
DIAMONDS ABOVE MERSEY RIVER 

November 17th, 1952  

In a fresh morning of November, a renowned surgeon called Derek Richardson, opened the window 

shutters of his house, on the first floor of a high skyscraper, overlooking River Mersey, in 

Liverpool. The last traces of a faint night with a full moon were rippling on the surface of the water. 

The sky looked like a painting with spurts of different colors, and they dyed the limpid water, which 

was flowing calmly. The banks were thick with brilliant grass: the perfect frame for that natural 

painting. But, unfortunately, behind the beauty of this city a very dangerous criminality was hidden, 

and murders happened very frequently. After all, in a painting full of light, there will be shadows.   

The surgeon left his house and head to Prescott Hospital, where he had been working for 40 years 

now. In his hand, he held his old brown leather bag with his work equipment inside and in the other 

hand he held the gown hanger, which was perfectly ironed as always. He got into his black car, and 

he started the engine to go to the hospital. He started his work shift and the nurse gave him the 

medical records of the patients who the doctor was to operate on that day.  

He often received difficult cases that merely had a 1 per cent chance of survival, he was the only 

one brave, or foolish enough, to try...  

   

One month earlier: October 17th, 1952  

On the front page of the Liverpool Echo newspaper appeared the article about a man, Frankie 

Evans, found lifeless on the banks of Mersey river. He had been hospitalized four days earlier at the 

Prescott Hospital for a heart surgery performed by Dr. Richardson. The question everyone had was 

the question no one could answer: how did that man end up on the banks of the river?  

  

November 17th, 1952   

A 40 year old woman was hospitalized; she had a brain aneurysm, and it needed to be removed.  

- Good morning. Your name please?  

- Isabel. I come from a region in the north of Wales. I've been in and out hospitals since I was a 

little girl; when I was 10 years old my first cancer was removed and it reappeared two years ago.  

- I’m so sorry to hear that – lied Richardson while he was preparing his tools for the medical 

operation. But, deep down in his heart compassion started growing for that woman. His father had a 

similar medical history, and this hurt the doctor because the two had a special connection. He 

thought about when he went for a visit and he found his father lifeless on the bed, 10 years earlier. 

That period was terrible for Derek, who was very upset about the death of his father. He went 



through difficult months, during which he became increasingly aggressive and peevish towards 

everyone, as if his life couldn’t change now because he was angry with everyone about everything.  

Richardson remained thoughtful. Isabel was about to lie down on the bed for her surgery when she 

fell to the ground due to a sudden strong dizziness.   

- No, dad! - exclaimed by mistake the surgeon and then he helped the woman to rise from the floor. 

He immediately called the nurse, and he started to operate on her urgently.  

During the whole surgery, which was difficult and dangerous, Richardson cried silently because of 

the memory of his father. Against all odds, the surgery was successful.  

Isabel survived and she woke up seven hours later. Her head was bandaged and her eyes were 

swollen. Richardson was sitting next to her bed, staring at the empty space and waiting for her to 

wake up.   

Isabel stuttered something and when she noticed the presence next to her, she sat down on the bed.  

“Good evening” – mumbled Isabel  

“Hello, are you feeling well? Does your head hurt?”, asked he. 

“Just a little bit”, answered Isabel.  

After a few minutes of silence, Derek asked Isabel if she had ever lost anyone, a relative or another 

loved person, and if she had children who might feel the same way about her if the surgery had 

gone wrong. Isabel answered that she had an aunt called Maude who she really loved and she had 

been like a second mother for her, since her real mother couldn’t raise Isabel. When Maude died, 

Isabel was unwell for several years, and she said even now she was often sad. She told him that 

later on she got married, the love of her husband and then of her children helped her live with that 

pain. When Isabel stopped talking, she noticed that Richardson was crying again and the two 

remained in that room of the hospital talking until the sky became dark. But Richardson didn’t go 

home that night. Too upset, he rushed to the Liverpool police station.  

Richarson asked if he could talk with one of the officers, who welcomed him in his office.  

