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INTRODUCTION

‘Life being what it is, one dreams of revenge,’ wrote the artist Paul Gauguin in the nineteenth century. It’s a sentiment echoed by many sadistic killers. Most are working class males in their twenties and thirties, but the chapter on female sadists explores murders committed by women as young as 19.

Sadistic killers differ from most murderers in that they love to control their victims and make them suffer – witnessing such pain and fear brings the sadist immense sexual satisfaction. They also want to prolong this controlling phase for as long as possible. This is in stark contrast to the man or woman who kills for profit, to eliminate a love rival or during a domestic argument. Such non-sadistic killers try to annihilate the other party as quickly as possible, often stabbing them through the heart or bludgeoning them about the head. Similarly, the murderous parent hurriedly smothers their baby’s cries and the necrophile kills swiftly in order to have access to dead flesh.

To the sadist, this shoot-to-kill approach is a complete anathema, as it leaves him (or, less commonly, her) with a dead body. In contrast, he needs a live, sentient victim who will respond to his commands. If he can transport his victims to his home or to a hotel, as Robert Rhoades and Richard Cottingham did respectively, then he can train them to satisfy his every desire. But if a sadist inadvertently kills his victim too quickly, he will often try to hurt or humiliate the corpse, extensively mutilating the flesh in his desire for revenge. His rage, which has invariably built for years during his unhappy childhood, has to go somewhere so he attacks the cadaver.

Details of what the sadist did to his victim (and, in some instances, how the victim responded) have often come from the sadist himself as he confided in close friends, a tape recorder or a diary. In other instances, this information comes from pathologist, police or psychiatric reports.

The British sadists profiled in this book were often on low incomes so lacked a safe house to take their victims to. Consequently they killed in hotels, hostels or the victim’s own home. In contrast, the American sadists had customised vans in which to transport their victims and one of the sadists even owned a small plane. Similarly, the Australian sadists often utilised the great outdoors, attacking their victims on secluded beaches or taking them deep into the woods. I chose these cases from the many available because of their variety: every type of sadist, from a teenage boy scout to a wealthy building contractor to an unemployed cross-dresser, is portrayed in detail here.

Sadism isn’t new, but it was once the province of the comparatively rich – as Maslow’s hierarchy of needs delineates, you have to be well fed and comfortably housed before you can begin to feel sexual. But in our industrialised society, even the unemployed sadist has his basic requirements taken care of and can find the energy to lure victim after victim to a secluded forest, safe house or modified van.

Broadly speaking, there are three types of sadists – the sadistic killer, the sadistic criminal and the consensual sadist. The profiles in this book obviously concentrate on the killers, with the majority of them killing serially. But it also covers the second category by default as almost all of the killers were sadistic criminals earlier in their offending careers. That is, they abducted and harmed various victims but did not kill them, either because they came to their senses or their quarry escaped.

The third category, that of the consensual sadist, should ideally be outside of a study of criminality, but law enforcement agencies and the general public don’t always make the distinction and, as a result, the man who whips his consenting sexuallysubmissive girlfriend is confused with a genuine abuser and may even be charged with actual bodily harm. Yet many of our most lauded literary figures and artists have been recreational sadists – and ten per cent of the general population has an interest in sadomasochistic exchanges – a subject explored in the penultimate chapter on consensual erotic punishment.

The final chapter explores how we can prevent sadistic killers being formed and how we can potentially treat those who already exist. It’s followed by a Useful Addresses section for anyone who wants to know more about sexual power play, child protection and criminal violence.

Doubtless the occasional Pollyanna figure will dismiss this book as gratuitous, but, as former FBI agent John Douglas pointed out, it’s only by studying a man’s actions that we can know what kind of person he truly is. More importantly, without this knowledge we can never change anything.





 

 

 

 

PART ONE


NOWHERE TO GO: BRITISH SADISTS





CHAPTER ONE

NEVILLE GEORGE CLEVELY HEATH


Heath’s obsession with flagellation began during his childhood in England. By adulthood he had bankrupted himself by paying prostitutes in foreign climes to let him cane them again and again. Returning to Britain and purchasing several riding switches and dogwhips, he sadistically murdered two young women.



