received a call from Charlisa, asking if he could come over for a bit. He did want to see 
her, so he snapped up his dad's white work van to drive the 15 minutes from his place to hers, parking it across the 
street from her building when he got there. His mom didn't want him to go, because it was already late and they had 
Father's Day plans the next day, but she didn't say anything because Flavio had already told her to let him do his thing, 
he was a grown man now. She regrets it to this day. 

Charlisa had put Eugene to bed; he had been sick, and she was looking forward to seeing Pat for some alone time. 

When Ruth and Flavio got up the next morning, Pat was not home. Ruth called Pat, no answer. She was continually 
trying his number, and each attempt to reach her son yielding the same results; no response. At around 4:45 PM on 
the 18th, Father's Day, Flavio and Ruth were driving on King Street East and noticed the white construction van 
parked. Flavio immediately called one of his sons and asked him to bring him the second set of keys for the van. He 
opened the back doors, they were unlocked, but nothing seemed untoward. The alarm went off. Flavio drove the van 
home while his son drove his mom back in the other vehicle. 

Not too long after a blonde toddler, wearing a filthy diaper and a dirty T-Shirt, was seen walking down King street 
east, alone, in his bare feet. It had rained hard earlier, but was drying up now and was around 22C (68F). After walking 
140 M (459 Feet), he entered a convenience store. The clerk was concerned, here was this dirty little boy in bare feet 
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all alone. The boy was feeling sick; he vomited on the floor. The clerk called the police as there was a child in the store 
with no parents. 

Constable Carter was on his way home; he arranged to leave work early as he had Father's Day plans, which he was 
looking forward to. He was still in his cruiser when he got called to go check out the situation. Most found – Child 
situations end well. They assured him this shouldn't take too long, and he'd be home before he knew it. 

He stepped into the variety store and saw the little boy. His diaper looked as though it was about to explode. The 
clerk told constable Carter that the little boy had vomited on the floor, so constable Carter decided to bring him 
outside with him for some fresh air. 

While he was outside with the little boy, two women approached him and told him that they knew the little boy, his 
name was Eugene and that he lived with his Mom Charlisa at the apartment building down the street. Constable 
Carter followed the two women there with the little boy in his arms. 

They went around to the back of the building, and the women point out which apartment was Charlisa's. He climbed 
the eight metal steps to the second floor and knocked on the back door. No answer. He called out "the police" and 
knocked again. No answer. Growing aggravated, he hit again, this time very hard, and the door opened slightly but 
wouldn't budge more, something was blocking the doorway. He didn't have a good feeling and called for back up. 

Constable Carter took the women's information and handed Eugene over to them temporarily for care. He needed to 
be cleaned and fed. 

Another tenant of the building came out after hearing all the banging, spoke to the police officer, and told him that 
Charlisa's keys were hanging from the front door. 

Little Eugene had let himself out of the apartment through the front door, even locking it behind him, as he had seen 
his mom do countless times before. Only, he didn't know he was supposed to take the keys with him. They were left 
hanging from the door. 

Constable Carter walked around to the front of the building and waited for another officer to arrive before heading 
into the unit. When another officer arrived, before making their way into the apartment, he called for a 10-3, which is 
complete radio silence unless absolutely needed. This is not to give away the location, in case any perp is listening in, 
and to ensure the channel is clear in case he needs to call in for additional help. 

He entered the messy and dishevelled apartment unit, muscles tense, ready to react. The front door opened up to the 
living room. A pew paces down the hall was a small bathroom on the left, and across from it, a little boy's room. Toys 
littered the floor, the bed close to the closet, and the closet door open. 

A little further down the hall was the main bedroom. Blood spattered the wall, and the bed was saturated. He called 
for an ambulance, then corrected himself, make that two ambulances. 

Flavio and Ruth still haven't heard from Pat, despite many frantic calls. Flavio, two sons, one son's fiancée and 2 of 
Pat's friends got in a vehicle and headed towards the area where they found the construction van on King Street East, 
only to discover police command van, yellow crime scene tape, police officers in and out of uniform and reporters. 

Eugene had been cleaned up and fed and then placed in the care of social services. He was brought to the central 
station four hrs after he was seen wandering the streets alone to try to speak with him to find out if he saw anything. 
The first few hours in any new case is essential. 

Eugene told the officers that there was paint all over mama's walls and that he was with his shoes. He said he was sick 
that night and that later Pat's van was gone and that man rode it. The police officer asked Eugene if he woke up, and 
he said, "Yeah. Momma was gone," The officer asked, "did you see anyone hurt your mom or pat?" Eugene said, 
"Mom and Pat. They are gone. Mom sleeping. Pat sleeping." 
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The forensic unit started that evening. First, just a walkthrough before Charlisa's and Pat's bodies were removed. The 
forensic leads noticed the door to balcony, facing King Street East was open, on the balcony, an open purse on a 
couch, and a pair of men's sandals. Beside the living room was the front door. The door was closed, with the key link 
lock dangling from the lock. There was no forced entry. They walked past the bathroom, the light left on, and across 
from the bathroom, was Eugene's room. The overhead light and lamp both on, closet door open. 

Blood was noted on the left hallway wall by light switch and radiator. The door to the main bedroom was open, and 
blood was evident on the door frame. Two bodies were discovered in the room; that of a male and female. Both 
victims were nude, except for a pair of socks and a watch worn by the male. The male was face down on the bed, and 
the female was almost in a kneeling position on the side of the bed, with her head and arms on the mattress and her 
ankles on the floor, crossed—a one-inch bruise on her left elbow. Blood saturated the sheets and pillows, cast-off 
patterns, and splatter over the walls. 

Littered under a pile of clothing was an aluminum baseball bat, with only it's handle visible. Further down from the 
room, to the right, was an art room. Charlisa was an artist. She had paints, brushes, canvases and an easel—even a 
little easel for Eugene to use. This is the reason Eugene would later describe the walls as having paint on them. 

Further now, into the kitchen, the rear door was ajar. This is the door where Constable Carter had knocked. The chain 
link lock still in place. 

The crime scene was very violent, with high velocity spatter on the walls and ceilings. The baseball bat had evidence 
of blood on the fat part of the bat. A neighbour told the police that they had loaned Charlisa the bat for protection, 
which she kept by the front door. The murderer used a weapon of opportunity and left it on the scene. A shoe imprint 
from an athletic shoe was left in the blood. 

The coroner arrived to announce the death of both victims, and they were removed from the scene. Their autopsies 
were scheduled for the following day. The forensic pathologist completed the autopsies and confirmed that both 
were bludgeoned to death, struck numerous times over the head and face, with multiple skull fractures and brain 
hemorrhaging complete with tramline bruising, which is caused by a cylindrical object. A palm print was found on the 
handle of the baseball bat. 

Sue, Charlisa's mom, had a terrible feeling that Sunday. She even drove past her daughter's apartment building earlier 
that day, slowed down and honked, but no one came to the balcony to wave. At two in the morning on Monday the 
19th, her husband woke her up, told her to put on her robe, and come downstairs. There in her kitchen, she was told 
the terrible news. She was so distraught she ran to her 16-year-old son's basement bedroom to wake him, screaming, 
"your sister is dead!" 

Charlisa was an artist, and just a few days before her murder, she had one of her paintings showcased in a local 
gallery and her name listed in the newspaper as being one of the artists. She loved creating art of all kinds and was 
thinking of going into animation. 

She also volunteered with at-risk kids and teens, mentoring, teaching art, and cooking for them. 

The investigation was lengthy and exhaustive. Law enforcement ruled out many people, family, friends, and ex-
boyfriends. The palm print was promising, but at the time, palm prints were not in an electronic database. They had 
about 3000 records on cards, and all comparisons needed to be done manually. Which, as you can imagine, would 
take an extraordinary amount of time. Especially at this point, as they were months into the investigation and 
resources previously allocated would need to focus on new cases coming in; therefore, they had fewer employees or 
investigators to cover this case. 

The case remained open and unsolved for approximately 18 months from the time the murders took place. 
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In August 2001, 36-year-old Jackie McClean was bludgeoned to death, much the same way Pat and Charlisa were, in 
the upstairs of unit 4 of a known crack-house. 

There was semen found in the high area of Jackie's vagina, meaning that she did not get up & walk around afterward. 
Leading the pathologist to conclude that the sex act would have occurred where her murder took place, suggesting 
that the sex act likely occurred at or after Jackie's death. She was attacked downstairs and then dragged up the stairs, 
where the attack continued. 

The day following Jackie's murder, a man named Carl Hall checked himself into an addiction rehab home, where he 
met a fellow person from Atlantic Canada, Shane. They spoke frequently, and one night, Carl visited Shane in his 
room, sat at the edge of his bed, and confessed he had done something horrible. 

He told Shane that he killed two people, a man and a woman. He told Shane that a drug dealer was harassing his ex-
girlfriend, the mother of his daughter, and that needed rectification. Carl also said he had been angry that day as he 
was not permitted to see his daughter that Father’s Day. So, he broke into the apartment with the intent of only 
stealing some items, picked up the baseball bat at the entranceway, but the "drug dealer" woke up and grabbed his 
arm, and Carl got scared because the man was much larger than him, so he beat him. He then said the woman came 
into the room and saw, so he needed to beat her too. Shane was shocked and frightened by what Carl told him. 

The following day, Shane checked out of the rehab centre for the weekend. His wife was picking him up. Shane bid 
him farewell and told Carl that he would see him on Monday, although he had no intention of returning. 

 

Carl Hall 

Some time had passed, and Carl ended up in Brantford, ON, a neighbouring city. Shane and his family lived in 
Brantford, and Carl knew this. Carl was arrested and charged and incarcerated for uttering threats. Shane became 
very frightened when he found out Carl was in the city, wondering what brought him there. Was Carl looking for him? 

Shane then contacted the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP) to give an anonymous tip. He told them of the 
rehab confession from Carl Hall but wished his name to remain anonymous. The RCMP provided the tip to the 
Hamilton Police Department. Hamilton PD wanted Shane's name. For a while, the RCMP did not wish to give Shane's 
contact information to the Hamilton PD; however, after some time and persistence, this was delivered, and they 
showed up on Shane's doorstep looking to obtain a statement. The Hamilton PD knew that if they didn't get his name 
and testimony, it would make bringing any case against the offender harder. Remember, Shane gave his tip to the 
RCMP and not crime stoppers. 
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After learning of Carl's incarceration in Brantford, the Hamilton police requested a warrant for a DNA sample, which 
took a few months. By this time, Carl was already a suspect in Jackie's murder. Carl's DNA matched the semen found 
in the high part of her vagina. There was other circumstantial evidence against Carl for this crime as well. Carl was 
arrested after his release from Brantford jail and charged with the murder and subsequently convicted at trial. 
Through this process, there were able to obtain a copy of Carl's palm print. When a comparison was made with the 
palm print found in the handle of the baseball bat in Charlisa's apartment, they found their man. The palm prints 
matched. 

Carl allegedly had an abusive past, was drawn to violence, had a criminal record for theft and assault. He was addicted 
to crack-cocaine. A side-effect of crack-cocaine is a severe increase in anxiety, paranoia, and aggressiveness. 

The police tracked down the previous tenant of Charlisa's apartment. His name is Paul, and he was a drug dealer in 
the area at the time. He confirmed that at one point, he and Carl had an altercation. 

They confirmed that the murder of Pat and subsequently Charlisa were due to mistaken identity. 

Carl was convicted of second-degree murder in the deaths of Pat and Charlisa. He initially pleaded not guilty but had 
tearfully changed his plea to guilty after opening statements. The family was not forced to relive every detail through 
trial. He was sentenced to 14 years for each murder, to be served consecutively. 

Carl never admitted to being guilty of Jackie's murder, despite the semen and other circumstantial evidence. He 
admitted to being with her that evening, but there was someone else there. He would only "admit" that they had 
consensual intercourse, and denied any hint of necrophilia. He said he isn't a serial killer and is mad that he is referred 
to as that. 

An appear for Jackie's murder was submitted, and the Ontario Court of Appeal ordered a new trial as they found that 
the trial judge made errors in charge of the jury. Carl was acquitted for Jackie's murder in his new trial. 

Carl is still serving time for the deaths of Pat and Charlisa. 
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London’s Sordid Past – Part 1 – The 
Chambermaid Killer 

 
 
About 200 km west of Toronto, lies the smaller city of London, On, nicknamed forest city and its 
surrounding areas. This city has been connected to major metropolitan areas by freeways and highways 
since 1956, yet still separated and urban. The area is a perfect market test area as everything is ever so 
average: the economy, the demographics. It’s a beautiful location, surrounded by nature. But London has a 
dark and haunted past. We will be exploring a part of this dark and sordid past within the next few 
episodes. Travel with me today to 1969 in London, ON, and the surrounding area. 
 
It was payday—a cold and blustery day on the 29th of January 1969. Jane Woolley and the other staff were 
picking up their paychecks at the small dodgy hotel on the busy corner of Dundas and Talbot Street, 
downtown London, ON, called London House. London house was a small hotel that catered to the down & 
destitute. Its main level surrounded by worn painted French windows in the same condition as its patrons… 
in need of rehabilitation. I imagine it wasn’t always this way. It had been servicing customers for 100 years 
by this point. 
 

 
The London House ~ Circa 1960 (London House – David Barber Vintage London Facebook 1960’s) 
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Jane was a 62-year-old woman who lived alone. She had to work, albeit part-time, as a chambermaid at the 
London House hotel. She made 40$/week, which would be about 350$/week current value. She was last 
seen leaving the London House on the 29th, after picking up her paycheck. She was known to visit local 
bars and taverns in local hotels after work; however, if she visited one or two that day, no one knows. She 
did end up going home to her apartment on York Street just a few blocks away. Sometime after leaving the 
London House on the 29th and before her shift started on the 30th, Jane had a visitor. They sat for a bit 
and had a cigarette or two. She didn’t make it in to work on Thursday the 30th, but this didn’t immediately 
bring concern. The London House had a high-turnover, and they just figured she quit and didn’t tell anyone. 
Her position was filled by Friday the 31st. Saturday, the first, came and went, and rent went unpaid. By 
Monday, the 3rd of February, the landlord decided to drop in on Jane. She wasn’t usually late with the rent. 
At 1:30 pm, she approached the unit Jane rented. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary; no damaged door 
frame, no evidence of any forced entry. She knocked on the door. There was no answer. She unlocked the 
door and walked into a horrid scene. 
 
Jane was found in a room in the rear of the unit. She was lying on her back. She took in the sight, from the 
bottom moving up. Laying on the floor, her legs slightly splayed, her clothing was violently ripped from her 
body, except for her nylons still upon her legs. 
 
Further up, a pillow and three sweaters covered her head, laying in a pool of her own blood. Her pet budgie 
dead. Law enforcement was called. 
 
Jane was pronounced dead on scene. She had died a cruel and brutal death. Under the pillow and three 
sweaters were an extremely fractured skull and face. She was violently bludgeoned. An inspection of the 
scene revealed a landline phone removed from the receiver, but not ripped from the wall. Any caller who 
called would have gotten a busy signal. Cigarette butts filled the ashtray in the living room, some with 
lipstick residue in Jane’s shade and some without. Her purse was turned upside down and the contents 
dumped and her wallet missing. Her clothing had been spread about her apartment. And, most odd of all, 
was the death of her pet budgie, despite having had enough food and water to live several days. The bird 
looked physically uninjured, and law enforcement theorized that it had died of stress from watching its 
owner’s vicious murder. 
 
Initially, law enforcement told the media very little details of the horrendous crime. Stating only that foul 
play was suspected in her death and cause of death would only be confirmed during the autopsy and that 
they were treating their death as a homicide. 
 
Her autopsy revealed that she had been dead for several days—her death from brutal head trauma. And 
even though her clothing appeared to be forcefully removed, there was no sign of penetration, leaving law 
enforcement to hypothesize that someone killed her while he was trying to rape her. The theft of the little 
money she had on hand appeared to have been stolen as an afterthought and not the assaulter’s primary 
goal of the evening. 
 
It would be years before her murderer would be identified. 
 
About an hour and 20 minutes southwest of London, Gerald and his wife Mary were settling in at their 
apartment in Merlin, a small village of 600 people village. Mary and Gerald were an odd couple. Gerald had 
a criminal record dating back 20 years involving robbery, break & enter and possession. Mary and Gerald 
had somehow met, although not in person, at the end of 1967 and corresponded by mail for 11 months, 
then decided to get married only 11 days after meeting in person for the first time. 
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A year and a half go by in Gerald and Mary’s lives, they didn’t have a car, and Gerald wasn’t working, and 
even though Mary was 18 years older than 39-year-old Gerald, she was the breadwinner. They decided to 
move to Chatham, about 20 minutes away, between London and Merlin as Mary had a job at the 
Canadiana Nursing Home in Chatham, and it would be easier for her to get to and from work if they lived 
close. They were scheduled to move in October 1970. 
 
On Saturday, the 6th of September, 1970, Mary Gray, a neighbour and member of Edith Authier’s carpool, 
was over, meeting to be ready to pick her up to go to work. Although Edith was nearing close to retirement 
at 57, she had been a widow for 13 years, had no children, and lived alone. So, she was working. Edith 
worked as a chambermaid at the William Pitt Hotel, a reasonably large hotel in downtown Chatham that 
was known for hosting different bands and entertainment. She had been working there for a year. Mary 
Gray knocked on Edith’s bungalow door, but there was no answer. After several attempts, she became 
concerned and called law enforcement to do a wellness check. 
 
Edith’s body was discovered during the initial inspection completed by law enforcement during the 
wellness check. She was found in her nightgown on her back in the kitchen of the bungalow, laying in a 
pool of blood, directly beside the table. Her blood splattered on the wainscoting and the base of the table. 
Three butcher knives pulled from her counter were found close to her body, two of which were covered in 
blood and used in her murder. Edith had been stabbed 5-6 times and cruelly beaten with the electronic 
clothes iron. Both Weapons of opportunity. Edith was also sexually assaulted.  
 

 
Edith Authier’s Photo in the Windsor Star, 1970  
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The William Pitt Hotel Chatham, ON (Courtesy CardCow.com) 

 
Such a murder in such a small village, where everyone knew each other, was quite the shock. Someone had 
come forward and told the police that they had heard someone running away from the direction of Edith’s 
small house on the 5th of September. Law enforcement also received a tip of a late model back and white 
car that was seen leaving Edith’s home. It didn’t appear that law enforcement had any luck purposing these 
two tips, though, ultimately, they felt that the sighting of the late model vehicle wasn’t connected. An 
initial search of the village was conducted, but nothing was discovered from that search. 
Shortly after the murder, around the 8th of September, as Mary and Gerald were starting to pack and 
prepare for their move out of this small village to the small city of Chatham, Mary learned about the death 
of her brother’s widow. It is not known if they were close; however, they had settled in the same small 
town. 
 