Formative influences

Neville was born on 6 June 1917 to Bessie and William Heath, a housewife and barber. Bessie was described as much more domineering than her significantly older spouse. The family lived in Ilford but soon moved to Wimbledon where Bessie gave birth to a second son. Neville was always much closer to his mother and brother than to his father.

When Neville was five, his parents enrolled him at a mixed gender convent school which was just down the road. Unfortunately the school believed in caning children and – like many other English schoolboys – Neville became terrified of receiving a painful beating. However, watching other children being caned, he began to fantasise about flogging them himself. At six years old, he grabbed one of his female contemporaries in the classroom and wildly applied the rod to her until a passing teacher intervened. The little girl was so upset that she had to be sent home.

It’s likely that he was expelled for this incident – leastways he now moved to Rutlish public school which only catered for boys. But the damage had already been done and his sexuality was now sadomasochistic to the core.

By his early teens he’d developed a fetish for handkerchiefs, probably because they featured in his fantasies about tying girls’ wrists, and began to steal them from the neighbourhood women. It was the start of an escalating pattern of sexual offending that is still prevalent in today’s criminals: many young men graduate from stealing knickers from washing lines to peeping through windows to indecent exposure and even rape.

At 15, Heath was at a party playing a parlour game called ‘Murder’ and, alongside another boy, locked a teenage girl in a room and began to kiss her. The girl became upset and the other boy backed off but Neville grabbed her by the throat to hold her head in place, his fingers leaving deep red marks on her neck. He only let go when she became hysterical and he feared that other partygoers would intervene. Her father was concerned at the level of aggression that the teenager had shown but decided that it was merely horseplay which had gone too far and let Heath off with a warning not to do it again.

Sadly, this failure to recognise early criminal sadism is all too common, with onlookers dismissing a child’s cruelty towards younger children, or even to animals, as just a phase. Granted, at this stage, juvenile sadism can fade if the child is removed from the influence of a brutal parent or sadistic schoolteacher; but, without such intervention, his inhumane tendencies will invariably increase.

Early thefts

Neville left school at age 17, became an office boy and soon found out that he hated mundane work. Desperate for instant gratification, he joined the Territorial Army, which offered status and physical exercise, both important to the teenager. Soon he enlisted in the air force cadets and was variously posted to Cambridgeshire, Sussex and London, his male comrades finding him a superficially nice young man. Young women also liked him and he went to bed with lots of them, but none offered the sadomasochistic experiences he craved.

However, in London he found prostitutes who would allow him to whip them if the price was right – and it was rumoured that he whipped some of the girls so hard that he actually drew blood. (Most consensual sadomasochistic encounters involve a great deal of ritual and stop far short of bloodshed or lasting damage, but Neville Heath was intent on causing maximum pain.)

Desperate for cash to fund his prostitution costs, he soon began to steal and was questioned by the army authorities. Facing arrest, he made one of his very rare visits home to his mother – this was technically desertion – and was subsequently discharged.

By now he’d matured into a handsome and well-built young man with wavy fair hair, bright blue eyes and a propensity for laughter. Only the sometimes cruel set of his mouth belied his underlying pathology. He continued his life of crime, often reinventing himself and forging cheques to fund his club- and pub-based lifestyle. Again, the authorities caught up with him and he was soon facing jail. But his good looks and good family name worked in his favour so that he was given probation instead.

Not one to learn from experience, the 21-year-old robbed a friend’s flat, purchased clothes by forging a banker’s order and attempted to obtain a car by false pretences. This time he was sent to borstal where the staff found him condescending and sly.

£50 whippings

Released from borstal in October 1939 to help in the war effort, Neville Heath was drafted into the army. Like many psychopaths he did well there, being completely fearless. He also found numerous females willing to go to bed with him. But one girl sarcastically refused him and he immediately pulled her hair back and began to beat her about the face until she broke away.

He was posted to Cairo and soon discovered the Amazon Room available in most of the brothels, where a customer could whip reluctant young girls for £50 a night. (At the time, a visit to a ‘vanilla’ – straight sex – prostitute in London only cost a pound.) He paid handsomely to thrash a pair of 15- and 16-year-old sisters, using a cat-o’-nine-tails. He later told an acquaintance that he liked to leave a minute between each stroke of the whip for the full pain to be realised, and for the hellish anticipation to build again. He also found that several female sadists from the upper classes had paid large sums to whip and cane the girls.

On other occasions he lashed a 20-year-old female sex worker with a slender leather switch and on yet other occasions used a whip on an 18-year-old female. He told his fellow officers that he liked to hang a girl upside down from the brothel’s pulley system before choosing the whip which he would use on her for an extended period of time.

Heath also paid to watch one young girl whip another in his favourite Cairo brothel. Later he joined in, bending one of the teenagers over a wooden bar and binding her wrists together with handkerchiefs before tying her hands above her head to a ceiling post – handkerchiefs formed part of his fetish so he often introduced them to a sadomasochistic encounter. The brothel keeper encouraged him to whip the girl as hard as he wanted, providing he didn’t draw blood.

When the young officer couldn’t afford another session he would go to bed and have regular sex with someone he’d picked up at a bar, but whatever he did it failed to rid him of his demons and he began drinking heavily. He would later tell a friend that he once got so drunk and out of control that he feared he’d beaten a belly dancer to death – and there would later be conjecture that he’d stabbed another girl to death whilst posted abroad.

Spending beyond his means on whipping prostitutes, the young lieutenant soon got hopelessly into debt and once again began to pass bad cheques and forge more. Drummed out of the army for these offences, he fled to South Africa and joined the air force under the pseudonym James Robert Cadogan Armstrong. He became a pilot instructor and was valiant when facing death.

Marriage and fatherhood

Whilst in Johannesburg, the 25-year-old introduced himself as Bruce Lockhart to Elizabeth Pitt-Rivers, an 18-year-old from a good family. He was so eloquent and well read that she soon fell madly in love with him. But her parents discovered that Bruce Lockhart was not his real name and demanded an explanation. He then said that his birth name was James Robert Cadogan Armstrong but that the Armstrong family had died and it was too emotionally painful for him to use his own name.

Unsurprisingly, the Pitt-Rivers raised an eyebrow or two but young Elizabeth was determined to stand by her man and promptly eloped with him. Seven months after their marriage she was proud to bear his son.

The next two years were the most stable in Neville Heath’s life. He was promoted to the rank of captain in the South African Air Force and also proved to be a charming husband (and doting father to little Robert) who made no unusual sexual demands on his wife.

But, sent to the RAF in Britain for a few months, he returned to his criminal ways, making money by getting engaged to girls from wealthy backgrounds then selling the engagement presents. Moved to Belgium, he quickly sought out brothels where he could whip female teenagers for a price.

Returning to South Africa and his doting wife, he started to write bad cheques, some of which were honoured by his embarrassed father-in-law. Eventually Heath was arrested for fraud. More and more evidence of his criminal ways came to light and his wife reluctantly began divorce proceedings, unusual in those till-death-us-do-part conventional times. He agreed to the divorce, which seems to have involved his unfortunate father-in-law paying off more of his debts, and it became final in October 1945.

Deported from South Africa, the newly single captain arrived back in England on 5 February 1946. He immediately borrowed money from his father, saying it was to take flying lessons (in reality, he was already a proficient pilot), but instead moved to London and began to drink and socialise in the capital’s hotels.

He found a club where he could pay to watch prostitutes being bent over naked and caned before an audience. At first he took a group of friends along but it was obvious to them that he was obsessed by the spectacle and this made him poor company. Soon he returned to the club alone. Interestingly he paid to watch women whipping men, suggesting he may have had a masochistic side as well. He also bought a whip from the club – one of four whips he owned – which would later be used on his first confirmed murder victim. But prior to this he’d use it on sexually-submissive girls…

Flagellation

On 23 February 1946, Heath took one of his acquaintances to a hotel for what was initially a consensual sadomasochistic experience. The woman – who was married – stripped and lay face down on the mattress, allowing Heath to spreadeagle her and tie her wrists and ankles to the posts of the bed.

He began to cane her at the level they’d agreed, but soon increased the severity of the strokes till she began screaming. Someone in the corridor overheard her pleading with Heath to stop and the assistant manager was summoned and unlocked the door. They found Heath standing over his partner and wielding the cane, her buttocks a scarlet testament to the degree of punishment he’d applied.

Embarrassed, the woman refused to press charges and quickly left the hotel. Despite this close call, three months later Heath did the exact same thing with another woman, who again understandably declined to involve the police. That same month – May 1946 – he met 32-year-old Margery Aimee Brownell Gardner and was clearly impressed with her, enjoying a consensual sadomasochistic session and telling a friend that she was ‘a little scout’.