Around the same time that Mary and Gerald moved from Merlin to Chatham, law enforcement discovered 
Edith’s emptied small plastic folder wallet and private papers on Middle South road, a rural street about a 
mile from the village. The Ontario Provincial Police made an appeal to the public for information, hoping 
that someone would have seen someone either walking or driving on that street on the 5th of the 6th of 
September; however, this ended up being another dead end. Law enforcement believed that her wallet 
and papers were likely discarded shortly after her murder and speculated that robbery could have been a 
motive to her death. The handling of her case appeared to be disorganized, as several law-enforcement 
detachments were involved in her case. Evidence was mishandled, and although law enforcement had 
some primary suspects, they didn’t have any solid leads or evidence to move forward with any arrests or 
indictments, and Edith’s case quickly went cold. 
 
Meanwhile, Mary and Gerald were settling in at 203 Adelaide Street in Chatham. Mary was still working at 
the Canadiana Nursing home. And Gerald, even though only 39 and 18 years her junior, was a welfare 
recipient and a heavy drinker, who spent a lot of his time at local hotel bars and taverns. He managed to 
find some odd jobs here and there, but nothing consistent or stable in the four months that they have been 
living in the city. It was now January 1971, and he was still spending any money he could on alcohol at the 
downtown hotel bars & taverns. And, this was precisely his plan on Friday, the 22nd of January. 
Just a little way down Adelaide Street, at 43 an ½, 57-year-old Isobella, commonly nicknamed Bell or Belva, 
called in a second sick day from her job as a chambermaid at the downtown Chatham Hotel, where she had 
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worked for the past ten years, which was walking distance from the William Pitt, Merrill, and Rankin House 
Hotels. And, although she was presumedly suffering from the flu, after spending the majority of the day 
inside, her and her common-law husband and partner of 3 years, Reginald, left the apartment after dinner 
after Reginald returned from picking up his paycheck from Courtesy Cabs, where he worked as a cab driver, 
to do some grocery shopping and run some other errands. At around 6:30 pm, they stopped at the Rankin 
Hotel for a few drinks. He was in “work clothes” so left the hotel bar to go back to their apartment on 
Adelaide street to change by himself, remember this, this will be important later, and then return. He came 
back and met Belva at the Chatham Hotel, where they stayed until 11:30 pm. At some point, Belva left the 
hotel bar without Reginald, he looked around and didn’t see her anywhere, he then left and dropped in at 
the Rankin Hotel, but she wasn’t there either, so he decided to go to the Satellite Restaurant to sit and eat 
some food. 
 
In the meantime, Belva entered the Merrill hotel bar at around midnight and was later joined by friend 
Hugh Smith. Gerald was there as well, although they wouldn’t be sitting together, when Belva got up from 
the table to go to the washroom, he asked the hotel manager for permission to sit on the Ladies side, 
despite being alone. After being given permission, he moved to the ladies’ side of the bar and then sat 
alone by the cigarette machine. Close to closing time, a waiter, named William Bezzo, saw Gerald still 
sitting alone, so he decided to grab a beer and join him for a final drink before closing. At some point, they 
started talking about Belva. Gerald told William that he was originally from London, ON, and that he knew 
Belva, and that he and her daughter used to date. When William asked Gerald why he didn’t go sit with 
her, Gerald said that he had been up to Belva’s apartment earlier in the day and that he tried to “force her 
to do something” which resulted in a scuffle and that if she didn’t smarten up, he was going to kill her. 
 

 
 

41/43 Adelaide Street (Google Earth) 
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The Rankin House, Chatham, ON 

 
At closing time, in the early morning of the 23rd, Hugh escorted Belva back to her second-floor apartment. 
He stayed outside until he saw the light come on and then left to go home immediately after. Belva and 
Reginald lived in an upper floor apartment on one side of a duplex. One side was 41 Adelaide, and one side 
was 43 Adelaide. I believe the stairs to her apartment was at the rear of the building. 
 

 
The Merrill Hotel 

 

 
Chatham Hotel, Chatham, ON 
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Just before 1:00 am, on the 23rd, Myrtle Barks, a downstairs neighbour, at 41 Adelaide Street, of Belva and 
Reginald, turned off her TV and went into her bedroom to relax and listen to the radio. At 1:45 am, she 
heard angry voices coming from Belva and Reginald’s apartment. That of a woman, Belva, and a man. The 
man’s voice was not that of Reginald’s. She heard Belva shout, “get down those stairs! I don’t want you in 
this house.” Then she heard mumbling, indistinct rambling from the unfamiliar man, then a massive crash 
that shook the stovepipes in Myrtles’ bedroom. The sound of stumbled walking and mumbling continued 
for another 30 minutes or so. 
 
She and another tenant, Rick Blair, who also heard the commotion while watching TV, both exited their 
apartments to see what was going on. When Myrtle saw that Rick was going to look, she went back into 
her apartment. 
 
At this time, Reginald had called a cab from the Satellite Restaurant to bring him home. He called for a taxi 
at 2:00 am. He would have arrived back close to 2:15 am. When he came home, an unknown man was 
running down the stairs from the second level and wouldn’t stop, even as Reginald bellowed, “what the 
hell is going on?” The unknown man crashed by him, hitting his chin along the way, and continued going. 
This made Reginald terrified and concerned for Belva. 
 
Myrtle then heard Reginald open the door to his and Belva’s apartment and yell out in anguish, “What in 
the hell?? Bell, speak to me-who did this to you?” Myrtle jumped out he bed as Reginald ran down the 
stairs to go to the front of the building to knock on Myrtle’s door. When she opened her front door, she 
was met by Reginald. Together, they went upstairs to Reginald and Belva’s apartment. 
 
Belva was lying on her back, with her arms outstretched on the dining room floor. She was naked from the 
waist down, there was blood on her body, and a blue short-sleeved sweater and slip were pulled up from 
the bottom over her breasts. Her blue skirt, girdle, and nylons were found about 6 feet away, behind the 
living room door. Her body was still warm to the touch. Reginald was crying and very emotional; he asked 
Myrtle to call the police, the hospital, and an ambulance. Myrtle’s daughter made the call to the police. 
 
Constable Wayne Shoemaker of the Chatham police department said that he received a call at 2:15 am and 
arrived at Belva and Reginald’s apartment about 5 minutes later at 2:20 am, where he and CPL Donald 
Thompson reviewed the crime scene. Homicide investigators were brought in. It was evident that Belva 
had suffered severe head injuries, and there were several marks and wounds on her body. The crime 
appeared to be sexually motivated, and it was evident that she was attacked. She looked as though she 
was preparing for bed when she was struck and killed. 
 
Fingerprints of an unknown individual were lifted from pieces of glass and the kitchen door frame. 
Statements were taken from Reginald and the other tenants at 43 and 41 Adelaide Street. Reginald was 
able to provide a description of the man he said he saw running down the stairs from the 2nd level, who 
had also hit him in the face or chin on the way down. An appointment to create a composite sketch would 
be scheduled. 
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An Autopsy on Belva was completed only 11 hours after her death. The pathologist indicated that she had 
likely died around 2:00 am on the 23rd. And although he couldn’t determine a specific anatomical cause of 
death, it was his opinion that she had been killed from the shock brought on by the head injuries. Death by 
disease or natural causes were ruled out. He also indicated that the marks to the exterior of her body 
would not have resulted from a single fall, but several of them. A blood sample was taken and sent to the 
centre of forensic sciences in Toronto for further testing. 
 
Early news articles wrote that Belva was the second chambermaid in Chatham to be violently murdered 
within five months. Police had told media at the time that they didn’t believe the two murders were 
connected. Whether that was true at the time or if it was simply stated to no create additional fear with 
the people in the area, we do not know. 
 
Belva’s funeral was held at the end of January at the John G. Stephen Funeral Home and later buried at the 
Maple Leaf Cemetery. She was predeceased by two children but was survived by her estranged husband, 
George, two daughters, and four sons. 
 
A composite sketch was completed and released to the public in various newspapers on the 9th of 
February. The suspect in Belva’s murder was described as male, white, 5’8″ to 5’10”, 160 lbs, short light-
coloured hair, and possibly a bad left eye. Reginald had also described him as being between 40-45 years 
old. Police had said that the man was known to have spoken or been in contact with Belva at the Merrill 
Hotel shortly before she was murdered in her apartment. A copy of the composite sketch will be on 
Instagram, as well as the website. After the composite sketch was printed, law enforcement received 100’s 
of tips, and the province-wide search was started. The noose was beginning to tighten around the 
perpetrator’s neck. 
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The police were diligently working, virtually around the clock, with 8-15-hour days, leading them to various 
areas in southwestern Ontario. 
 

 
Composite Sketch 

 
A search warrant was executed on the 12th of February at Mary and Gerald’s house. A redshirt with blood 
stains was removed from Gerald’s dresser and submitted into evidence. When law enforcement asked how 
the bloodstains got there, both Mary and Gerald told them that he often got nose bleeds and the blood 
must have gotten there due to that. They would be submitting the shirt for testing.   
 
Gerald was brought in for questioning, and Reginald identified him in a police line up as the man who ran 
down the stairs from his and Belva’s second-floor apartment. 
 
On Thursday, the 18th of February, Gerald was working as a casual labourer with a tree cutting crew for the 
Ontario Department of Highways. That day he was working with a team on Hwy 401 at Highgate. He broke 
for lunch a little afternoon. At 12:30 pm, four city detectives, Sergeant Tom Bird, Detectives Wayne Parker, 
Garland Babcock, and James Boyle, approached Gerald Thomas Archer while on his lunch break and 
arrested him for the murder of Isobella Belva Russell and remanded into custody. Not being able to afford 
an attorney, he applied for legal aid. 
 
The preliminary hearing took place in April 1971, no publication or broadcasts statements were made 
during the hearing. He was indicted to stand trial in June. 
 
Gerald Thomas Archer pleaded not guilty in the murder of Belva Russell. In addition to the confirmation 
that the two fingerprints found on the door frame and piece of glass in Belva’s apartment, Reginald had 
picked him as the person seen leaving his apartment stairway. William Bezzo, the waiter from the Merrill 
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Hotel, also testified. He told the jury of the conversation that he and Gerald had just an hour or so before 
Belva’s slaying. Gerald had denied having this conversation. He even had a story to explain away the 
fingerprints found on scene. He told the court that he had gone to Belva’s a couple of days before her 
death to bring her whiskey as he overheard conversations in a downtown hotel that she had the flu. He 
testified that he had called her on the phone and asked it would be ok to stop in to see her. She Acquiesced 
as long as he left at 8:30 pm. He said that the evening that he went over to her apartment, one of Belva’s 
son-in-law’s (Rich Carson) drove him there and left after Gerald entered the residence, which was 
corroborated by Rich Carson. Gerald said that Belva poured two drinks (one for each of them) after letting 
him in the apartment. After pouring the beverages, he said that Belva felt dizzy and then went into her 
bedroom. Gerald said he never sat down, only bent over once. He then left her place. 
 
Gerald said that on the 22nd of January, he left Merrill Hotel, walked up to William street, crossed over, 
and up to his home. He said he heard of Belva’s death the following day, and he didn’t go back to the hotel 
the following day because he had a criminal record and didn’t want to step into the investigation. The 
crown said there was a big jump from robbery to murder, to which Gerald explained, “I’ve never been 
charged with safe cracking, but I have been picked up for it.” 
 
They also asked him why he never went to these establishments with his wife, to which he replied that his 
wife wouldn’t be caught dead in a hotel. 
 
A redshirt with bloodstains on it belonging to Gerald’s was presented at court. Gerald and his wife both 
passed off these bloodstains as being caused by all the nose bleeds that Gerald was susceptible to. Both 
Gerald and Belva had Type A blood type. There was no DNA testing at the time. 
The defence said that on the 22nd of January, Gerald went to the city hall welfare office in the afternoon, 
then ended up at the Merrill Hotel, where he saw Belva sitting with another man, then left the hotel at 
1:15 am on the 23rd, and arrived home at 1:30 am. 
 
During the trial, Gerald’s wife, who was approximately the same age as the victim, was called as a witness. 
She testified that Gerald came home at 1:30 am on the 23rd of January. She testified that when her 
husband came home, it was evident that he had been drinking. She said she knew the time because she 
noticed the kitchen clock and then the one in the bedroom when Gerald came in. 
 
The crown established that the murder took place around 2:00 am on the 23rd of January. The crown 
contends that Gerald saw Belva at the hotel and later attempted to rape or indecently assault her, and 
through this attempt, died. 
 
Gerald was found guilty of non-capital murder on the 17th of June 1971 (Thursday) and was sentenced to 
life imprisonment with the possibility of parole. The jury deliberated for 3.5 hours before entering the 
guilty verdict. The jury verdict was unanimous. The defence counsel had each juror polled individually to 
record his verdict. 
 
Gerald sat emotionless during the delivery of the verdict, other than to lean over from the aisle to speak to 
his wife Mary, who was sitting on an inside aisle seat. 
 
Earlier, when led from the courtroom while the jury went to deliberate, Gerald walked down the same 
aisle, leaned over someone, and made a show of kissing his wife on the lips. When being escorted in for the 
verdict, he put his right hand on her left shoulder as he was passing her. 
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The judge said he agreed with the verdict and told Gerald that life imprisonment was mandatory. The trial 
ended with Gerald shouting to his wife as he was being led from the courtroom, “That’s only strike one.” 
Newspapers at that time note that the significance to this statement was unknown. He made this 
statement as several Chatham police detectives were escorting him from the supreme courtroom, 
moments after he was read his verdict. 
 
Gerald appealed his murder conviction in 1972 but ultimately lost his appeal. He was paroled in 1985, lived 
as a drifter for about ten years, and died of a heart attack in 1995; he was about 64 years old at the time. 
 
Two years after Gerald Archer’s death, a special task force probing 20 ‘cold’ murder cases in southern 
Ontario was created in 1997, nicknamed ‘Project Angel.’ Around this time, Gerald’s estranged wife and 
daughter or step-daughter came forward and told law enforcement that Gerald had admitted to them that 
he had killed Edith. He was drunk at the time, and they took it just to be drunken blather. 
 
Apparently, Gerald Archer was a suspect in Edith’s original murder investigation, police said. 
His body was exhumed in 2000, and tissue samples were taken to compare to evidence from both Jane and 
Edith’s crime scenes. His DNA matched the cigarette butts at Jane Woolly’s apartment. Evidence from 
Edith’s case was reportedly mishandled, so DNA could not be matched there. But he is believed to be the 
murderer as the victim type, and the MO is a match, as well as the confession he made to his wife and 
daughter. 
 
An announcement was made by the special task force in 2000, indicating that the case of Jane Woolley’s 
and Edith Authier’s murders were solved. They would not, however, release the perpetrator’s name as 
requirements under the law dictate that the names couldn’t be named until the perpetrator has been dead 
for 30 years. That being said, they did provide enough information at the time for the name to be 
identified, stating that the man was convicted of another southwestern Ontario woman in 1971 and had 
died of a heart attack in 1995 at the age of 64. His name has been confirmed since 2000. 
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London’s Sordid Past – Part 2 – The 
Bedroom Strangler 

 
 
About 200 km west of Toronto, lies the smaller city of London, ON, nicknamed forest city. This city has 
been connected to major metropolitan areas by freeways and highways since 1956, yet still separated and 
urban. The area is a perfect market test area as everything is ever so average: the economy, the 
demographics. It’s a beautiful location, surrounded by nature. But London has a dark and haunted past. We 
will be exploring a part of this dark and sordid past over a series of episodes. Travel with me today back to 
1973 in London & Guelph, ON.  
 
Mary-Catherine was a petite, vibrant, and active young woman. She was in her 3rd year at Western 
University in London. Her older sister, Elizabeth, had already graduated from Western and moved to 
Toronto. Mary-Catherine and Elizabeth’s parents were still in Ottawa, but they had friends and family in 
Toronto. She was a middle child, having four siblings. Her dad was adamant that all his kids would have a 
degree; he wanted them to have the best possible future. Mary-Catherine stayed back in London in the 
apartment that she shared with a roommate, having just been accepted into her honour’s year. She was 
ambitious and a goal-oriented individual. She had already decided where she wanted to go and what she 
wanted to study for graduate school. She had decided to apply to Sorbonne University in Paris for Graduate 
school; she wanted to be a French professor. 
 
It was a crisp October Friday night, and Mary-Catherine had just come back from a local bar where she was 
with friends for a drink or two to her ground-floor 2-bedroom apartment. Little did she know that someone 
had followed her home and watched from outside to see which room was hers. She made her way inside, 
got ready for bed, and switched off the light in her bedroom for the last time. 
The next morning Mary-Catherine’s roommate came to wake her but discovered her lifeless body snuggly 
tucked beneath her blankets, a pillow partially covering her face and one of her schoolbooks open on the 
bed. Her bedroom was immaculate, not a thing out of place. Moreover, there was no forced entry to the 
apartment. 
 
The police were called, they canvassed her neighbours in the building, took forensic photos, and the 
coroner was called to arrange for the removal of her body and to arrange an autopsy. An autopsy was 
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completed taking into consideration there were no signs of violence or violence in the apartment; the 
death was ruled accidental. The coroner indicated that she aspirated after having an allergic reaction or 
suffering from an allergic seizure to prescription medication. According to a NAPSA conference in 2012, 
approximately 50 % of suffocated or strangled individuals do no show any outwardly or external signs, even 
when examined by a skilled medical professional. It would be another six years before the truth of her 
death would be known. 
 
A month and a half later, on the 30th of November, 1973, about 120 kilometres away, in Guelph, Ontario, 
42-year-old Alice Jane Ralston would be found dead in her bed. There would be no forced entry, and the 
apartment would be exceptionally tidy. The coroner would rule her death as natural and attribute her 
death to hardened arteries. 
 
Approximately three months later, back in London, ON, 27-year-old Eleanor Diane Hartwick would be 
found tucked neatly under her covers in her bedroom of her Westlake Street Apartment, with an open 
paperback novel in her hands, as though she had died while reading a book. Again, the apartment would be 
impeccable and tidy, and there would be no evidence of forced entry. The London police attended the 
scene, canvassed her neighbours. The coroner attended as well and arranged for the removal of her body 
as well as organizing the autopsy. And, like Mary-Catherine, her death too was ruled as accidental, resulting 
from an allergic reaction or a prescription medication. Coincidently Mary-Catherine Hicks and Eleanor 
Hartwick were taking similar if not the same prescription medication. 
 
Another four months would go by; the women in Guelph and London wouldn’t know there was a silent 
killer in their midst able to scale buildings and quietly letting himself into their apartments expertly. 
In the summer of 1974, a 49-year-old mother of 5, Dodie Brown, was starting her life over. She had just 
recently separated from her husband of 30 years, found a job, and moved into a second-floor apartment 
with her two youngest children, Colleen and Laura. Her life was starting to take a turn for the better 
following the dissolution of her marriage. She was described as elegant and classy, a good mom, reliable 
and caring. 
 
On Thursday, the 8th of August, Dodie’s youngest daughter Colleen was spending the night away visiting 
family, so Dodie and Laura had the apartment to themselves. It was an exciting time; Laura was turning 16 
the next day and couldn’t wait to write the driving test to ger her learner’s permit. Dodie and Laura 
decided they wanted to be the first ones there in the morning to write the test so that Friday morning 
would be an early one. 
 
With the next day an early one, they each retired to their adjacent bedrooms to go to sleep. Dodie set the 
alarm for earlier in the morning so she could wake up Laura to get ready to take her driving test for her 
learner’s permit first thing in the morning. 
 
The following morning, Friday, the 9th of August, Laura woke up to the sun shining through her window 
and the sound of her mother’s alarm. She had a feeling of having overslept. She felt odd. It wasn’t like her 
mom to sleep in, and she wasn’t the type to sleep through an alarm. 
 
Although apprehensive, she went into her mother’s room and saw her there, lying still in bed, completely 
tucked in, with the blankets up to her chin. Laura called her mom, but there was no answer; this was not 
good. She knew something was deadly wrong and was shocked and scared but made herself move forward 
to check more carefully. Laura shook her mom and called for her to wake up, but her mom was no longer 
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living. Devastated and Crying, she called her uncle. It took a few attempts to get her voice out and for her 
aunt and uncle to understand what Laura was saying. 
 
They arrived at Dodie’s apartment around 10 minutes later to find nothing out of the ordinary or disturbed. 
Her bedroom was in order and was neat and tidy. By all accounts, it looked as though Dodie had passed 
away in her sleep from a natural cause. Dodie’s brother called the coroner. When the coroner arrived, a 
precursory inspection of the room was completed. He noted prescription sleeping medication, which had 
recently been filled. However, only two pills were missing, nothing that would have caused a death. There 
was no outward evidence of foul play and no signs of forced entry or violent disturbances in the room. A 
small amount of blood was found under her body, in her mouth, as well as in her rectum; however, the 
police were not called. 
 
As there was no visible evidence of foul play, her death was no reported in the media. 
 
The coroner had concluded that her death was due to pulmonary oedema, which is an excess amount of 
fluid in the lungs. One cause of pulmonary oedema is strangulation. 
 
But something would happen to their silent killer before the end of 1974. Something that would unravel his 
psyche and launch him into chaos, no longer grasping at the cold control he once had. 
 
23-year-old Diane was a sweet, girl-next-door type of young woman, an only child, and her mother’s pride. 
Diane was starting a new chapter in her life; she just bought a new car and moved into a new apartment. 
She had been off work for two weeks around the Christmas holidays and was enjoying staying home and 
hanging out with her boyfriend. And nearing the end of the Christmas holidays, her boyfriend became her 
fiancé. On Monday evening, the 30th of December, James got down one knee, diamond ring in hand, and 
asked if Diane would marry him. She said yes. James would spend the night with Diane at her Drew Street 
Apartment in Guelph, ON. 
 
On Tuesday, the 31st of December, they were both up and had an early breakfast together at 5:45 AM 
before James went into work. James (Britton) returned to Diane’s apartment at approximately 6 PM after 
his day at work. They were supposed to go to a New Year’s Eve party together. When he let himself in with 
his key, no lights were on, and the apartment was dark. He called for Diane when he entered her 
apartment, but she didn’t answer. It didn’t seem like she was home. Upon entering her room, he saw a 
large pile of blankets on top of the bed. He flipped on the switch and removed the bundled bedding and 
was devastated by what lay before him. There was his beloved Diane, naked, a pillow partially over her 
head, her bra still knotted around her neck and her wrists tied behind her back with her nylons. It was 
evident that she had been murdered. 
 
When law enforcement arrived, they found one of Diane’s slippers outside of the apartment door; it’s twin 
by the telephone. A photographer came in to record the scene on film before any detectives could come in 
to inspect. After this, the apartment was dusted for foreign fingerprints. All these fingerprints would be 
cleared over the next three weeks. There was no evidence of forced entry, so initially, police theorized that 
maybe she knew her attacker. However, the room itself was very tidy, aside from the pile of blankets 
covering Diane’s body, as was her apartment. During Diane’s attack and the initial police presence, the cat 
remained terrified under Diane’s bed. 
 
The neighbours were canvassed. A few neighbours stated seeing a dark-coloured 4-door Buick in the 
parking lot behind the apartment building between 4:00 AM and 9:00 AM with the motor running. The 
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police searched for the vehicle registration records for similar vehicles like the one described by witnesses. 
There were thousands of results that matched, but none seemed connected to Diane in any way. 
 
Her autopsy confirmed what police already knew, her cause of death was due to ligature strangulation. 
There were no signs of bruising around her wrists, indicating that they were bound after death. 
Additionally, there were signs of sexual assault after death. 
 
After interviewing close to 200 people, the case started to go stale. Law enforcement felt that there was 
someone, somewhere in Guelph that knew what happened or had information. And, by the end of 
February 1975, the police offered a $5,000 reward for information leading to the arrest & conviction in 
connection with Diane’s death. Police were looking for a 4-door dark coloured Buick seen parked with the 
motor running at the back of the apartment building between 4:00 AM to 9:00 AM, the 31st of December, 
1974. 
 
Initially, her murder was erroneously reported Guelph’s first murder since 1967 as the other slayings were 
mistakenly attributed due to natural causes. Unfortunately, the police didn’t yet catch their man. 
Another four months would pass, and another young woman would be found dead in bed. Her name was 
Luella. She was a 23-year-old country girl that had moved to London and had been living there for about 
one year. She was recently engaged. She worked as a cashier at the snack bar at the Victoria Hospital in 
London, ON. She lived in an apartment on the top floor (4th floor) of the apartment building directly across 
from the hospital. Many nurses and other employees of the hospital lived in this same building. 
 
Luella was scheduled to work on Friday, the 15th of April. After not showing up, a co-worker became 
concerned and visited her 1-bedroom apartment to check up on her. She was found dead and tucked into 
bed on her top-floor one-bedroom apartment. 
 
Law enforcement was called and attended the scene. Her apartment was dusted for fingerprints, and a 
forensic photographer recorded the scene on film. Her apartment was very tidy, and there was virtually no 
evidence of any a struggled, nor was there any evidence of forced entry. The other tenants in the 
apartment building were questioned; however, unfortunately, none of them heard or saw anything, and 
this avenue of the investigation was a dead-end. 
 
While law enforcement was searching and canvassing the neighbourhood, they came across some 
jewellery and lingerie belonging to Luella that was discarded in the rubbish bin in an alley about two blocks 
away from Luella’s apartment building—giving law enforcement the murderer’s escape route. 
Someone powerful had scaled the side of the building and let himself in through the unlocked balcony door 
when she was sleeping. She lived on the fourth floor of an apartment building. 
 
Luella’s murder could have easily been mistaken for a ‘natural cause’ murder, as the killer reverted to the 
same MO as the first four silent murders. However, the theft of her jewellery and undergarments, proved 
someone had been there and had taken a souvenir. After this, the police completed a public service 
announcement warning about a nighttime intruder and provided a safety checklist, I.e.- make sure all doors 
are locked, regardless if you are on the 15th floor of a High-rise. 
 
Between April and July of 1977, there would be several reports to the police from women who awoke in 
their rooms to a dark and shadowy towering figure of what appeared to a man, who would flee the 
apartment as soon as he saw the women wake up. These were reported following the public 
announcement completed by the police. Law Enforcement would attend, but there would be no forced 
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entry. I cannot say whether all or only some of these factually occurred; however, in June, a young lady was 
raped and strangled and left for dead in her bed in her high-rise apartment. The doctor had indicated that 
should have been strangled even a few seconds more; she would have surely died. 
 
Two more women were similarly attacked in their bedrooms at night in their apartment buildings. Police 
concluded that these were all related and that the person they were dealing with must be robust and able 
to scale the sides of these buildings by climbing from one balcony to the other, standing on the railing of 
one balcony and pulling his weight onto the next balcony. One of the surviving victims was able to describe 
the perpetrator. She described a tall, strong man with defined muscles. Additional descriptions were 
provided for a composite sketch to be completed. But this wouldn’t be enough yet to catch their man, and 
unfortunately, another victim would die by his hands. 
 
At 11:30 PM on the 15th of July, 1977, a man tried to get into an apartment building by buzzing a random 
tenant in an apartment building. When the young lady answered the buzzer, the unknown man identified 
himself as a police officer and asked to be let into the building. Feeling weary, the woman called the police 
to confirm the police officer’s name, but they denied knowing any officer by that name. At this point, this 
unknown man disappeared. 
 
At this same time, 22-year-old Donna Veldboom said good night to her friend that she had spent time with 
that evening after work as it was getting late, and she needed to work the next day. 
Donna had moved out of her parent’s home in the east coast province of New Brunswick for a better 
position with the gas station company that employed her. She had been living in London for about six 
months. Her apartment was located on Orchard Street. Living alone, moving furniture up or down flights of 
stairs isn’t always easy, so she felt lucky when a 30-year-old very fit and muscular man, named Russell had 
helped her when she moved in. 
 
She was scheduled to work on the 16th, but she didn’t show up, which was very much, unlike her. After the 
morning and early afternoon passed with no communication from Donna, they couldn’t shale the feeling 
that something was wrong, so the concerned colleagues contacted the police and requested a wellness 
check. 
 
Law enforcement went to her apartment and, when entering, found her dead in her bed, nude, with a 
massive slash across her chest. Her body had been bathed and placed back in bed and tucked in. The 
apartment was cleaned thoroughly, including the dishes and the towels used in washing Donna’s body was 
put in the communal laundry machine, indicating that the perpetrator was there for an abnormal amount 
of time. This information led law enforcement to believe that only someone with familiarity and knowledge 
of the building would be comfortable staying in the building for a lengthy amount of time, especially using 
the communal laundry facilities. 
 
Donna’s parents were informed of their daughter’s death on the 16th of July. 
 
At this point, law enforcement was confident they were dealing with a psychopathic serial killer who is 
physically strong, maybe even a bodybuilder, and who was obsessive-compulsive about cleanliness. After 
Donna’s death, the task force in place to find this killer grew to about 30 officers, working tirelessly around 
the clock to hopefully catch him before he strikes again. One of the things they do or try is to have several 
officers hold brainstorming sessions with some of the victim’s relatives /friends/loved ones to see if there 
are any common ground or other connections. What, if any, leads this provided, is unknown. 
 



71 
 

With no other leads at the time, they pulled a list of all current tenants of the building and saw a familiar 
name: Russell Maurice Johnson. His name was also on the list of previous tenants from Luella’s apartment 
building. 
 
Coincidently, the items belonging to Luella that were discarded in the rubbish bin in the back alley were 
directly between Luella’s apartment building and the apartment building on Orchard Street, where Russell 
Johnson and Donna Veldboom lived. 
 
Russell Maurice Johnson was described as tall, standing at 6’3″, handsome and an amateur weight lifter. 
Johnson was an assembly line worker at the nearby Ford plant, who had recently separated from his wife 
and son. He was 30 years old and an amateur weight lifter who spent a lot of time at the gym. He 
demonstrated obsessive-compulsive traits, where he would continuously be washing his hands. He was 
often described as lacking ambition, awkward who was often bullied, despite his size during school years. 
Guelph was his hometown, although he lived in London, he would travel back and forth between Guelph in 
London to visit family.  
 
Russell Johnson has a history of sexual deviancy. Law enforcement had already interviewed him as they 
were looking at all known sexual deviants, and he was on that list. Seeing as Russell had toes to Guelph, the 
London police called the police in Guelph to discuss him. While speaking, Guelph police informed that on 
the day of Dianne Beitz’ murder, Russell Johnson was the man that reporting luggage containing clothing 
was stolen from his vehicle after it was broken in to. Russell’s car itself is also similar to the one seen at the 
crime scene. 
 
By the 3rd day after Donna’s death, law enforcement was able to connect Russel to the murders of Diane 
Beitz, Luella George, and Donna Veldboom. But, because all of their evidence was circumstantial, they 
didn’t want to move to arrest at this point and hoped to gather additional information or evidence. 
Therefore, he was put under 24-hour surveillance. Law enforcement had four different cars with two 
officers in each vehicle running surveillance on him continually. 
 
During the observation, he exhibited strange, erratic, or abnormal behaviours, starting with excessively 
washing his hands. On several occasions, Russell would get in his car and drive to a random spot, get out of 
his far, frantically look around, maybe walk to the corner and back and then sit in his far for a while, as 
though he was waiting for someone and then drive off. This odd behaviour was done on more than one 
occasion. During the 4-5 days that they surveyed him, other than being weird, he didn’t do anything that 
could be incriminating. Four days into surveillance, on the 28th of July, law enforcement became aware 
that Russell Johnson was planning on taking a holiday. They weren’t sure where he was going or even if he 
was coming back. So, although unprepared for the arrest, they needed to move now. Two chosen officers 
approached Russell’s door for arrest. Russell was calm and invited them in to clean up before going with 
them. His apartment was excessively clean and tidy. He immediately went to wash his hands before being 
escorted to the station by law enforcement. 
 
Russell Johnson was taken into custody for questioning on the 28th. Law enforcement’s end-goal would be 
to get a full confession, as they didn’t have any physical evidence, only circumstantial evidence. His 
questioning would last at least 22 hours. During interrogation, Russell Johnson broke down in tears and 
confessed to the murders of Diane Beitz, Luella George, and Donna Veldboom.   
He indicated periods of calm and periods of uncontrollable violent urges. He told police that he would be 
“seized by an uncontrollable urge which drove him to scale apartment balconies in search of victims.”  
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He would randomly walk and scale buildings looking for victims. He would go on to say that uncontrollable 
urges would overcome him, and he would find himself scaling apartment buildings going from balcony to 
balcony, looking for single women. He told the police that if he saw it was a family, then he would by-pass 
them. He also explained that he would get the same high strangling women as making tackles in football, 
just better because it lasted longer. 
 
Concerning Diane’s murder, Russell indicated that he was in Guelph visiting his father. He provided a 
statement to the police that he had entered her apartment through the kitchen, presumably looking for a 
woman that he used to live with, and she discovered him. He then grabbed her and started choking her. He 
said that when he heard about her murder on the radio, he wasn’t sure if it was him or not. He had some 
dissociative disorder when he had violent psychotic breaks from reality. 
As for Luella, Russell Johnson had scaled the side of the building, going from balcony to balcony, looking for 
an unlocked door and let himself into her apartment through the unlocked balcony door when she was 
sleeping. He would tell police that he didn’t remember getting into her flat, but that he did remember 
strangling her. After having strangled Luella, he tucked her into bed and straightened everything in the 
room.   
 
Russell Johnson gained access to Donna’s apartment by using his plastic time punch card from work to slip 
Donna’s lock. He told police that he let himself into her apartment while she was sleeping and initially just 
laid down in bed beside her to feel better, but when she woke up to adjust the fan, he started strangling 
her. After death, he slashed her across the chest in an attempt to cocoon himself inside, to again feel 
better. 
 
He didn’t want her to be mad at him, so bathed her body and tucked her back in bed, so things would be as 
they were. He always cleaned after his assaults. He thought that by cleaning the apartments of his victims, 
they wouldn’t be mad at him. 
There was much relief when he was caught. He was charged with 1st-degree murder for each of the three 
women. 
 
Russell Johnson’s crimes had significantly escalated, and his mental stability decreased. He went from 
stealing underwear to breaking into apartments, staring at them while they slept. He started off taking 
women’s underwear (before the age of 22). By the time he turned 22, he had progressed into full-
blown sexual sadism. He had raped and strangled a girl, leaving her for dead, but she survived, and it was 
at this point he had checked himself into at the London Psychiatric Hospital in 1969, seeking help. There he 
was diagnosed as a sexual deviant. He stayed there for about one week and then had checked himself out. 
He would later tell the police that if he would have gotten the help he needed, then those women would 
not have been killed. 
 
While he was in police custody, he hinted at other attacks and murders that he committed. To bring closure 
to these other cases, a deal was struck with Russell’s lawyer that if Russell admitted and provided 
statements to any other assault or murder, he would not be prosecuted for them. This agreement was 
accepted by both the crown and the defendant. 
By the mid-1970s, he started murdering women. He admitted to the murder of Mary-Catherine Hicks, Alice 
Jane Ralston, Eleanor Hartwick, and Dodie Brown, sodomizing her body after death. All originally thought 
to have died from natural causes. He also confessed to approximately ten additional attacks & rapes on 
women while they were sleeping in their beds.   
He was diagnosed with drug-induced schizophrenia, fetishism, sadism, voyeurism, and a necrophiliac. 
Other than the seven deaths that are attributed to him, he also is believed to be responsible for at least ten 
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assaults on women, choking them to the point of them losing consciousness. He was brought to court and 
charged with first-degree murder for the last three victims only. He was found not guilty because of 
insanity. He is at a maximum-security facility at the Penetanguishene mental health centre now called 
Waypoint Centre for Mental Health care. 
 
At court, Johnson said that he wasn’t trying to conceal the crimes when he tidied the apartments or 
covered the murder victims with bedding, but when the crime was over, he felt terrible and didn’t want 
them to hate him to he would tuck them into bed and clean their apartments. Unlike regular federal 
prisons, there is no eligibility for parole. Once incarcerated there, you usually don’t get out. 
 