Margery, who had film star good looks, had tried to make her living as a freelance artist, but like most freelancers she had financial problems. She sometimes made extra money by working as a film extra and was happy to accept meals and gifts from various bohemian friends including known criminals and pimps. Margery was sexually submissive so the couple were superficially a perfect match.

They enjoyed several dinners together and probably an equal number of sadomasochistic sessions throughout that month, but during one encounter Heath whipped her so hard that her screams persuaded the hotel staff to intervene.

The first murder

On 16 June 1946, Heath spent the day in a pub frequented by Fleet Street journalists, offering to fly them abroad in a private plane. One hack gave him 30 pounds for a proposed trip to Copenhagen and the con man left the pub while he was ahead of the game. By now he had been drinking for 12 hours and may have had up to 28 beers, a dangerous amount for a psychopath who already has lowered inhibitions. Flush with cash, he met up with Margery Gardner in West London and asked her to accompany him to the Pembridge Court Hotel.

At first, the punishment was excitingly consensual. Heath gagged Margery and tightly bound her wrists and ankles as she lay naked on her stomach. He began to whip her with his dogwhip (used so often that the tip had worn away, exposing the metal underneath), its diamond-mesh pattern leaving its telltale marks on her naked flesh.

But he began to whip much too hard and when Margery flipped herself over to protest, he whipped at her face, the strokes cutting her eyelids. He whipped her an unknown number of times, 17 of the strokes leaving clear weals on her alabaster flesh as she screamed into her gag.

His cruel lust building, the 29-year-old bit into his lover’s nipples, almost severing them. He also pushed an object – possibly the handle of the whip – into her with such force that it caused internal injuries. At some stage during this assault he pushed Margery’s face into the pillow, suffocating her.

Psychologists would later speculate that the amount of alcohol he’d drunk made it impossible for him to get or maintain an erection and that the humiliation of this had caused him to go temporarily mad with rage. Heath was a superficially pleasant man from a non-criminal family so they explained the crime by blaming alcohol rather than exploring the sadism which had emanated from his school days and which now formed the core of his sexuality.

When Heath recovered, he moved Margery’s lifeless body to the other bed and washed her face, perhaps hoping to revive her. Realising that this was impossible, he left the hotel. He had entered the room with Margery shortly before midnight – and by 1.30 a.m. he had fled.

An unlikely alibi

Neville Heath now travelled to Worthing where he had a recent girlfriend called Yvonne who strongly resembled a younger version of Margery Gardner. When he was relaxed in her company, he told her a bizarre story, saying that he’d lent his hotel room in London to a friend, and that his friend must have killed Margery. He said that she’d died by having a poker stuck up her. In reality, the young woman had sustained horrible internal injuries but there wasn’t a poker in the room and no one had ever seen Heath with a poker. It’s much more likely that he violated her with the whip handle but that his sexual fantasies included hurting women with pokers so he substituted this in his imagination and in telling the tale. The girl was shocked and asked what kind of man would do such a thing and Heath airily replied ‘A sex maniac.’ Yvonne, being young and naïve, believed his story and, when he proposed, still agreed to marry him.

When the maid entered the west London hotel room five days later, she found Margery’s naked body tucked up in bed, blood still smeared over her face, body and vagina. Heath had booked the room in his own name – and Margery had told several of her like-minded friends that they were going to enjoy a flagellation session with his dogwhip – so he immediately became a wanted man.

The second murder

Heath now fled to Bournemouth and booked into a hotel under the pseudonym Group-Captain Rupert Brooke. He loved Rupert Brooke’s poetry and had copied some of his verses into his notebooks and diaries.

At first he contemplated suicide and asked to be moved to a room with a gas fire as he planned to gas himself. He also wrote to his parents saying ‘life doesn’t mean a thing’, but he didn’t post the note. As the days passed without police interference, he realised that he might literally get away with murder, and his spirits revived.

Whilst out for a stroll, he met a girl he knew and was introduced to her friend, Doreen Marshall. Doreen had been ill so her parents had sent her to Bournemouth to enjoy the sea air. Her doting father had bought her a return train ticket. Sadly the return portion would never be required.