With Seven murders and almost a dozen rapes, he is one of Canada’s worst serial predators. 
Russell stood trial for the three murders before the supreme court of Ontario in January 1978, with a jury 
made up of 6 women and six men. He pleaded not guilty because of insanity. He was diagnosed with 
several things, including a mental disorder that manifests itself in the constant repetition of hand washing. 
He was diagnosed with sexual sadism, which is when someone has fantasies and get sexual gratification by 
inducing pain on someone else. Whether it be psychological or physical, he was also diagnosed with 
voyeurism, fetishism, sadism, and as a necrophiliac, which is someone who engages in sexual activity or 
intercourse with a corpse, as well as drug-induced schizophrenia or drug-induced psychosis. The symptoms 
of these, which are brought on by different legal and illegal substances, such as alcohol, cannabis, cocaine, 
and opioids, are Hallucinations, delusions, unusual or dysfunctional thoughts, and problems with working 
memory. Russell suffers from an acute episode of a psychotic nature in which he loses touch with reality. A 
psychiatrist who testified at the trial stated that Johnson was certifiable under terms of the mental health 
act. However, he was found fit to stand trial. 
There was no question as to his guilt in murdering the three women, and law enforcement was convinced 
of the attacks & rapes that he admitted to, as well as the four other deaths. Both sides agreed that Johnson 
was mentally ill. The 6-man/6-woman jury took about 2 hours to deliberate, and he was found not guilty 
because of insanity. He was sent to the maximum-security wing at Oak-Ridge, the maximum-security wing 
of the Waypoint Centre of Mental Health Care (formerly Mental Health Centre, Penetanguishene), where 
he was going to be held indefinitely. At every hearing for transfer for a medium-security facility, the family 
of Russell’s victims attends, takes notes and sit in the benches, making sure their faces are seen by those 
making the decision. And despite undergoing chemical castration as well as take Lupron to reduce his 
testosterone, his bids to be transferred to a medium-security facility is denied, and he remains in the 
maximum-security wing. As for his remorse for the murders? He expressed some guilt, but in the same 
breath stated that he has moved on with his life; therefore, his victim’s families should as well. 
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London’s Sordid Past – Part 3 – The Mad Slasher 

 
About a month after Russell Johnson Silently killed Alice Ralston in Guelph, there was another killer out 
there, operating at the same time, once again victimizing women and girls, in London, ON’s census 
metropolitan area. Russell Johnson and this killer would have a couple of things in common. Let’s go back 
another time to the 1970s in London, ON and surrounding area as we explore the crimes and terror 
committed by yet another serial killer in that area.  
 
Things were looking up for 19-year-old Judy Barksey. Although she had a bit of a tough childhood moving 
through a few foster homes, she was making the best of her life. She moved to Strathroy, ON, a suburb of 
London, and was boarding in the house of a local family while she worked. She worked a short stint at 
Mother’s Pizza. She then started working at Merry Hill Nursing Home, working and studying her way to 
officially becoming a regular nurse’s aid. By the beginning of March of 1974, she was only 2 weeks away 
from that goal. 
 
Saturday, March 2, was a bitterly cold day, in fact, the past few days had been frigid, it didn’t seem like 
spring was right around the corner. The night didn’t roll around any better conditions either, with it, 
brought thick and dense fog. 
 
Judy had a night shift at the nursing home later, so she went out to pick up a pizza, before having to get her 
work clothes on and head out to work. She walked from her home on Maitland Terrace to Mother’s Pizza, a 
joint she was familiar with, on Frank Street and ordered a pizza, grabbed a bottle of grapefruit and a bottle 
of orange soda and threw in a tasty coffee crisp while she was at it. She was there for a bit, joked around 
with a few of the guys, the paid-for her pizza then stepped out on to Frank Street in the light of the full 
moon. 
 
Seeing as it was freezing out and she had to work later, Judy wanted to make it home in the shortest 
amount of time possible. The pizza was at it’s best when still warm. She started walking down Frank Street, 
past the News Depot. She decided to take a short cut across a warehouse property right beside the CNR 
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station. This was basically a diagonal to where she lived at the time. But someone was following her. 
Someone who knew her slightly and decided that he liked the way she looked. He had been home with his 
wife, watching a hockey game and decided to go out to buy some raffle tickets on the game at the nearby 
News Depot on Frank Street. He went inside, bought his tickets and headed out the door. That’s when he 
saw Judy walking in front of him along Frank Street as well. He started fantasizing about her and was 
drumming up the courage to approach her. Not a boy meets girl cute-meet, this guy was already married. 
His fantasies were a little different than the average joe and would give in to his impulses. He was 
fantasizing about having a forced sexual encounter, he was fantasizing rape. 
She hurried along, not sure about the person walking behind her and started cutting across the property 
leading to the tracks. He was still following her. She made her way the phone booth, likely for safety and to 
call the police. He came after her, pulling out his jackknife. She started running, one running shoe coming 
off her foot, standing guard the phone booth, where the receiver swayed back and forth, dangling from the 
phone as he chased her. Finally, he grabbed her by the hair, pulling her back to the pavement as she was 
making her way across the tracks. He told her what he wanted, made it very clear his intentions. She didn’t 
want to; she resisted, struggled against him. He grabbed her by the throat, slashing her almost from ear to 
ear as she goes down. As she lay there, bleeding to death, he undid her pants, fondled her genitalia and 
dug through her pockets and purse for whatever change she had. He ended up getting a total of about $10. 
When such small sums of money are taken after a murder, it’s clearly not motivated by robbery. He was 
motivated by something else. The killer left the scene after cleaning off his knife in a nearby puddle and 
calmly walked home to his wife. 
 
Judy never made it to work that night; in fact, she never made it home. 
 
A little before noon the following day, March 3, a local resident was cutting through that same property 
adjacent to the CNR station on his way to mail a letter and found the bloody froze body of 19-year-old Judy 
laying on the warehouse parking lot pavement with her throat slashed. Strew about the area was a blood-
splattered box of pizza, 2 bottles of soda and a chocolate bar leading to a nearby blue and clear glass 
Ontario phone booth where the running shoe stood guard, and the receiver solemnly hung. 
This murder was very shocking to the community. Although Strathroy is part of London’s census 
metropolitan area, they prided themselves on being separate. London’s problems were finally reaching 
Strathroy. It had almost been 20 years since the last vicious crime of that nature, which was the beating 
death of John Orange in 1946. 
 
The Strathroy Police had identified a person of interest in the murder following investigative leads; 
unfortunately, they didn’t have enough info at the time to make an arrest. It was too bad because one 
killing wasn’t enough for this offender. 
 
Likely feeling a little heat and a bit scared following the murder of Judy, he dampened down his urges for 
another 13 months before finally giving in and acting on impulse. His next victim would thankfully fare a 
little better than the last. It was late spring/early summer in June of 1975. The weather was starting to get 
nice and more people would be milling about. One of those people would be 18-year-old Rosalie Winters. 
She was out walking in Strathroy on her way to Alexandra Park, a beautiful park with conservation areas 
and large old oak trees. And like Judy, a long-haired man was following her, fantasizing. He grabbed her by 
the throat and told her what he was after. She refused, but the more she struggled against him, the tighter 
his grip was around her neck became. Out of a need for survival, she stopped fighting. He started to 
remove her clothing but was stopped in his tracks when the zipper on her pants broke as he was trying to 
take them off. Now he was frustrated and angry. He groped her vagina and choked her until she lost 
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consciousness, but ultimately left alive in the park. Violently assaulted, violated, and emotionally shattered, 
and she, unfortunately, was the lucky one. 
 
This time he wouldn’t wait 13 months before he attacked again. A little further down Highway 81, near 
Mount Brydges, ON, just a few kilometres from Strathroy, was a small white and pink shuttered frame 
house. A perfect starter home for a young family. There lived 19-year-old Louise Jenner, her 24-year-old 
husband, Dennis Jenner, and their 6-month old daughter Rachel. Louise used to work at Mother’s pizza in 
town, but she was at home now with the little one. 
 
Summer had come and gone, and Halloween was just around the corner. On Thursday, October 20, 1975, 
Louise had put little Rachel to bed in the room adjacent to the kitchen and was going about what she 
regularly when a white man with collar-length hair driving a late model cream or light-coloured Oldsmobile 
pulled into the driveway. Little did he know that Louise and Dennis’s neighbour had a keen eye and were 
keeping an eye out in the neighbourhood, saw him enter the driveway and made a mental note of the 
vehicle and the man. There was no other person in the car with him. He got out of the car and made his 
way to the door. He awkwardly stood at the door for a few minutes before someone finally let him inside. 
After all, it was a familiar face. Louise invited Chris in, started chatting and was showing him some photos 
while seated on the sofa when he attacked her. The photos tumbled in all directions. He forced her to the 
floor, tore off her pants, and started raping her, but after a few moments, withdrew before climaxing, and 
allowed her to redress. While preoccupied with the task at hand, with trembling hands, Chris removed one 
his black shoelaces, approached her from behind and strangled her until she lost consciousness. Once 
immobile, he reached in for his jackknife and slashed her across the throat. There she bled, lying on the 
kitchen floor, with the little one left unharmed in the next room. Chris rummaged about and took whatever 
cash he could find, which in this case was about $40, and then quickly left the scene. Dennis arrived home 
from work at 6:50 pm that day to find his wife dead lying on the kitchen floor, throat cut, in a pool of blood. 
 
When the police attended the scene, they immediately noticed no forced entry and the family photos all 
over and around the sofa. This told them that this was someone Louise knew. It had been apparent that 
she had let someone in and was showing him or her photos. Law enforcement canvassed the neighbours to 
see if anyone had seen anything unusual or noticed any visitors during the day. They spoke to one of Louise 
& Dennis’ 74 year-young neighbours who told them that what she had seen. That description loosely fit a 
suspect in another murder case, and his dad happened to also own a yellow older model Oldsmobile. 
Through the investigation, police had interviewed thousands of people, including a man in his late 20’s 
name Chris Magee. But there wasn’t enough evidence to move him further along in the suspect pool, 
despite the interviews completed with him and any other effort made, which included offering a $10,000 
reward, which would be about $45,000 current value, leading to the arrest of the individual responsible for 
Louise’s death. Yet, it wasn’t enough to get their man, and the mad slasher would strike once again. 
 
This time the window was small. He would only wait two and a half weeks before striking again, and this 
time, she was only 14 and was a stranger. 
 
Fourteen-year-old Sylvia Jennings was hitchhiking on London on Monday, November 3, when she accepted 
a ride from a white man in his late 20’s with shoulder-length hair. She wished she never did. She let him 
know where she was headed, but he didn’t stop and let her out…He kept driving. He drove to an 
abandoned side-road in Mount Brydges and attacked her. He menacingly told her to take her clothes, and 
when she took too long, he violently ripped them off her himself. He viciously raped her as she struggled 
against and fought against him. And when he was done using her body as though an object for his pleasure, 
he bashed her over the head, severely fracturing her skull, with a glass coke bottle, then rolled into the 
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ditch and left her to die. She would later wake up nude in the ditch on the side of this abandoned road, 
covered in blood. She spent at least a month in hospital recovering from her physical wounds. Her 
psychological ones would take much longer if they healed at all. She was a fighter and very brave, and one 
day she would identify the person who did this to her. 
 
The winter months would pass, as would most of spring, without another attack attributed to the mad-
slasher. 
 
It was almost summer and school was out! The Scholes family packed up their stuff and head to their 
beachside cottage along Lake Huron, about an hour west of their home in London in June of 1976. Fifteen-
year-old Susan was 6 weeks pregnant; did she know? Did her parents know? Was she scared? 
She slept in a little bit on Tuesday morning, getting out of bed at about 10:00 am. She talked to her mom, 
had breakfast and then left the cottage just 30 minutes later to have a short visit with a friend. She was 
back to the cottage at 11:15 am and decided to go help a neighbour paint the window trims of their 
cottage just across from them. She came back a little while later, around lunch, and asked if she could hop 
a ride to Forest, a town only a few kilometres away, with her brother Jeffery. Jeffrey was working in Forest 
and needed to get back to work after his lunch break. He was already taking two friends to drop off in 
town, and Susan really wanted to get batteries for her radio. She was given permission to go. So, Susan, 
dressed in her faded Hillsborough T-shirt, hopped in the truck with her brother and his two friends and 
made the short trip to Forest. 
 
Susan was dropped off in the downtown area of Forest at around 1:00 pm. She went into a few different 
shops, including one where she did purchase some batteries. 
 
Just a few kilometres away, Chris was on a farm on Lake Road in Bosanquet Township, disposing of a dead 
animal. He was there until about 2:10 pm and then left. 
 
Back in Forest, between 2 and 3, a guy working at his dad’s tiling company saw Susan, whom he knew for 
about 2 years, heading west on a private laneway. Someone in a ford one-ton pickup truck pulled up beside 
her, and after 30-seconds to a minute or so, she hopped in for a ride. He recognized the truck as an animal 
removal truck, which has seen several times before in town and at nearby farms. 
 
At 4:30 pm that same day, farmer James Frayne, driving his tractor, in nearby Lambton county, came across 
the body of a young girl, a teenager, covered in blood and partially nude, partially hidden amongst the tall 
grass in the middle of a laneway (dirt road). He was so shocked at what he was seeing, that his legs were 
shaking, and he couldn’t muster up enough courage to get closer to the body and check for vitals. That 
being said, it was fairly evident that she was no longer alive at the time. 
 
The Ontario Provincial Police attended the scene. She was dressed in bikini bottoms, and the faded 
Hillsborough shirt she was wearing was pulled up and knotted on the left side of her neck. She had been 
jabbed in her throat, stabbed in her chest and had some superficial wounds to her pubic area. 
A sample of grass from under her body was removed as potential forensic evidence. 
 
An autopsy was performed, very likely within 24 hours. The pathologist confirmed that she had been raped, 
stabbed and strangled. There were semen and blood evidence present on her body. There was also 
evidence that some type of cord of ligature was used to strangle her. Could he have strangled her with her 
own shirt? Her ultimate cause of death was bleeding out due to the stab wound to her chest. She had lost 
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around 750cc of blood just from that wound, which is close to 40% of total blood volume. There were other 
contributing factors, including blood loss from the neck wound and strangulation. 
No murder weapon was found on the scene. 
 
After identifying their victim, her time-line was identified, and they were able to confirm people saw her in 
Forest after her brother dropped her off. They also had the witness statement from the guy who saw Susan 
get into the animal disposal pick up truck. Through the investigation handled by the Ontario Provincial 
Police, they identified the suspect’s vehicle as a 1975 Ford Pickup truck owned by John Grinsven. He had a 
Strathroy owned company that dealt with the disposal of dead farm animals and roadkill. He had confirmed 
that on the day of Susan’s murder, his employee Christian Magee was using it and also confirmed there 
was usually a filleting knife in the truck, as part of a tool needed for the job. This prickled the investigator’s 
ears; Christian Magee was a suspect already in two other murders. 
The next day, on the 16th, at 3:27 pm, a marked OPP cruiser and an unmarked police vehicle arrived as 
Chris Magee’s employer’s home/farm. And nearly as soon as the marked cruiser was shifted into park, 
Chris opened the passenger door and got in, without saying a word. 
 
Law enforcement brought Christian, aka Chris, in for questioning. He admitted to picking Susan up while 
she was “hitchhiking” but denied killing her. He told them that he dropped her off and continued on his 
way. 
 
Early on Thursday, June 17, just two days after Susan’s murder, eight OPP officers showed up with a seize 
and search warrant at the Magee residence. Christian, at the time, was living with his mom and dad and his 
two kids, 4-year-old Christopher and 2-year-old Tracey. 
 
They conducted a search of the home and confiscated his car and pickup truck. Some grass was located in 
the truck, and the type of grass matched the grass under Susan’s body. There was some evidence of blood 
on some of Chris’s clothing but wasn’t enough to complete blood type analysis and remember no DNA 
testing in the ’70s. And there was no knife found in the truck. 
 
Later, the truck owner leads the police to the filleting knife that he said was in the vehicle at the time. 
There was a bit of confusion with his statements on the blade. He initially had stated the knife wasn’t in the 
truck and then came back to say he remembers the knife being in the truck on the day Chris was using it for 
work, the day Susan was murdered. Testing was done on the knife, and there was no evidence of blood. 
This may not have been the knife or the handle potentially wasn’t removed to look for blood evidence 
within. That being said, the pathologist indicated that Susan’s wounds were consistent with that type of 
knife. 
 
After Susan’s death, the police told the local media that they believed four murders against young women 
in southwestern Ontario within a 2-year period to be linked. They indicated that in 2 of the 3 earlier deaths, 
the women’s throats were slit, and the third was strangled by a nylon stocking. 
Chris Magee was arrested for the murder of Susan Scholes and then held at Sarnia Jail. The preliminary 
hearing took place on October 20, 1977, and he was committed to stand trial by judge and jury and then 
remanded to the Penetanguishene mental health centre for psychiatric examination. 
The trial, held before the supreme court of Ontario, with a 6-man, 6-woman jury, lasted eight days. 
Testimony was given by Sylvia Jennings, who identified Chris Magee as the person who brought her to an 
abandoned side road after picking her up while hitchhiking, raping, severely beating her, strangling her and 
then leaving her for dead in a ditch. The prosecution did an excellent job of showing proof that he was 
using that company truck that day, confirmed by statements by his employer and eyewitness testimony 
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from the farm he was at disposing of a deal animal that same day. Evidence was also provided by the 
person who saw Susan get in that pick up truck, he was able to identify the vehicle successfully in a photo 
line-up. Testimony was also given by 4 psychiatrists and 1 psychologist, labelling him as a dangerous 
psychopath with a severe personality disorder. All of them had agreed that his mind was so diseased that 
he didn’t fully appreciate the nature of his acts. Chris testified in court in his own defence, and throughout 
the entire trial, he denied killing Susan. The jury deliberated for a little over 3 hours. Ultimately, he was 
found not guilty on the grounds of insanity, and he was remanded into psychiatric care at the maximum-
security ward Penetanguishene mental health centre (now named Waypoint). 
 
An appeal was made because the defence didn’t think that Sylvia Jenning’s testimony should have been 
heard, but the appeal was denied. 
 
He was subsequently charged with the murders of Judy Barksey and Louise Jenner, as well as the assault & 
rapes to Rosalie Winters and Sylvia Jennings. He was suspected in these crimes, and law enforcement was 
able to obtain written & signed statements from Chris admitting to these murders and assaults. The 
charges were able to be brought by the assistance of the Ontario Provincial Police to the Strathroy police. 
 
There was a second trial for the 2 additional murders and 2 rapes. The criminal code says that no person 
should be convicted of an offence while insane. So first, the jury would have to decide that he was guilty of 
the crime and decide if the evidence proved he was ‘insane’ while committing the crime. The jury 
deliberated for only an hour, and like the initial trial, he was found not guilty on the grounds of insanity, 
following psychiatric evidence. 
 
After around 30 years or so, he, like Russell Johnson, would make the request to move from the maximum-
security wing to a medium-security facility. A written report in 2004 after a 5-hour lengthy examination 
stated the following by Dr. Phillip Klassen, “This gentleman’s fantasies involving torture, dismemberment, 
and cannibalism with respect to his victims is also consistent with the diagnosis of sexual sadism, as is a 
history of post-mortem sexually related activities. […] This gentleman’s history suggests to me that this 
gentleman could be [..] managed on a medium secure unit, with respect to both aggressive behaviour and 
elopement risk.”  
 