Heath invited the 19-year-old out to tea and they met up again that evening, dining at his hotel then sitting in the lounge bar with Heath hastily downing numerous beers, gins and brandies. It was evident to others in the lounge that Doreen was increasingly wary of him and at 11.20 p.m. she asked the porter to order her a taxi home.

Moments later Heath cancelled the taxi and insisted that he’d walk her back to her hotel. He told the porter that he’d be back in 30 minutes but Doreen corrected, ‘He’ll be back in fifteen.’

When they reached the comparatively sheltered area of Branscombe Chine, Heath turned on the luckless young woman, punching her in the face and knocking her to the ground.

Whilst she lay there semi-conscious, he tied her hands in front of her with a handkerchief, kneeling on her so hard in the process that he broke one of her ribs. He removed his own clothes and stripped hers off, ripping her underwear from her struggling body, then attempted to rape her. When he failed, he took his large pocket knife and sliced at her throat. He also cut from one breast to the other and threw himself across her, biting her nipples savagely. Then the stabbing continued – marks on her bound hands showed where she’d tried to defend herself from the agonies inflicted by his slashing blade. But another stab wound to her throat, which partially severed her vertebral column, provided the fatal blow.

When she was dead, Heath fell on her again with his knife, slashing one of her thighs then pulling the blade upwards to cut deeply into her pubis, stomach and breasts. When he was happy with his handiwork, he took Doreen’s ring and watch from her still-warm corpse and untied the bloodstained handkerchief from her wrists to keep as a souvenir. He dragged her body by the feet to some nearby rhododendron bushes, cutting further branches from nearby scrub to cover it up.

Rifling through her bag, he removed her money, return rail ticket and a small penknife, before throwing the bag behind a bathing hut. Realising that he was covered in blood, he washed himself in the sea, disposing of the murder weapon there, before dressing and walking back to his hotel.

A hastily created alibi

Heath didn’t have a viable explanation for what he’d been doing for the past few hours, so rather than go past the reception desk, he fetched a ladder from the hotel yard and used it to climb into his window. When the porter, unsure if he’d returned or not, peaked into his room at 4 a.m. he was fast asleep. Waking the following morning, the sadist found scratches on his neck and covered them with a silk scarf. He also pawned Doreen’s watch and ring, having pocketed her cash.

Meanwhile the manager of the Norfolk Hotel became alarmed that Doreen Marshall had not returned. Knowing that she’d planned to have tea at the Tollard Royal Hotel with Group-Captain Rupert Brooke, he phoned and asked what had happened. Heath denied knowing Doreen and said that he’d meet her anguished parents at the police station to confirm this. The newspapers at the time saw this as Heath surrendering to the authorities – but in likelihood the young sociopath thought that he could talk his way out of it and pretend to aid in the search.

But his fingerprints had already been found in the hotel room where Margery Gardner died and police were looking for him throughout Britain. And when he saw what he thought was Doreen’s ghost (it was her older sister who bore a remarkable resemblance to the murdered woman) he went white and began to shake.

Arrested, he eventually admitted to being Neville Heath. A ticket in his coat led them to a left luggage locker which contained the bloodstained scarf which had tied Margery Gardner’s hands and the other which had muffled her screams. The locker also contained the steel-cored whip which had so cruelly lacerated her flesh. Moreover, a pearl found in his pocket had been torn from a necklace around Doreen Marshall’s throat. His guilt a foregone conclusion, he was remanded in custody in Brixton prison.

Body discovered

On 8 July, a girl out walking her dog found Doreen Marshall’s body hidden under some cut branches and bushes on Branscombe Chine. She was naked apart from one shoe, though her clothes had been piled on top of her body. Her throat had been cut to a three quarter inch depth.

The police now began to investigate Neville Heath’s past, going through the six hundred names in his address books. Understandably, given the ignorance about consensual sadomasochism which existed at the time, few of his lovers told the truth. For example, the married woman who had screamed when caned too hard told the authorities that she’d only gone to Heath’s room for a friendly drink and that he’d grabbed her arm and twisted it behind her back, telling her that he hated women. She further lied that when she refused to strip for him, he threw her against the wall so violently that she passed out.