The board had recommended the transfer; however, the Penetanguishene facility refused to accept that 
decision by the board and maintained that he remained a threat to women. They stood their ground and 
said that several doctors have reviewed Christian Magee over the years said he “is an incorrigible, violent 
offender whose chances of rehabilitation are almost nil.” 
 
We should note that he would have access or present to women at the medium-security facility. 
Chris Magee tried to convey a sob story of a loveless and abusive childhood, quoting times when his mom 
“made” him walk around with a broomstick behind his back, curled in his elbows to correct his slouch. OK, 
this is stretching; this is actually an excellent method to help with posture, and if this is the worst scenario 
he can quote, then he really is delusional. He even went on to offer to meet the family of his victims to 
provide them closure, if that’s what they needed. Um, no. 
He is quoted as saying he doesn’t belong there anymore and that he’s not a criminal, but a mental patient. 
Sometime over the past 43 years, he found “God” and said he is no longer a threat to women and has said, 
“The Lord has used me while I’ve been in here and he’s given a desire to help others.” 
His transfer to the medium-security facility was blocked and still remains in the all-male maximum-security 
wing at Waypoint. 
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The Horrors of Our Past – Part 1 – Elisha 
Mercer’s Story 

 
The city of Brantford is beautifully intertwined with walking trails rich in wildlife and natural beauty, 
juxtaposed with poverty and those affected by different addictions that make their homes within the trees 
along the paths, often leaving a stream of refuse on the land surrounding the river. 
Once a stop on the underground railway, seen as a safe haven, where those escaping slavery and 
oppression would find peace and freedom, and yet, an epicentre for indigenous residential schools, whose 
primary focus was to oppress and eliminate indigenous culture, often forcefully removing children from 
their families and their homes, removing the freedoms they had known as a people for generations. 
 
Once a bustling and rapidly growing city, earmarked to be the Capital on Ontario, visited by none other 
than her majesty the Queen and the Queen Consort, now a refuge to those coming from the Capital, 
looking for housing somewhat more affordable. The birthplace of Alexander Graham Bell's telephone and 
the very first telephone factory in Canada. The heart & home of The Great One, hockey legend Wayne 
Gretzky and the place cementing the beginning of funny-man Phil Hartman. Who knew that his life would 
have such a tragic end? 
 
Brantford has had its ups and downs, like every other city, and with its highs also comes its lows. Over the 
next series of episodes, we will be looking at these different lows suffered by the victims and the city. Some 
will be historical, going back to confederation day, and some will be recent, but all will be within the 
Brantford Census metropolitan area. Today we will be recounting the tragic tale of 15-year-old Elisha 
Mercer. 
 
Elisha was a great listener and a good friend and was blessed with very close friendships. And although she 
wasn't terribly excited about school, she was described by her teachers as a bright girl with an inquisitive 
mind and an incredible artistic talent. Not only was she talented in creative art, but she was also terrific 
and original with prose and poetry. She was a funny and goofy 15-year-old in the 10th grade at Brantford 
Collegiate Institute or BCI as the locals call it. Her friends would tell of the time she fell into the bin that 
held all the basketballs at school and struggled without success to get out. She was very much interested in 
fashion and interior design, hoping one day to become either an interior designer or fashion designer. She 
often spent some of her free time making different jewellery with glass beads and wire, frequently 
incorporating her favourite colour of blue into her designs. 
 
But things weren't always so rosy for Elisha. In early 2001 she had gone through a hard time, leaving her 
home to live with a foster family for about 6 months. The reasons leading up to this is are only known by 
her family and those friends that she had confided in. Elisha was the youngest of the 3 girls. Both her 
sisters were significantly older than her by about 11 to 13 years and were not living at the family home at 
the time. By mid to late October 2001, she would be back home once again living with her mother and 
father in a small brick quaint home on Salisbury Avenue, in the area known as Eagle Place. 
But, in just three weeks' time, she'd be dead. 
 
On Thursday, November 8, 2001, Elisha would get up in the morning and make her way to school, spending 
the days within the classrooms and corridors of BCI. BCI is Brantford's oldest school that has its roots at the 
turn of the 20th century. Starting off as a school, and briefly transitioning to a hospital for returning 
veterans during the great wars, complete with tunnels leading from the school to the nearby armoury. 
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BCI Circa 1920 – Courtesy of Brant Historical Society 

 

 
Brantford Collegiate Institute (BCI) – Current 

 
By 2001 those tunnels would be mostly sealed off, and some would house the school servers. And the 
school itself in need of updates and restoration. This in itself reflected the city, albeit likely in better shape 
than some areas of the city. By the end of the 20ths century and the beginning of the 21st, the city would 
fall into disarray, a centre for car thefts and a large, inhospitable area in the downtown core, with 
abandoned houses and businesses and the streets filled with the homeless and drug-addicted. With its toll 
being exacted on Colborne street east. Many shops and buildings were boarded up, which created a 
perfect location set for a horror movie. In fact, this street would be featured on the psychological horror 
movie called Silent Hill just a few years later. All sorts of individuals frequented this part of town; high 
school students, university students, criminals, the druggies, and the down and destitute. And one 
homeless teen, in particular, would start sleeping in the unlocked lobby of a university residence. 
 



83 
 

 
Boarded / Abandoned Pet Shop, complete with a Shadow Family 

 

 
"On the set of "Silent Hill" – Brantford – Colborne Street East 

 
That section of the street was one way, running from west to east, its twin, Dalhousie, also a one-way 
street running in the opposite direction. It's in this general area where the Laurier University campus is 
located. The downtown area is a very short walking distance from Brantford Collegiate, located on Brant 
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Street. Colborne Street East turns into Colborne Street West at the intersection where Colborne street east 
meets Brant Street. It's at this location where the armoury is located and the Lorne bridge, which takes you 
across the Grant River into the West end of the city. The wedge-shaped alcove ender the Lorne bridge is a 
place where some deviants and some not so deviant as well as many young people would hang out and 
party. 
 

 
Map of Area – Brantford 

 

 
 

The school would let out for the day around 3:00 pm. Elisha would grab her jacket and put on her backpack 
and leave school, but she wouldn't go home. Elisha would stay in the downtown area. One of her last 
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confirmed sightings was in the downtown area at 4:00 pm that Thursday. Elisha wouldn't come home that 
night, and yet, wasn't reported missing until the following morning. Perhaps this wasn't the first time this 
had happened. 
 
Thursday evening started out like many other evenings in the area. Many university students would go to 
local bars, and parties would be had in and around Brantford and its surrounding areas. The homeless teen 
in town that stayed his nights in one of the university residences lobbies was asking for cigarettes from the 
local university students of that residence building and was then wandering the streets. 
Sometime during the night, a local man was by the swings behind the armoury smoking when he heard 
noises coming from the direction of the bridge. He didn't go to investigate. 
 
At around 3:00 am on November 9, some university students left their dorm to search the streets out of 
worry for a fellow student and friend who had gone to a party and hadn't returned when expected back. 
They searched for their friend down Colborne Street East to the park that formed the centre of their 
campus; they were the only ones on the street. They apprehensively made their way to the Lorne Bridge, 
which was the prearranged territorial limit of their search. The river embankment around the bridge 
consists of large stone or rock retaining walls placed in a way to quickly step or walk down to or up from 
the river's bank. It was a dark night and barely any light by the river, let alone under the around the bottom 
of the bridge. They made their way down the rocks to the river's edge. One of the students said he 
immediately felt the small hairs on the back of his neck raise up, and an uncomfortable feeling of someone 
bearing ill will staring at them, although he couldn't prove it.  At this point, they decided to return to their 
dorm and wait, turning their heads back as they made their way back up the stone embankment to make 
sure no one was behind them. They arrived back at their residence at 4:30 am. Their friend came back at 
residence just after 6:00 in the morning, upset, having herself escaped an ordeal. After a little while, they 
were able to finally get some sleep. 
The first bell rang at 8:55 am at Brantford Collegiate on Friday, November 9, but Elisha wasn't there. And, 
she still hadn't been reported missing. 
 
Just a little after the first bell rang, a woman walking along the trail by the Grand River, under the Lorne 
Bridge, adjacent to the nearby railway tracks, discovered the motionless body of a female in her teens at 
the bottom of a steep ravine that contains the embankment under the bridge. Law enforcement was called 
immediately, and the investigation into her death began. It didn't take long for the discovery of a deceased 
young female to be reported to the media. Upon hearing this in the local news, Elisha's mother called the 
police to report her daughter missing. 
 
She was identified later that day as 15-year-old Elisha Elizabeth Mercer. According to news articles at the 
time, Elisha was fully dressed and wearing the backpack that she had on the day before. 
 
Elisha had suffered head trauma, but it wasn't evident on the scene if this is what caused her death. It 
wouldn't be until after further investigation or the autopsy that the police would be confident that a fall did 
not accidentally cause her death. One thing for sure is that they were convinced that she would not have 
been at this location on her own. 
 
Twenty members of law enforcement would be assigned to work Elisha's case, painstakingly piecing 
together her final moments, hoping this would lead them to the answers the city and her family and friends 
were seeking. 
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By early afternoon, the university student that had strolled the almost deserted streets that first morning in 
search of their friend awoke to the need for essential grocery items. He and another roommate left the 
building to make their way to the grocery store located on the other side of the Grand River, the route 
taking them across the Lorne Bridge. 
 
Flashing blue and white lights and yellow tape greeted them as they approached the Lorne Bridge. The 
paths leading down to the river bank were blocked. I imagine a cold chill spreading across them when they 
found out that a girl's body was discovered under bridge accompanied by the memory of the unnerving 
feeling of someone lurking in the dark, staring back at them with ill will. 
 
The day after Elisha's body was discovered, seven of her friends would solemnly stand by the yellow tape, 
with tears in their eyes and say goodbye to their friend "Glowey" although they weren't sure why they 
called her that. One by one, they each placed a pink carnation as near as they could get to the river bank as 
a police officer stood guard. 
 
The post-mortem confirmed that Elisha's death was not accidental, but that she had been murdered. She 
had been sexually assaulted and beaten. However, they weren't sure if she had been sexually assaulted 
before or after her murder. 
 
About a month after Elisha's murder, the university student and his future wife were walking towards 
another university residence building when the homeless teen started following them a little too closely. 
He shouted to them, saying, "wait up! Wait up; I want to show you something." They didn't want to see, 
and it appeared as though they didn't trust him. He let off a scream as they ran away. Complaints were 
made about the homeless teen that was making his home in and around the university buildings. So, he 
wasn't seen as frequently. 
 
Time would pass, and Elisha's murder would go unsolved. But this didn't mean that the police didn't have 
their suspicions. A Toronto police officer had gone undercover in Brantford sometime in 2003 and 
befriended a homeless teenager that was a suspect in Elisha's murder. This homeless teen had told the 
undercover officer what he had done and where he hid some of her clothing after he had raped and 
murdered her. 
 
On August 4, 2003, almost two years after Elisha's death, the police announced that they had arrested a 
17-year-old male on a charge of first-degree murder the day before on August 3 at 9:00 am. The youth 
criminal justice act prevents the police from naming the accused. They did say that he was a suspect early 
on in the investigation. 
 
A little while after he was arrested, he was remanded to the Brantford Jail, where a friend of the university 
student's father was a correctional officer. The CO's son would sometimes go into his father's place of work 
and, on occasion, recognized the homeless teen that used to sleep in the residence building lobby. He 
asked his dad what that kid had done to be locked up. His dad seemed concerned and asked him how he 
knew the teen in lock up. He, of course, told his dad. His father would then say to him that the 17-year-old 
boy had been charged with the murder of Elisha Mercer. 
 
He was tried and convicted of Elisha's murder. But, as he was sentenced as a youth, he was released from 
detention after serving 7-8 years. He is no longer in custody. 
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The Horrors of our Past – Part 2 – Tricia 
Paquette’s Story 

 
 
The city of Brantford is beautifully intertwined with walking trails rich in wildlife and natural beauty, 
juxtaposed with poverty and those affected by different addictions that make their homes within the trees 
along the paths, often leaving a stream of refuse on the land surrounding the river. 
 
Once a stop on the underground railway, seen as a safe haven, where those escaping slavery and 
oppression would find peace and freedom, and yet, an epicentre for indigenous residential schools, whose 
primary focus was to oppress and eliminate indigenous culture, often forcefully removing children from 
their families and their homes, removing the freedoms they had known as a people for generations. 
 
Once a bustling and rapidly growing city, earmarked to be the Capital on Ontario, visited by none other 
than her majesty the Queen and the Queen Consort, now a refuge to those coming from the Capital, 
looking for housing somewhat more affordable. The birthplace of Alexander Graham Bell’s telephone and 
the very first telephone factory in Canada. The heart & home of The Great One, hockey legend Wayne 
Gretzky and the place cementing the beginning of funny-man Phil Hartman. Who knew that his life would 
have such a tragic end? 
 
Brantford has had its ups and downs, like every other city, and with its highs also comes to its lows. Over 
the next series of episodes, we will be looking at these different lows suffered by the victims and the city. 
Some will be historical, going back to confederation day, and some will be recent, but all will be within the 
Brantford Census metropolitan area. Today we will be recounting the heart-breaking events leading to 8-
year-old Tricia Paquette’s death and the aftermath that followed. 
 
On a bright spring day in May of 1974, on the side of a highway in the mountains of British Columbia, a 
small child of four tiredly walked several feet behind her mother and stepfather, barefoot, dirty and crying, 
dragging her teddy bear behind her on the gravel shoulder of the Trans-Canada Highway. 
When Robert Burnell, of Winnipeg, got into a vehicle that day and started driving that stretch of the trans-
Canada highway, he couldn’t have known what he would witness nor the events that would take place for 
the next six weeks. 
 
A little while into his drive, he came across 20-year-old Joyce Paquette and 22-Year-old John Wildman 
hitchhiking on the side of the road. And, at some distance, trailing behind them was dingily dressed 4-year-
old Tricia Paquette. He didn’t have the heart to leave her there on the side of the road; therefore, he 



88 
 

offered them a ride to Vancouver, BC. He noticed that there appeared to be “no love lost” between the 
two young adults. Joyce told Robert that she wanted to find Tricia’s birth father, who she believed to be 
living in either in Prince Rupert or Prince George. The reason for wanting to find him after four years was 
not provided by the newlyweds. 
 
Once in Vancouver, Robert got the young family a hotel room at the now permanently closed Fraser Arms 
Hotel and managed to set up a part-time job for John, Tricia’s stepfather. The next day, Joyce Paquette, 
Tricia’s mother, signed a letter giving Tricia over into the care of Robert Burrell for three months, a person 
with whom the family had only just met. When John, Tricia’s stepfather, was told of the arrangement, he 
just sighed and shrugged and then said, “at least she is going to be looked after better than she is now.” 
And likely he was right if only Tricia would have stayed in Robert’s care. 
 
Robert then took custody of Tricia, and they both flew back to his home in Winnipeg, Manitoba, where he 
lived with his wife and foster child. After arriving home, he made several vital calls, one to his lawyer and a 
couple to the Children’s Aid society both in Brantford and Winnipeg as well as the social services in Toronto 
and Vancouver, asking for Tricia’s case to be investigated. He was concerned with the apparent neglect he 
witnessed. In only six weeks, halfway through the agreed 3-month term of care, Joyce called him at 2:00 
am to tell him to get Tricia ready; she was coming to pick her up. 
 
He didn’t want to give Tricia back to her mother and stepfather. A child that he said appeared to be “a 
thorn in their side.” He wanted to take her and hide until the children’s aid society could complete an 
investigation, but in the end, he relinquished on the advice of his lawyer. The next time he would hear of 
little Tricia Paquette, she’d be dead. 
 
Tricia’s short life seemed to be mired by neglect and abuse. Her mother was described as an alcoholic, who 
had been attending AA meetings since she was only 17 years old. And although Joyce may have been a kind 
person without the alcohol, it seemed as though everything Joyce chose or touched became tainted. And 
her life, as well as of those around her, would take a downward spiral. 
 
Everything seemed fine between the young couple for the first six months that they were living together. 
And then, they got married… 
 
Joyce and John got married in 1973 when Joyce was 19 and John was 21. Allegedly, on their wedding night, 
Joyce and her mother had cut out a photo of John and then asked him for a few of his hairs, and then put 
the strands and the picture in a small pouch with some herbs to put a “love curse” on him. According to 
John, Joyce approached him 3 hours later, stating that the love curse had reversed and that she wanted a 
divorce. 
 
In May of 1974, less than a year after they were married, is when they left to hitchhike to BC, apparently in 
search of Tricia’s biological father. And, despite the three-month agreement for Robert Burrell and his wife 
to care for Tricia, she was back with her mother and stepfather by the end of June. 
 
By December of that year, Joyce would be admitted to the psychiatric ward of the Brantford General 
Hospital, where she was given shock treatment. Shock treatment was often given to treat severe 
depression, but a side effect of the therapy is memory loss, particularly short-term memory. She would 
break away from the Psych ward, get Tricia in a flimsy windbreaker and once again try to hitchhike to BC. 
Joyce and John’s relationship was marred with verbal and physical fights, and then separating and getting 
back together on multiple occasions. Joyce was an alcoholic and had admitted that during the time, she 
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had also taken drugs not prescribed by a doctor. She was volatile. She had once allegedly broken a broom 
across Tricia’s back, injuring and traumatizing the young girl. John indicated that he called the police, a 
doctor and the Children’s aid society after this occasion. However, the children’s aid society would later say 
that they didn’t have any record of this call. On another occasion, she had grabbed Tricia and threw her 
against the wall. She had maintained that she doesn’t remember breaking the broom on Tricia’s back. And 
as a way to get back at John during some of their fights, she would storm out and leave Tricia in his care 
and then call the police a few hours later and accused him of kidnapping Tricia. 
 
During their four years of marriage, they had two natural daughters together. Their marriage was a 
turbulent one. By 1977 there was a social worker involved with the Wildman’s, however, to what capacity 
is unknown. The couple was once again separating, this time for good, and fights over custody of the three 
children began. Initially, Tricia was kept by her mother, and the two younger children were with their 
father, John. 
 
In June, police were called because of a dispute over the custody of the two young girls, and John had said, 
“If Joyce gets the two babies, I will get Tricia.” Joyce had been granted custody of all three girls. 
On August 11, Joyce Paquette Wildman went into the social worker’s office, whose name was also Joyce 
and was seen with a massive bruise on her arm, which included a full set of teeth marks. John had bit her, 
although he denied ever doing this. 
 
In January of 1978, the police were called to intervene in yet another domestic dispute. 
When the police arrived, John was sitting on a chair holding the two younger children, and Joyce was trying 
to get them away from him. Law enforcement suggested that Joyce go and bite John’s fingers so he would 
release the babies. She did, and then John was cuffed and spent the night in Jail. 
When John was released the following morning, he met a man by the name of Mr. Guillemette in 
downtown Brantford, and a conversation ensued. John was mad and had said he wanted something done 
to his wife. Mr. Guillemette didn’t call the police and didn’t overthink it as “when you’re mad, you say a lot 
of things you don’t mean.” 
 
John wasn’t the best of role models and certainly had his faults. He was known to police as a local drug 
dealer. 
 
John wasn’t in the best of health. He suffered from severe type 1 diabetes, apparently had trouble walking, 
and would walk with a limp if walking for any length of time. He was also possibly losing his eyesight and 
wore large thick glasses. He was a slender man of short stature, standing at only 5’3″, with collar-length 
dark wavy hair. He had spent some time at the Toronto hospital in 1977 for an enlarged liver. 
 
At some point, after their separation, John Wildman lived at 25 Duke Street, some 2.5 KMs from Joyce’s 
place at 481 Colborne Street. He didn’t drive. 
 
On Wednesday, February 15, 1978, Tricia got up and got ready for school. And even though she was 
looking forward to having her sleepover that night with her friend Rhonda, she was feeling a bit upset, for 
reasons unknown. Her mom was going to school at mohawk college and would be dropping the girls off at 
the babysitters, just one street over. It was a cold winter morning, as is standard in February, so Tricia put 
on her light-blue winter jacket left the apartment at 8:00 am with her mom, and presumably, her two 
younger sisters, to go to the babysitter, just one street over on Dalhousie Street. Her mom, Joyce, would 
make it to mohawk college, where she was taking classes in hairdressing and would be there working until 
4:00 pm. Tricia would walk from the sitter’s, just a few houses away, with a few other kids to the 
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elementary school, Major Ballachey, which was just around the corner some 400-500 meters away. She left 
the sitter’s at 8:30 am and arrived in the schoolyard that day at 8:45 am, 15 minutes before the first bell 
would ring. The group of kids would break up and go their separate ways as they were all in different 
classes, and various classes would go into different doors. A grade 7 student, named Kim, saw Tricia in the 
schoolyard that morning. She could see that Tricia was upset when she passed by her, standing alone 
outside of the school. Kim also saw a red Chevrolet parked across the street. There was a lone man in the 
car, wearing a black airman’s type winter hat, staring at the school. When Kim came back to that same spot 
about 10-15 minutes later, Tricia was gone, and so was the red Chevy with the black-hatted man. 
 

 
Major Ballachey School ~ Current 

 
Tricia was marked absent for the day. No calls were made by the school confirming her absence. This was 
in the time before schools would call to confirm an absence if they weren’t advised the student would be 
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absent that day from a parent legal guardian. Tricia’s case may have been the reason this was started in 
this area. 
 
72-year-old Jean Courbrough, was at her kitchen sink looking out the back window. Her property ran the 
embankment overlooking the Grand River, a few hundred meters north of the Lorne bridge. The river 
would have been relatively unobstructed at the time, as the trees that grow there now would not have 
been present. Railway tracks ran through that area as well. Between 9:00 am and 10:00 am she saw what 
appeared to be a man of short stature walking with a small child wearing a light-blue winter jacket along 
the train tracks. The man appeared to be walking with purpose, whereas the child seemed to be tired and 
was struggling and trailing behind him by about 6 feet. And, during the 25-30 seconds, they were in her 
field of vision, she thought “that poor soul, she’s overtired” as that man had not once turned around to see 
how she was doing. The man was wearing a black knee-length coat, a black hat, but no gloves, even though 
it was a frigid day. It didn’t appear that the man was wearing glasses, although she indicated that she 
mostly saw the side profile. She also didn’t notice the length of the man’s hair. He did not appear to be 
walking with a limp. 
 
At a little after 4:00 pm, Joyce would leave Mohawk College, and drop into the sitters to pick up the kids 
before walking home. Tricia was not there. The sitter had confirmed that she had left in the morning to go 
to school, but haven’t arrived back. Tricia was reported missing to the police. They were able to confirm 
that she had made it to the schoolyard that morning and had disappeared between 8:45 am and 9:00 am. 
 
The people of the city were terrified and upset. Where was Tricia? What happened to her? Parents started 
walking their kids to school, and teachers began talking about stranger-danger in the classroom. 
Over 150 band radio enthusiasts from Brantford and Woodstock would assist the police in searching for 
her, as well as other members of the community, including the families of Tricia’s friends and schoolmates. 
But she wouldn’t be found in one of these searches. 
 
The following evening, Thursday, February 16, Tricia’s stepfather, John Wildman, was at Beverly and Ronald 
McIsaac’s apartment, which were his landlady and landlord and resided in the same building, when the 
phone rang. Beverly answered the phone. Who was on the other line? Someone who was purporting to be 
Joyce Wildman, Tricia’s mother. According to Beverly, Joyce appeared as though she had been drinking, 
and then Joyce accused Beverly and Ronald of helping John murder Tricia with a hatchet. Then Ronald got 
on the phone, and never have spoken to Joyce on the phone before, couldn’t for sure say it was her, 
although Beverly was confident. Joyce would then repeat these claims that Ronald helped John murder 
Tricia with a hatchet. She would continue to argue with them and call them murders. Joyce did not speak 
to John during this call. This was a 2.5- 3 days before Tricia’s body would be found. 
 
According to Beverly, Joyce specifically said Tricia was murdered with a hatchet. Beverly told Joyce that no, 
they didn’t, and they had nothing to do with it.  
 
At this point, Tricia’s body had not been found, and there was no way anyone could have known of her 
death, let alone the method of death unless that person was present or had knowledge of it from the 
person that was present. Beverly said she didn’t remember when they told him what Joyce was accusing 
them of; however, when they did, John appeared to be shocked. 
 
On this same day, John would call his divorce attorney, Mr. Beyer, and told him “that his wife had accused 
him of killing Tricia with an axe.” 
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But, some of John’s behaviour was a little off during this time. On Wednesday, the 15th, the day Tricia went 
missing, he was first seen between 10:15 am, and 10:45 am by his landlady Beverly McIsaac. She had gone 
to his apartment door, and they spoke in the doorway. He had then brought out some green garbage bags 
filled with items, namely a knee-length black jacket and boots and placed one garbage bag in front of his 
neighbour’s house. This was approximately 2 hours after Tricia had gone missing. 
For the next few days, John would tell several people that his wife was accusing him of killing the 8-year-
old girl. 

 
John Wildman (Courtesy of The Toronto Star) 

 
Tricia’s small frozen and bloodied body was found on the banks of the Grand River between the railway 
tracks and the river on Sunday, February 19, 1978, by a 52-year-old John Harcourt, who was the 
superintendent of the Brantford water pollution control plant. He was coming back from taking his 
youngest child to Sunday school. Out of habit, he walked over to the river bank to where his family would 
usually launch their canoe in the summer, to look at it, and that is where he found her body. 
Once the police arrived, the area was cordoned off, and Tricia’s body was taken to the hospital to be 
identified before she would be moved to the center of forensic sciences in Toronto for a post-mortem 
examination by a pathologist. 
 
At the scene, a tan coloured hatchet sheath was found 28 inches from her body. A little further toward the 
riverbank, was a green garbage bag completely covered in blood. A biochemist from the center of forensic 
sciences would later confirm that the blood on the bag was consistent with Tricia’s blood-type. There were 
rips and tears in the bag, which could have occurred if the hatchet or blunt instrument was in the bag when 
it was used to strike Tricia. 
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The Brantford police had scuba divers enter the river for potential evidence, and there they found a flat-
handled hatchet lying on the bottom of the river, about 60 meters (200 feet) from where Tricia’s body was 
found. 
 
Law enforcement had called on Ronald McIsaac, John’s landlord, who lived in the apartment below John’s, 
to identify Tricia’s body the day that she was discovered. They initially called Joh Wildman to identify the 
body, but he told the police that it couldn’t be Tricia as she was at a friend’s place, which he knew to be 
false. When Ronald came from identifying Tricia’s body, John asked him if it was Tricia. Ronald didn’t tell 
John that Tricia had been murdered but did say to him that he was told he couldn’t tell him anything and 
that he, John, should call the police himself. He apparently called, and after the call, he went into the 
bathroom and vomited and then went outside for some fresh air. When Beverly and Ronald went to look 
out, from his side profile, it appeared as though he was laughing. He was later greeted by three Brantford 
police officers who were there to search John’s apartment. Clothing items with what looked like blood 
stains were removed from the apartment. After the search, John was brought to the police station for 
further questioning. During questioning, one of the officers asked John if he knew his daughter had been 
murdered, and John responded with “when? Ron said she was curled up on the river bank frozen.” John 
then willingly provided law enforcement with samples of hair, saliva, and blood. 
 
Her autopsy would reveal that she had been beaten to death with severe fractures to her skull and damage 
to her brain. She had been struck on the back of her head some 19 times with a blunt object. An 
examination of her clothing identified a wedge-shaped cut in the toque that she had been wearing. The 
pathologist concluded that a hatchet could have inflicted her fatal injuries. There was no evidence of sexual 
assault and no indication that she had been in the water. 
 
Any clothing worn by the perpetrator would have also been covered in blood. Surely someone would have 
noticed someone walking on the streets with bloodied clothing if they were walking? Perhaps it wouldn’t 
be as evident on dark clothing. 
 
They suspected that she had died that same day of her disappearance and that the killer had left her body 
by the bank. Her body was not completely frozen, and she was partly covered with snow, and the last time 
it had snowed was on Friday the 17th. 
 
Hairs were found under the hatchet sheath, next to the body. As there were no methods for genetic 
testing, they were unable to conclude to whom the hair specifically belonged. 
 
To iron out a date and time of death, an experiment was conducted, led by Dr. Lorne Khuen, director of 
bioscience of the defence and civil institution of environmental medicine. He was tasked to find out how 
long the body of 8-year-old Tricia had been lying on the river bank before being discovered. The idea 
behind this was to model and then mimic the body cooling with the weather conditions during the time 
that she went missing and the time that she was discovered. 
 
The innovative experiment was based on Isaac’s Newton’s law of cooling. He did this by using the bodies of 
2 animals, a beagle and a German shepherd, which were euthanized for this experiment, that were the 
approximate size and weight of the victim, who was 56 lbs and about 4′ 2.5″ in height. And, knowing the 
outcome of her body condition and temperature, they were able to work backwards to identify how long 
her body was laying there. 
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The bodies of the dogs were implanted with devices that measure temperature in the skin, heart, and 
rectum. Their bodies were insulated similar to that of the clothing that Tricia would have had, and they 
were placed into climatic chambers. They were exposed to the same maximum and minimum 
temperatures that existed during those four days in Brantford. The success of the experiment would be 
heavily dependent on recreating accurate weather conditions. Environment Canada had provided precise 
meteorological data for the experiment. Based on the results, Dr. Kuehn calculated that the freezing of the 
entire body would take approximately 46 hours, which placed the probable time of death about 2 hours 
after Tricia went missing, so at the latest, around 10:45 am to 11:00 am on Wednesday, February 15. 
Police investigated several local suspects, who all had alibis for the morning Tricia disappeared and was 
subsequently murdered. There was only one suspect that truly came under their radar, and that was 26-
year-old John Arthur Wildman, Tricia’s stepfather. And even though their entire case against him was 
entirely circumstantial, he exhibited odd behaviour, which inherently made him more suspicious. 
John had disposed of a black knee-length jacket and boots in a green trash bag, a standard bag, the day 
that Tricia was murdered and placed the bag at a neighbour’s place, just one door down from his. He said 
he bagged them on Monday, following an argument with his wife; however, no one can corroborate that 
he bagged them on Monday. John’s explanation was that he had a heated conversation with his wife on 
Monday, where the boots and jacket were discussed. 
 
The following is a verbatim of the reason John provided in court: 
“Q. After—sorry. During this telephone discussion that you had with your wife, was the question 
      of a pair of boots and a coat discussed? 
A. Yes, sir, they were. 
Q. And at that time did you indicate to your wife, what if anything you were going to do with 
    them? 
A. Yes, I told her I was going to throw them in the garbage. 
Q. Why was that? 
A. Well, she had bought me the boots about six months earlier, and she bought me the coat for 
    Christmas, and I was to be indebted for life for them. 
Q. What do you mean by that? 
A. Well, such things as there was no heater in her bathroom at 481 Colborne. 
Q. Yes? 
A. And there weren’t any in mine at 25 Duke. 
Q. Yes? 
A. But I had an electric heater, so she wanted that. And I said, “Well, I need it”; she says, “Well─ 
Q. Well, don’t tell us what she said: you argued over that? 
A. Yes, she said that I should give it to her because she had bought my coat and boots. 
Q. And was it in that discussion you said you would throw them away? 
… 
And he was seen putting garbage in front of the neighbour’s house, which he explained as follows: 
Q. All right. Do you recall when you put those into a garbage bag? 
A. On Monday night. 
Q. Before or after you talked to Joyce? 
A. Well, after, I mean, I hadn’t decided to throw them out until after I had talked to her. 
Q. There has been some evidence that you took the garbage bag, I guess westerly towards the 
     store and put a garbage bag, I think one door down from your place? 
A. Yes, sir, I did. 
Q. Why did you do that? 
A. Because I’m lazy. 
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Q. What was in it? 
A. Garbage. 
Q. Okay. Well, why—if you are so lazy—walk one door down and put the garbage out? 
A. No—well, we had a problem with dogs ripping garbage apart. 
Q. Yes? 
A. Now, this had—this bag had dirty diapers, bad foodstuffs: like when my wife had left, she left the fridge 
open, and the food in there had gone bad. 
Q. Yes? 
A. This was all in that bag. I merely took it to the next-door neighbour’s house to leave it there; if 
    the dogs tore it apart, I wouldn’t have to clean it up. 
Q. All right. About what time was that, that you took Your garbage out? 
A. I would say about 11.30, quarter to twelve.” 
 
But it wasn’t just the fact that he disposed of these items precisely around the time that Tricia would have 
been killed; it was also the fact that he initially denied even putting a garbage bag full of items in front of 
the neighbour’s house. He said nothing, initially, to law enforcement of the things that he disposed of or 
why. Of course, he had an explanation for that as well. He indicated that as he was known to police and 
was a local drug dealer, he had a mistrust of the police and would naturally not want to divulge any 
information. 
 
The police speculated that Tricia would not have willingly gone with anyone that she didn’t know, as she 
was a withdrawn child, who was typically frightened of strangers. 
 
Then there was the story of the hatchet … 
 
John had sold a small hatchet, similar to the one found in the river, to a friend named Dan Curry in January 
of that year. Dan Curry mentions that at some point, that specific hatchet would go missing from his home. 
He also said that John was at his place on February 9, and didn’t remember seeing the hatchet after that 
date. Of course, no witness could confirm with certainty that the recovered hatchet was the one previously 
owned by John Wildman, and there would be conflicting statements from witnesses to that effect. 
 
It wouldn’t be long before the Brantford police would start recording some conversations that people had 
with John. On February 25, police got permission from Dan Curry, the friend that he sold the hatchet to in 
the summer of the previous year, to record a conversation between the two.  
During this call, Dan told John that the police came to Dan’s place asking for the hatchet that John had sold 
him and that he couldn’t find it. In fact, he hadn’t seen it since John had visited on the 9th. John then told 
him, “well, I didn’t take it…. That’s all I need now.” 
 
Then, of course, was the fact that he was telling numerous people around town that Joyce was accusing 
him of murdering Tricia with an axe. He would tell his lawyer on the 16th before Tricia’s body was even 
discovered and few other times after she was found, but before the police released the cause or manner of 
death to the public.   
 
Tricia’s body was found about 2.5 km – 2.9 km from the school, which would take about 40 minutes to walk 
the distance, if on foot. Possibly longer with a child. She was last seen at approximately 8:45 am. I walked 
this distance, and it took me 50 minutes (I’m 5’3″). 
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A red Chevrolet with a man wearing a black airman’s hat inside was seen idling in front of the school. Both 
the car and Tricia disappeared at the same time.  
 
Between 9:00 am and 10:00 am, a slender and short man wearing a knee-length black jacket and an 
airman’s hat was seen walking, without noticeable limp and no apparent prominent glasses, with a young 
girl fitting Tricia’s description on the railway tracks behind Grand River Avenue, some 200 meters where 
her body would be later found. She was the bludgeoned to death on-site, and her body was left.  
The man would leave, and there would be no witnesses saying they saw a man walking with blood on their 
clothing. It may not have been very noticeable on black clothing, or is it possible that the man was driving?  
 
John Wildman’s apartment was located at 25 Duke Street, only 900 meters to 1 KM away from the murder 
scene. I would have taken approximately 12-15 minutes to walk from the murder scene to the apartment 
on Duke Street.  
 
The forensic investigation placed her time of death within 2 hours of her going missing, which would have 
been no later than 10: 45 am to 11:00 am.  
 
John’s earliest whereabouts confirmation was between 10:15 am to 10:45 am, confirmed by his landlady 
Beverly. She was speaking to him at the doorway of his apartment as she had accidentally locked herself 
out of her apartment downstairs. He had told the police that he was up at 8:15 that morning, but no one 
could corroborate seeing him before the landlady knocked on his door. He would take the garbage out and 
place it at his neighbour’s between 11:30 am and 12:00 pm. He then would spend the rest of the day at 
different bars and restaurants and would return home at 9:15 pm. He would later be told by law 
enforcement of Tricia’s disappearance.  
 
The police had conducted tests showing that someone could theoretically walk from the school to the 
murder scene and from the murder scene to John’s apartment in 50 minutes. This could be possible, but 
one needs to remember that John was short, only 5’3″ and was in poor health and would start limping after 
walking any distance. Also, Tricia was just under 4’3″ and would naturally take longer to walk.  
Tricia’s funeral was held on Monday, February 27. His sister came into Brantford for the funeral and gave 
him tranquillizers, and he took five. Knowing he was a wanted man, he waited for the police to arrest him. 
He was arrested that same day and charged with Tricia’s murder.  
 
John said that on the day he was arrested, the police told him that they were still getting 200 calls a day 
about the case. He assumed that the police were feeling pressured to close the case. 
 
On the day of his arrest, Joyce permitted the Brantford Police Services to tap a phone call she would make 
to John Wildman from the police station. Here is the transcript of the call: 
“John: Well, uh, what I can’t understand, Joyce, is why you would phone here on Thursday night before 
anyone knew about Trish and accuse me, and then your friends, Val and them, phone the people downstairs 
on Saturday Joyce and say the same thing.  
Joyce: Same thing about what? 
John: They told Bev and Ron that between them and myself that we killed Trish, and this was on Saturday, 
Joyce. Now, what in the hell is going on with you and your friends – before anybody even knew what 
happened.” 
 