When she regained consciousness, she told police, she found that she was naked and that he had tied her hands behind her back with a handkerchief. Beating her with his fists, he knocked her out again. In reality, Heath’s biographer Francis Selwyn would later note that they’d had a consensual caning session but he’d probably caned her harder than they’d agreed upon. Nevertheless, she’d voluntarily left the hotel with him rather than ask the manager to order her a taxi to take her home.

A crowd puller

Heath had cheerfully admitted both murders to the police but his counsel urged him to plead not guilty by reason of insanity for the sake of his family. Shrugging, he entered a not guilty plea.

Questioned by a psychiatrist, he would only say that whipping a girl gave him the kind of sexual release that sexual intercourse gave to most men. He subsequently suggested that he’d recovered from a blackout to find Margery Gardner lying dead next to him. He was so indifferent to the suffering which he’d caused, and so fearless regarding his own imminent fate, that it was evident to the psychiatrist that he was a psychopath.

Newspaper accounts of his flagellation fetish made the case the most talked about of its day, and women flocked to Neville Heath’s trial, coming to blows outside the courtroom in their desperation to reach the public gallery. Some had queued for 14 hours, his sadism clearly having strong appeal. That said, there was no suggestion in the newspapers at this stage that Margery Gardner and previous partners had consented to being tied up and chastened, so the public’s impression was of a man who had forced all of his partners to submit to the whip.

There had, of course, been British sadists before Neville Heath, but they lacked the clear sadistic symbolism of the whip and handcuffs. Jack the Ripper, for example, evidenced sadism in his slashing and cutting gestures and especially in excising the breasts and uterus of some of his victims. The true identity of Jack the Ripper remains unknown: he may have been the gentleman James Maybury or the mentally ill scavenger Aaron Kosminski beset by voices. He may even have been a medical student called John Sanders who went insane and was shipped off to a sanatorium in Weston-super-Mare. Coincidentally, the bracing seaside town also featured in Neville Heath’s life story for he borrowed a large amount of money from an aunt who lived there and never paid it back.

But, whoever Jack the Ripper was, he lacked Neville Heath’s controlled cruelty, for as mentioned earlier Heath would wait for one minute after lashing a prostitute, enjoying her anguished writhing to the full before applying the next merciless stroke.

Now the public wanted to know exactly what he had done to his two victims. Many female members of that public also wanted to attract his attention, dressing in their most fashionable clothes and self-consciously combing their hair as they sat in the Old Bailey’s gallery.

A psychopath

The trial opened at the Old Bailey on 24 September 1946. Heath pleaded not guilty to murdering Margery Gardner. The prosecution gave the impression that she’d been tied and whipped against her will and the defence tried to suggest that she was promiscuous – but, even if she had been, it hardly excused violating her with a whip handle and suffocating her to death. The girlfriend who Heath had proposed to in Worthing took the stand and described him as a gentle and considerate lover then the prosecution detailed the injuries he’d inflicted on his naked victim. Another doctor testified to the injuries received by Doreen Marshall. The trial lasted for three days.

Unsurprisingly, it took the jury only an hour to find him guilty of Margery Gardner’s murder. Asked if he had anything to say, he replied ‘Nothing’ and was duly sentenced to death. The authorities decided there was no point in having a separate trial for Doreen Marshall’s murder as her killer was already condemned to die.

Afterwards the popular press gave the impression that men enjoying sadomasochism today would become murderers tomorrow. But, as Heath’s biographer Francis Selwyn perceptively noted: ‘… no one had suggested that the teachers and workhouse masters who flogged their way through generations of the young were likely to die on the gallows.’

The hanged man

Awaiting execution, Heath let his mother visit him once then he refused to see her or the rest of his family and friends as he felt ashamed of the prison uniform. He wrote to his mother saying, ‘My only regret at leaving the world is that I have been so damned unworthy of you both.’ He wrote again the following day, hours before he was to be hanged, to tell her that he would stay awake to see the dawn for the last time, adding ‘Well, it wasn’t really a bad life while it lasted… Please don’t mourn my going… and don’t wear black.’

Just before his execution on 16 October 1946 he was offered a glass of whisky and joked to the warden, ‘You might make that a double.’ He was equally unconcerned as the hangman led him to the scaffold, saying, ‘Let’s get it over with.’

Afterwards the jury asked to see his body, as did several curious females, a request which was curtly refused. That lunchtime he was buried in an unmarked grave by Pentonville Prison’s wall.
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