This transcript doesn’t coincide with the initial statements indicating that this call to Beverly and Ronald 
took place on Thursday unless Joyce’s friends called the McIsaac’s again on Saturday.   
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John’s trial took place that year; during the trial, the crown called on 54 witnesses for testimony, and the 
defence only called 4. The crown contended that John’s motive for killing Tricia was to get back at Joyce for 
having received custody of all three children. The reason for this was that 1. The brutality of the attack, 2. 
No sexual assault 3. Tricia was a shy girl who wouldn’t have generally gone with a stranger.  
The first trial focused mostly on the hatchet found on the scene and that it looked as though it could have 
been one owned at one time by John, although during the trial no one could confirm with 100% confidence 
that this one found was that of John Wildman’s sold to Dan Curry the year before.  
And of course, we can’t forget the odd behaviour demonstrated by John after Tricia went missing and that 
fact that he was telling people that his wife was accusing him of killing Tricia with a hatchet before anyone 
would either even know she was murdered or when her body was discovered before law enforcement 
would confirm the manner of death. Of course, he had an explanation as to why he was saying this. Still, 
the evidence of the call, via testimony, made by Joyce to Beverly and Ronald McIsaac was not admitted 
into evidence, even though it was brought up on the preliminary hearing. Joyce Wildman was not called as 
a witness. This evidence would have explained why it seemed to know what happened to Tricia.  
 
The crown’s case was entirely circumstantial, as there was no direct physical evidence that John had 
murdered his stepdaughter. Clothing items were taken from John’s home that appeared to have 
bloodstains on them, but it didn’t seem that those were Tricia’s blood as the evidence was not mentioned 
in the trial. Additionally, at the time, the forensic experts could not definitively identify who the hairs 
belonged to that were found under the hatchet sheath at the scene. They said it could have been Tricia’s, 
or it could have been John’s. For that matter, I guess it could have been anyone that had dark and 
somewhat wavy hair.  
 
Additionally, there was no mention of the red car and the eyewitness testimony, one way or another. Did 
law enforcement follow this lead and rule it out?  
John has always maintained his innocence and had pleaded not guilty. He said he loved Tricia and would 
never hurt her. John Wildman was found guilty of Tricia’s murder on November 16, 1978. The jury 
deliberated for 6 ½ hours, only to come back and request to once again here the conversation between 
John and his divorce attorney, Mr. Beyer, that took place on February 16, the day after Tricia went missing.  
 
When John was read his verdict, the judge asked him if he had anything to say before sentencing, and his 
response was to spit on the courtroom floor, in the general direction of the jury. He was sentenced to life 
imprisonment with the eligibility of parole after 25 years.  
He and his attorneys filed for an appeal within a month of conviction; however, the first attempt at getting 
a new trial was turned down by the Ontario Court of Appeal. During that appeal for a new trial, the judge 
admitted that John did not get a fair trial, but that even with the admittance of evidence that was ruled out 
in the 1978 trial he would still be found guilty.  
 
But, after serving approximately six years in prison, in September of 1984, he was granted a new trial by 
the Supreme Court of Canada. 
 
During the second trial, the call made by Joyce to Beverly and Ronald McIsaac was entered into evidence. 
The defence attorney had also hired a private investigator who was adamant about saying that people in 
Tricia’s life were involved with witchcraft, and he believed Tricia was a victim of witchcraft. Interestingly, I 
wasn’t able to find out more as to what led this private investigator to this conclusion. Although John 
himself stated that he didn’t know how much faith he would put into that theory.  
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John Wildman took the stand in his defence and was in the witness box for about 4 hours. During intense 
questioning and insulting comments by the crown prosecutor, John held his ground and said, “if I spend the 
rest of my life in prison, I don’t give a damn. I didn’t kill Tricia, and nothing can change that.” 
 
Many on the jury had mixed feelings on the case. For one, many didn’t believe that John could have walked 
the distance from the school to the murder scene and then commit the crime and walk back to his 
apartment in the time they indicated and also that he was partially blind, so couldn’t drive. The defence 
mentioned the red car in the opening statement, but it didn’t seem as though that was brought up during 
the second trial. Many of the jurors felt as though the crown prosecutor did not do his job thoroughly 
enough to show that John was guilty without reasonable doubt. But, after 2 ½ hours of deliberation, on July 
3, 1985, they felt as though they had to find him not guilty as there wasn’t enough presented at trial to say 
John committed the crime without a reasonable doubt.  
 
So, after serving 7.5 years, he was a free man, ready to live out the rest of whatever life he had left. He 
moved to Toronto, where he was from originally.  
 
The police and the crown prosecutor were livid that he was acquitted, as they thought they had a robust 
circumstantial case against him. At the time, the Brantford police said that there would be no further 
investigation of the murder unless new evidence were received.  
 
A recent call to the Brantford police confirmed that the case is still technically open and that they are 
willing to investigate any new leads if people with information come forward. I’ve asked them if they would 
be willing to re-test some of the forensic evidence (if still viable) and if any or what follow up was done on 
the red Chevrolet spotted in front of the school. Unfortunately, I haven’t heard back in time for the 
publishing of this episode.  
 
What are your thoughts? Was John Wildman innocent or guilty? If the police were able to re-test some of 
the forensic evidence, but needed funds to do so, would you be willing to help? Will Tricia get justice? 
Tricia was laid to rest at St. Joseph’s cemetery in Brantford, Ontario. 
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The Horrors of our Past – Part 3 – Ocular Miss, 
The Quirk Murder Mystery 

 
James Quirk 

 
It was March of 1902. A little over a year since Winston Churchill made his maiden speech. A few months 
since Theodore Roosevelt renamed the executive mansion as the white house. Three months since the first 
Nobel prize in physics was awarded to Wilhelm Rontgen for his invention of the x-ray. And, just around the 
time when many Canadian soldiers were returning from fighting in the Boer war. But James Quirk wasn’t 
one of those returning soldiers.  At 42 years of age, James was an extroverted, enthralling, and energic 
moustached gentlemen enjoying his retirement from professional completive foot-racing. And, although he 
enjoyed some fame in Canada and the United States, he appreciated his time since being on the racing 
circuit. James went into the hotel business with long-time associate John Toole, and Fred Westbrook, once 
a champion cyclist, was married to a woman who was “wealthy in her own right” and had two young 
daughters. 
 
He and John had purchased and ran a hotel in downtown Brantford Ontario. The hotel was located on 
Dalhousie Street, just across from the Market and was aptly named Commercial Hotel. Adjoined to the side 
of the three-story brick building, whose architecture reflected the typical 19th-century style in which it was 
built, was a stable where the equines in the traveler’s group would stay. It was also where James would 
keep his prized gaming chickens, that he used in various coq fights.  
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The Commercial Hotel – Dalhousie Street, Brantford (C. 1880-1900) – Courtesy of Brant Historical Society 
 
You see, James liked to gamble. And, sometimes, this would lead him into a bit of trouble, and as a result, 
he likely made a few enemies along the way. In his younger years, he seemed to have made a habit of 
swindling some “honest” folks of their “hard-earned” money with long-time fellow racer Billy Boyd. On one 
occasion in 1888, when James was 28, and his friend Billy was around 26, they travelled to Maidstone 
Cross, and Billy posed as a cattle buyer. He then seemed to have coincidently saw a poster in the hotel 
lobby while checking in of an upcoming foot-race, to which he said he might be interested in participating if 
time would allow as he was in town looking at cattle. Except, he wasn’t looking to buy cattle.   
 
The first set race between two local racers kind of fizzled, so they brought Billy over to compete in the 
second race and naturally, as he was an award-winning professional athlete, n he won by a long-shot. 
Although this piece of information was not known to the town folk, for the second race, all the 
townspeople were placing their bets on Billy, having shown how fast he could be in the race in which he 
had just participated. For the third race, the 100-yard dash, suddenly another new-comer came, 
brandishing a bunch of bills, betting he could win the race. Well, they had just seen how fast Billy was, and 
so they put all their cash behind him. Little did they know that at this time, there was virtually no faster 
sprinter in the area than James Quirk, especially in the 100-yard races. Of course, James won the race, and 
Billy came in second. Many locals were aggravated, having lost a lot of money, and James took the pot. And 
having felt the sting of losing money, they then saw James Quirk, after having collected his money, join Billy 
Boyd and get into a buggy together and leave town and head out towards Essex. It was at this point that a 
Mr. Kennedy, a local newspaper editor, told the crowd that James Quirk of Brantford won the race and the 
cattle buyer was William Boyd from Woodstock, a noted sprinter, and he “didn’t know a fat steer from a 
bale of hay.” 
Lots of fights broke out, and some older man ended up getting accidentally punched in the face and then 
his sons were out for revenge. Of course, James and Billy were long gone at this point, laughing towards 
Essex with a large payout in hand.  
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Of course, he had settled a bit by 1902. He was a sharp businessman with a young family. He was a slender 
and athletic man who turned heads as he walked through town. But old habits die hard, and the thrill of a 
fight or race would never leave his veins.  
 
James was a fancier and bred and raised gaming roosters that would be used in Coq fights. He housed 
these in the stables attached to the Commercial Hotel that he ran with his old-time business associate, his 
agent or manager during his professional racing years on the circuit.  
 
Sunday, March 23, 1902, was a typical day for fair and gregarious James Quirk. He was in good spirits, the 
hotel was mostly full, and he was enjoying his usual company of friends and acquaintances. Although he 
never made contact with the stranger that allegedly came calling for him while he was out. Nor was he 
aware that an unknown man had come calling for him. 
 
At around 10:00 pm that evening, he left the hotel to go for a stroll with friend and street railway staff 
Dave Thomas. They got back to the hotel at around 11:30 pm, chatted a few minutes at the door and then 
Dave went on his way. James immediately went inside the hotel and started speaking to the bellboy, Eddie 
Kennedy, and his business partner, John Toole. During this conversation, James suggested that John gets to 
bed and that he would finish up things in the hotel for the night before turning in. John Toole would then 
make his way to his room. A little after this, James then told Eddie Kennedy that he could stop working for 
the night. Eddie bid good night to James and then made his way to his room, which was just above the 
harness room of the stable. For it was there, in the stables, that James Quirk would meet his end in just a 
short 10 minutes. 
 
James bade good night to Bob Ryan, the hotel cook. Bob watched his employer walk away towards the 
lavatory, which was in the general direction towards the rear of the bar, shortly after 11:30 pm and oddly, 
John Toole was near behind him, not knowing that this would be the last time he would see him in life.  
 
Shortly after that, a bartender from the Kirby house, named George Rillis, entered the front office looking 
for James, after first checking the bar. Bob Ryan, the cook, had said that he must have just stepped out. By 
this time, it was close to midnight. Eddie, the bellboy, was getting ready for bed in his room when he heard 
loud, shocking cries coming from the stables. He thought, “Maybe someone got kicked by a horse!” He 
swiftly left his room and hurried down to the front office where he met the hotel cook, Bob Ryan. When 
Eddie entered the front office, he exclaimed, “there’s something wrong in the stable! I heard a noise of 
groaning from my room.” 
 
Together the three men rushed to the stables and there found the body of James Quirk, still somewhat 
alive, gasping for breath, trying to move, unable to speak, with his head bashed in, lying in two pools of 
blood at the bottom of a 10-foot ladder the lead to the loft where he kept his game chickens.   
The stable’s gate leading to Dalhousie street was swung wide open, despite having been bolted closed by 
the hostler earlier that evening, whose job it was to look after the horses of people staying at the hotel.  
 
His screams awakened two guests of the hotel. They both got up, looked out their window that overlooked 
the yard, but didn’t see anything and went back to bed. But, having heard more screams, once again got up 
and looked out and saw that the door leading into the harness room was wide open.  
The men ran inside to get John Toole, to notify James’ wife, and to call a doctor. They frantically knocked 
on John’s door, but there was no answer. Bob Ryan, the cook, when two doors down and started knocking 
on Mrs. Quirk’s door. John Tool, James and his wife, and their two daughters all had rooms down the same 
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hall, and all rooms adjoined. James & his wife’s room adjoined to their daughters’ room, and their 
daughters’ room adjoined to John Tool’s room.  
 
When Mrs. Quirk opened the room, she was met with the desperate face of the cook who blurted out, “Jim 
is killed.” A few moments later, Mrs. Quirk and John Tool would enter into the hall from Mrs. Quirk’s room. 
At this point, the doctor was being fetched, and the rest of the house was being awakened.  
 
By the time the doctor arrived, James was dead. The doctor, having seen the state of James’ head and face, 
suggested that they call the police and the coroner. Sergeant Wallace was first on the scene, followed by 
Chief Vaughan and P.C. Donnelly. The three made a preliminary examination of the scene.  
James’s body was lying flat in his back in pools of blood. There was some blood on the ladder. Initial 
theories were that someone had been waiting in the loft and attacked him as he was climbing up the 
ladder. A swift initial search of the stables did not reveal the murder weapon. Is seemed as though the 
perpetrator had taken it with him. Although later they would discover a small axe in the hayloft, however, 
it didn’t appear to be the murder weapon.  
 
Based on James’s fatal injuries, it seemed apparent that he had been murdered. He had severe damage to 
his skull, which was practically caved in, having been hit five times with a blunt instrument. Also, there 
were two deep gashes across his left eye. The wounds looked as though they were inflicted with an axe or 
hatchet.  
 
A search of his body and clothing showed that the $21 that he had on him was not taken; therefore, they 
had concluded that immediate robbery was not a motive for the attack on James.  
 
John Tool, James’ business partner, was seen by several people with blood on his body and clothing. He 
told law enforcement it was because he had picked up James’ head when he saw him lying dead on the 
harness room floor and became splattered with blood.  
 
It wouldn’t be long before the local police would call on and request the assistance of famed provincial 
investigator John Murray to investigate the circumstances surrounding James’ death. In fact, his help was 
requested within one day of James’ death.  
 
John Murray’s initial crime scene examination may have gone something like this: 
 
“This is March 23rd, 1902 and we in the stable house at 132 Dalhousie Street, location of the Commercial 
Hotel in the city of Brantford. In the Harness room, there is apparent blood on the ladder leading to the loft 
where the victim’s game chickens are housed. The decedent is lying flat on his back, with his legs extended 
straight out towards the door and his head leaning slightly to the right, as though he had been placed in 
that position by the victim’s attacker. There are two deep pools of blood under decedent. All the sustained 
injuries are to his head and face and would have been caused by someone close. The body is fully clothed, 
and there does not appear to be anything, at first sight, missing from his person. There is evidence of blood 
on the ladder leading to the loft. Upon inspection, it looks as though the blood was placed there. Both back 
doors, the one leading from the hall and the one from the back-end of the bar to the rear yard of the hotel 
are unbolted, indicating someone could easily move from the hotel to the stables and back without being 
seen.” 
 
John Murray was a famed investigator with the Ontario Provincial Police, initially called the criminal 
investigation department. He was Ontario’s only full-time detective at the time and continued as such for 
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at least a decade. He was Ontario’s only full-time detective for close to 10 years. John Murray was arguably 
the most famous police officer in the country. He was logical and relied heavily on the use of science and 
forensic autopsies in his investigations. Have you ever watched Murdoch Mysteries? It’s a television series 
based on a logical, science-driven police detective named Detective William Murdoch, working out of 
Toronto in the late 19th century. The character of William Murdoch was based on the life and career of 
Provincial investigator John Wilson Murray.  
 

 
John Wilson Murray 

 
James Quirk’s funeral was held on March 26th, 1902. It had one of the largest gatherings of a funeral that 
the city had ever experienced. His family travelled from the U.S. and other areas of Ontario to attend. His 
remains were laid to rest at Mount Hope Cemetery. And yet, not all of James’ remains would be buried 
with him. Shortly after the funeral service, before his body would be taken to be interred, his head was 
removed from his body, placed in a jar of alcohol to be further examined. A coronial inquest was called 
almost immediately; however, it would start and then be postponed several times over numerous months.  
 
During this time, James’ head would be sent to Toronto for examination. The examination was based on an 
old theory that an image of whatever is last seen by an individual is burned into their retina. They believed 
it might have been possible to see the image on the retina and even photograph it. No evidence came from 
this examination.  
 
Also, during this time, ate first of two anonymous letters would be sent to the Brantford police. This one 
originated from the nearby town of Woodstock. It read: 
 
“Chickens will come home to roost is an old saying. Well, I have only returned the blow. Quirk and his pal 
Boyd done me years ago, and I never got over it. I have waited a long time for my chance. I have got one 
and will get the other crook if it would take ten years. They will, neither of them, have a chance to say 
‘God Forgive me’ if I can help it. Hundreds will say ‘Well Done’ over the job. (signed) Revenge.” 
A second anonymous letter, this time originating from Buffalo, NY, was sent to the police shortly after the 
first letter was received, which was all within a week of James’ murder. The letter read: 
 
“I wish to repeat my former statement, although not in the same writing, to the effect that the 
consummate-and-Billy Boyd, will surely meet with what he deserves even as sure as Quirk is now dead. 
The worst of the two is yet living yet in constant dread. He dares not stay around Detroit, Michigan and 
makes Chatham his home. But there are those who keep a constant lookout for the villain, and they will 
surely get him. Very truly yours” (not signed). 
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John Toole would tell law enforcement that a little while before James’ murder, he had received a letter 
from a man in Detroit known to Mr. Westbrook, stating that he would get his revenge on James.  
 
James’ brother Frank, who lived in the Buffalo, had immediately started stating that James was murdered 
for his money. He was saying that James had on his person $170 was that amount which was taken in at 
the hotel bar and wouldn’t yet have been deposited in the bank. These funds went unaccounted. But there 
was also his net worth, insurance money, and surely his senior share of the hotel to consider. James had 
life insurance between the amounts of 14,500 to 17,500, which would be approximately $400,000 today.  
 
“My opinion is that he was called out to the barn by a man with whose voice Jim was familiar. Jim always 
closed up the hotel himself, and it was his custom to take a look about the rear of the hotel before 
retiring. Some person, whose voice was familiar to Jim, and who was familiar to his movements, 
probably called to him. For I do not believe that he would have occasion to enter the barn at that time of 
night, or would have gone out there with a stranger. I do not place any credence in the report that my 
brother was murdered by someone who sought revenge for being worsted in a sporting deal. I do not 
know whether this person who called Jim out murdered him or whether the deed was committed by an 
accomplice. Jim’s groans were heard 10 minutes after he was attacked, and it puzzles me how the men 
made their escape, as the night was very clear. Detective Murray does not favour the theory that Jim was 
struck with a hatchet while ascending a ladder. He believes that he was attacked as soon as he entered 
the harness room.” 
 
Detective John Murray believed that one person committed the crime, which was carefully planned and 
executed, with the highest care not to leave any evidence. He also believed that this person was well 
known to the victim, had lured him into the harness room, and hat hit him on the head several times as 
soon as he entered the room. He then moved James’ body into the position that he would later be 
discovered, which would account for the two pools of blood.  
 
After James’ murder, James’ widow and business partner were not granted a liquor license for the bar. 
Also, his insurance money was never paid out. But, most interestingly, James’ widow and John Tool were 
wed in secret within nine months of James’ death, they sold the hotel and moved to Buffalo to live out 
their lives.  
 
Provincial detective John Murray strongly believed who the murderer was and had hoped to be able to 
close the case with a conviction before long. Unfortunately, the case was never closed, and the famed OPP 
detective died only four years later.  
 
“The case is a mystery that is a mystery only insofar as the formal legal solution of it is concerned. […] 
I am morally certain who the guilty parties are, but there is not sufficient evidence yet to convict…” 
Part of John Murray’s concluding statement in his memoir reads: 
 
“As civilisation [sic] and science advance, crime also will advance. The detective business of the future 
will be far ahead of the detective business of the past. I hope that the future will see it raised to the high 
place of a profession, whose members will have a pride in their calling and a careful preparation for their 
duties.” 
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The Gazette, 20 Jan 1936, P. 10 
The Gazette, 21 Jan 1936, P. 15 
The Ottawa Journal, 21 Jan 1936, P. 1 
The Gazette, 23 Jan 1936, P. 2 
The Leader Post, 23 Jan 1936, P. 9 
The Gazette, 29 Jan 1936, P. 8 
The Gazette, 30 Jan 1936, P. 17 
The Gazette, 31 Jan 1936, P. 18 
The Windsor Star, 31 Jan 1936, P. 15 
The Gazette, 01 Feb 1936, P. 19 
The Gazette, 03 Feb 1936, P. 2 
The Leader Post, 03 Feb 1936, P. 8 
The Gazette, 04 Feb 1936, P. 6 
The Gazette, 05 Feb 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 06 Feb 1936, P. 4 
The Gazette, 07 Feb 1936, P. 6 
Times Colonist 07 Feb 1936, P. 16 
The Gazette, 08 Feb 1936, P. 18 
The Gazette, 11 Feb 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 12 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Vancouver Sun, 13 Feb 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 14 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Province, 14 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Province, 15 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Province, 21 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Vancouver News-Herald, 24 Feb 1936, P. 1 
The Gazette, 26 Feb 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 27 Feb 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 28 Feb 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 03 Mar 1936, P. 6 
The Gazette, 04 Mar 1936, P. 15 
The Gazette, 05 Mar 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 06 Mar 1936, P. 2 
Star-Phoenix, 06 Mar 1936, P. 6 
The Gazette, 07 Mar 1936, P. 5 
The Ottawa Citizen, 07 Mar 1936, P. 1 
The Windsor Star, 07 Mar 1936, P. 13 
The Oklahoma News, 08 Mar 1936, P. 1 
The Gazette, 09 Mar 1936, P. 3 
The Windsor Star, 09 Mar 1936, P. 15 
The Gazette, 10 Mar 1936, P. 11 
The Windsor Star, 10 Mar 1936, P. 14 
The Gazette, 11 Mar 1936, P. 3 
The Windsor Star, 11 Mar 1936, P. 1, 12 
The Gazette, 12 Mar 1936, P. 6 
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The Windsor Star, 12 Mar 1936, P. 21 
The Vancouver Sun, 13 Mar 1936, P. 5 
The Gazette, 13 Mar 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 14 Mar 1936, P. 13 
The Gazette, 16 Mar 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 17 Mar 1936, P. 13 
The Gazette, 18 Mar 1936, P. 11, 12 
The Windsor Star, 19 Mar 1936, P. 7 
The Vancouver Sun, 24 Mar 1936, P. 11 
The Gazette, 31 Mar 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 01 Ap 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 02 Apr 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 03 Apr 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 04 Ap 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 06 Apr 1936, P.13 
The Gazette, 07 Apr 1936, P. 3 
The Windsor Star, 07 Apr 1936. P. 20 
The Gazette, 09 Apr 1936, P. 7 
The Salt Lake Tribune, 12 Apr 1936, P. 60 
The Gazette, 15 Apr 1936, P. 11 
The Gazette, 16 Apr 1936, P. 13 
The Gazette, 16 Apr 1936, P. 4 
The Saint Louis Dispatch, 19 Apr 1936, P. 80 
The Windsor Star, 24 Apr 1936, P. 8 

 The Ottawa Citizen, 25 Apr 1936, P. 34 
 The Gazette, 25 Apr 1936, P. 16 

The Gazette, 29 Apr 1936, P. 15 
The Gazette, 05 May 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 06 May 1936, P. 6 
The Gazette, 13 May 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 14 May 1936, P. 4 
The Gazette, 21 May 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 21 May 1936, P. 10 
The Gazette, 03 Jun 1936, P. 5 
The Gazette, 06 Jun 1936, P. 4 
The Gazette, 10 Jun 1936, P. 15 
The Gazette, 12 Jun 1936, P. 17 
The Gazette, 25 Jun 1936, P. 10 
The Gazette, 26 Jun 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 27 Jun 1936, P. 18 
The Gazette, 29 Jun 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 30 Jun 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 01 Jul 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 03 Jul 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 04 Jul 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 06 Jul 1936, P. 3 
The Gazette, 07 Jul 1936, P. 5 

 Star-Phoenix, 07 Jul 1936, P. 2 
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 The Windsor Star, 07 Jul 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 03 Aug 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 18 Aug 1936, P. 7 
The Gazette, 26 Aug 1936, P. 18 
The Windsor Star, 15 Sep 1936, P. 1 
The Windsor Star, 22 Sep 1936, P. 2 
The Gazette, 22 Sep 1936, P. 15 

 The Gazette, 23 Sep 1936, P. 10  
 The Windsor Star, 23 Sep 1936, P. 1 

Marshfield News-Herald, 23 Sep 1936, P.3 
 Monrovia News-Post, 23 Sep 1936, P.3 
 The Vancouver Sun, 24 Sep 1936, P. 1 
 The Gazette, 26 Sep 1936, P. 3 

The Vancouver Sun, 11 Dec 1937, P. 33 
The Des Moines Register, 26 Dec 1936, P. 40  

  
 
8. Don’t Call Me A Serial Killer – Pat & Charlisa’s Story (Solved Murder): 

Cold North Killers: Canadian Serial Murder’, Lee Mellor, Pages 173-180 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 1 – Cold Blood, March 6, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 2 – Naked Eye, March 8, 2010, Hamilton Spectator  
Witness: A true crime story – Part 3 – Bad Man, March 9, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 4 – Dark Fate, March 10, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 5 – Underworld, March 11, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 6 – Evil presence, March 12, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Witness: A true crime story – Part 7 – Life after death, March 13, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Murder charges spark case reviews, April 18, 2002, The Globe and Mail 
Tot wandering alone led cop to grim scene, May 17, 2007, Hamilton Spectator 
I didn’t kill her: Carl Hall, November 3, 2010, Hamilton Spectator 
Carl Hall acquitted in Sandbar Tavern Murder, June 22, 2012, The Peterborough Examiner & 
Hamilton Spectator Link 

 
9. London’s Sordid Past – The Chambermaid Killer (Serial Killer – Solved): 

Other: 
April 2, 1998 CBC 
https://www.britannica.com/place/Chatham-Ontario 
https://www.theguardian.com/world/2015/aug/19/serial-killer-london-ontario-canada 
https://demokidblog.wordpress.com/ 
News Articles: 
The Windsor Star, Wed, May 5, 1965 
The Windsor Star, Fri, Jan 12, 1968 
The Windsor Star, Fri, Jan 26 1968 
The Windsor Star, Fri, June 18, 1971 
The Windsor Star, Tue Feb 4, 1969 
The Globe and Mail, Feb 16, 2000 
London Free Press, Feb 16 2000 
The Windsor Star, Tue Sept 8, 1970 
The Windsor Star, Fri Sept 18, 1970 
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The Windsor Star, Fri Oct 2, 1970 
The Windsor Star, Wed Oct 7, 1970 
The Windsor Star, Tue Oct 27, 1970 
The Windsor Star, Mon Jan 25, 1971 
The Windsor Star, Tue Jan 26, 1971 
The Windsor Star, Fri Feb 19 1971 
The Windsor Star, Wed Feb 16 2000 
The Windsor Star, Mon Jan 25, 1971 
The Windsor Star, Tue Jan 26, 1971 
The Windsor Star, Fri Feb 19 1971 
Book(s): 
‘Cold North Killers’ ~ Lee Mellor, Pages 351-352 
‘Murder City’ ~ Michael Arntfield, Page 134 
‘Murder City’ ~ Michael Arntfield, Page 188 

 
10. London’s Sordid Past – The Bedroom Strangler (Serial Killer – Solved): 

Other: 
Definition of Sexual Sadism – Medicinenet.com  
https://www.healthyplace.com/thought-disorders/schizophrenia-and-drug-abuse/drug-induced-
schizophrenia-is-it-possible 
https://www.lexico.com 
https://torontosun.com/2016/12/06/victims-families-still-ready-to-keep-watch-on-unrepentant-
bedroom-strangler/wcm/ac974d34-cb2d-4174-a65c-05bd4425d470 

 https://www.csc-scc.gc.ca/research/r48e-eng.shtml 
 https://serialdispatches.com/johnson-russell-maurice/ 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pubmed/3222067 
https://www.hilarispublisher.com/open-access/homicidal-strangulation-uncommon-cause-of-
noncardiogenic-pulmonary-oedema-2161-105X-1000332.pdf 
The Bedroom Strangler, Crime Stories 
https://sunrisehouse.com/treating-schizophrenia-disorder/compare-drug-induced-psychosis/ 
News Articles: 
The Ottawa Citizen, Sunday Jan 25, 1998 
The Ottawa Citizen, Sat Oct 20, 1973 
The Windsor Star, Wed June 29 1994 
Edmonton Journal, Wed Feb 22, 1978 
The Leader-Post, Regina, SK, Wed Jan 25, 1978 
Edmonton Journal, Tue Jan 31, 1978 
https://www.newspapers.com/image/471307561/?terms=Miss.%2BBeitz 
Book(s): 
Murder City, Michael Artfield 
Cold North Killers: Canadian Serial Murder, Lee Mellor, Pages 61-66 

 
11. London’s Sordid Past – The Mad Slasher (Serial Killer – Solved): 

News Articles: 
Star-Phoenix, 08 Nov 1975, Sat – Page 38 
The Ottawa Journal, 22 Oct 1975, Wed – Page19 
The Ottawa Citizen, 31 Oct 1975 – Page 4 
The Windsor Star, Wednesday, June 16, 1976 – Page 2 
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The Windsor Star, Friday June 18, 1976 – Page 1 
The Leader Post, Friday June 18, 1976 – Page 15 
The Windsor Star, Sat, Sept 18, 1976 – Page 50 
The Windsor Star, Thu, Sept 30 1976 – Page 6 
The Windsor Star, 12 Oct 1977 – Pages 2,4 
The Windsor Start, 13 Oct 1977 – Page 2 
The Windsor Star, 14 Oct 1977, Fri – Page 5 
The Windsor Star, 18 Oct 1977, Tue – Pages 2,4 
Calgary Herald, Fri Oct 22 1976 – Page 24 
The Times Herald, 23 Oct 1977, Sun – Page 7 
The Windsor Star, 25 Ap 1979, Page 71 
The Times Herald, Fri Jul 6, 1979 – Page 5 
The Windsor Star, Fri Jul 6, 1979 – Page 4 
The Windsor Star, 06 Jul 1979, Fri – Page 3 
The Windsor Star, 19 Jan 1980, Sat – Page 53 
The Ottawa Citizen, 31 Dec 1982, Fri – Page 32 
The Windsor Star, 13 Mar 1976, Sat – Page 92 
The Gazette, 17 May 2006, Wed – Page 11 
Book(s): 
Murder City, Michael Artfield – Pages 224 – 225, 
Cold North Killers, Lee Mellor – Pages 235 – 239 

 
12. The Horrors of our Past – Part 1 – Elisha Mercer’s Story (Solved Murder): 

New Articles: 
The Spectator; Hamilton, Ont. [Hamilton, Ont]12 Nov 2001: A05. 
The Spectator; Hamilton, Ont. [Hamilton, Ont]13 Nov 2001: A11. 
The Spectator; Hamilton, Ont. [Hamilton, Ont]17 Nov 2001: A10. 
The Spectator; Hamilton, Ont. [Hamilton, Ont]22 Nov 2001: A07. 
The Spectator; Hamilton, Ont. [Hamilton, Ont]05 Aug 2003: A.09. 
Other: 
https://army.ca/forums/index.php?topic=63762.0 
https://www.reddit.com/r/LetsNotMeet/comments/xjqt7/comp_welcome_to_bunkford/https://b
ooks.google.ca/books?id=jEZwCgAAQBAJ&pg=PA353&lpg=PA353&dq=Elisha+Mercer+Brantford&s
ource=bl&ots=OfNcUiw53l&sig=ACfU3U3x4wHD4Ksdn9R_VxEJxFcaIyle3Q&hl=en&sa=X&ved=2ahU
KEwiNt47-
jN_pAhXoUt8KHSJ_CRIQ6AEwBnoECAoQAQ#v=onepage&q=Elisha%20Mercer%20Brantford&f=fals
e 

 Brant Historical Society 
 
13. The Horrors of our Past – Part 2 – Tricia Paquette’s Story (Unsolved Murder): 
 News Articles: 

The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 20 Feb 1978, P.9 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 28 Feb 1978, P.2 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 09 Mar 1978, P.2 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 29 Jun 1978, P.2 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 31 Oct 1978, P.10 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 02 Nov 1978, P.10 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 03 Nov 1978, P.8 
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The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 07 Nov 1978, P.10 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 08 Nov 1978, P.8 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 09 Nov 1978, P.11 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 10 Nov 1978, P.8 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 14 Nov 1978, P.10 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 15 Nov 1978, P.3 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 17 Nov 1978, P.2 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 12 Oct 1984, M.2 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 27 Oct 1984, P.17 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 20 Jun 1985, M.3 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 21 Jun 1985, M.7 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 25 Jun 1985, M.4 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 26 Jun 1985, M.3 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 28 Jun 1985, P.18 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 04 Jul 1985, F.10 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 05 Jul 1985, P.16 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 18 Jun 1985, M.5 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 13 Jul 1985, P.15 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 17 Jul 1985, P.13 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 01 Aug 1985, M.5 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 08 Aug 1985, M.4 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 08 Jan 1986, A.16 
The Globe and Mail, Toronto, 23 Jan 1986, P.16 
The Toronto Star, Toronto, 21 Jul 1985, A1 and A13 
The Windsor Star, Fri 17 Nov 1978 
The Windsor Star, Thu 05 Sept 1985 
The Ottawa Citizen, Thu 08 Aug 1985, Page 5 
The Vancouver Sun, Thu 04 Jul 1985, Page 11 
The Leader Post, Thu 04 Jul 1985, Page 56 
Star-Phoenix, Fri 12 Oct 1984, Page 44 
The Vancouver Sun, Sat 22 June 1985, Page 9 
Edmonton Journal, Thu 04 Jul 1985, Page 2 
Book(s): 
Peacemakers & Lawbreakers – A 125-Year History of the Brantford Police Service – by Heather 
Ibbotson 
Original Content: 
Discussion with Brantford Police Services 
Discussions with Tricia Paquette’s Classmates 
Confidential information: Juror from John Wildman’s second trial 
Other: 
https://scc-csc.lexum.com/scc-csc/scc-csc/en/item/4613/index.do 
https://www.ola.org/en/legislative-business/house-documents/parliament-31/session-2/1978-11-
16/hansard#P102_27256 
https://www.verywellmind.com/ect-for-depression-and-anxiety-379903 
 

14. The Horrors of our Past – Part 3 – James Quirk’s Story (Unsolved Murder): 
News Articles: 
Toronto Daily Star, 24 Mar 1902, P. 7 
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The Ottawa Citizen, 24 Mar 1903, P. 5 
The Windsor Star, 24 Mar 1902, P. 1 
The Province, 24 Mar 1902, P. 1 
Vancouver Daily World, 24 Mar 1902, P. 5 
Buffalo Evening News, 24 Mar 1902, P. 13 
Buffalo Morning Express, 25 Mar 1902, P. 1 
Buffalo Morning Express, 25 Mar 1902, P.  11 
The Buffalo Enquirer, 26 Mar 1902, P. 10 
Buffalo Evening News, 26 Mar 1902, P. 14 
The Ottawa Citizen, 26 Mar 1902, P. 1 
The Windsor Star, 26 Mar 1902, P. 4 
The Ottawa Citizen, 27 Mar 1902, P. 2 
The Windsor Star, 27 Mar 1902, P. 1 
Buffalo Morning Express, 27 Mar 1902, P. 13 
The Ottawa Citizen, 28 Mar 1902, P. 5 
Buffalo Courier, 28 Mar 1902, P. 8 
The Buffalo Enquirer, 28 Mar 1902, P. 11 
The Windsor Star, 29 Mar 1902, P. 1 
Buffalo Courier, 30 Mar 1902, P. 21 
Buffalo Morning Express, 30 Mar 1902, P. 7 
The Buffalo Enquirer, 31 Mar 1902, P. 7 
The Buffalo Inquirer, 2 Apr 1902, P. 5 
Detroit Free Press, 2 Apr 1902, P. 10 
Republican and Herald, 3 Apr 1902, P. 1 
Vancouver Daily World, 3 Apr 1902, P. 7 
The Salt Lake Herald, 4 Apr 1902, P. 7 
The Windsor Star, 7 Apr 1902, P. 3 
Book(s): 
Peacemakers & Lawbreakers: 125-Year history of the Brantford Police Service, Heather Ibbotson (P. 
74-75) 
Memoirs of a Great Detective, John Murray (P. 473-476) 
Other:  
https://www3.brantford.ca/inventory.nsf/heritage_web?OpenFrameSet&Frame=left&Src=%2Finve
ntory.nsf%2F266000831af05c9d85256ad5006ead5c%2F7f50aebc6bbd2b6f85256a8b0058617b%3F
OpenDocument%26AutoFramed 

 Brant Historical Society 
 
 
 
 
 
 