“Hello! What’s your name?” 

“Derek Richardson, I’m a surgeon at the Prescott Hospital.” 

“Nice to meet you, I’m Benjamin Smith. I must ask you to hurry because I’ve got a lot of stuff to do 

and for several days now I have been working on the case of that man found on the Mersey without 

anyresults, it’s frustrating. Anyway, how can I help you?”, the officer only spared a glance for the 

doctor, busy as he was with papers and files scattered on his desk. 

“Well officer, that’s the point: I want to turn myself in”  

“Turn yourself in?”, said Smith, finally taking a proper look at the man before him. 

“Yes. I am sure you remember the numerous and mysterious murders of the last years?  



“I’m afraid so...” 

“It’s my fault. It was me. About ten years ago my father died and from that moment on I started 

to kill many of the patients that came to the Prescott Hospital, as a sign of revenge even if my 

father’s death wasn’t their fault. In this way I could always say it was due to their serious 

diseases. I have an excellent reputation and I am a skilled surgeon. I worked hard and saved 

lifes before my father’s death. I don’t know why I did all those terrible things. I feel so guilty 

now. I think it all starts from a sense of void that I felt after my father’s death inside me. Void 

and anger. You know, I was very attached to him and with the passing of time I felt the 

necessity to release my anger on others, even if they didn’t deserve it because they were 

innocent. A few days ago, a new patient came to the hospital and she had a medical history very 

similar to my father’s and this made me think: “why should that woman deserve to die because? 

Maybe she also has some little children, who would grow up without a mother and this would 

be very terrible for them”. And now, I just can’t bear the guilt. And this is everything.” 

“I’m so sorry, sir. But please explain something to me; how did you commit your crimes and 

murders?” 

“I injected a poisonous serum instead of anesthetic to my patients and it acted over the course of 

hours, so I could have time to fake an operation gone wrong.” 

“How did you get that serum?” 

“I like fishing; and I took it from some venomous fish that are in lakes near this zone of 

England.”  

“I see. So, you’re the one who killed Frankie Evans, on the 17th of October?  

“Yes. He had to undergo a surgery. I made people believe that he died because of his illness, 

and I brought him on the Mersey as all other victims, to escape the autopsies that could reveal 

everything.” 

After confessing, Richardson felt a weight lifted from his heart. At the same time he felt it wasn’t 

enough. 

“Excuse me, - he added – could I go to my home to take some proof to show you and come back 

here before getting arrested?”, lied Richardson  

“Even if I shouldn’t do it, I trust you. You can go but come back soon. If you aren’t here again in 

one hour, I will send my policemen to look for you.”  

The surgeon nodded and left the police station.  

  

Richardson went on the bridge over Mersey River. It was eleven o’clock in the evening by now and 

reflections of the full moon flickered unsure on the water. The stars instead, shone bright as 



diamonds set in the darkness of the sky. A few clouds passed quickly, but all in all, that late 

November night was clear and cold.  

Derek leaned against the balustrade of the bridge, but he was sticking out too much. He could not 

bear the weight of regret. He was sure that disappointment and remorse would torment him for 

years. Moreover, he wanted to reach his father. The fronds of the trees delicately fluttered and they 

were about to bow in front of the river, as if they wanted to encourage Derek. Unfortunately, it was 

the thing he thought was most right. Intentionally, he jumped, as if flying towards his own tragic 

death.  

So, Benjamin Smith’s troops of policemen went to look for Derek Richardson, but they didn’t find 

him until morning, he almost arrived at the mouth of the river, dead.  

  

November 18th , 1952   

“Tragic finding of the famous Prescott Hospital’s surgeon: Derek Richardson commited suicide 

after confessing his crimes and murders on that very same night. The funeral will be on Saturday at 

3 pm” – read Isabel on the Liverpool Echo.  

And she understood. She understood the origin of those strange questions the night before. That 

Saturday at 3 pm, Isabel Mills was in the front row at the funeral, even if she wasn’t feeling well. 

She talked to him only for a few hours, but that poor man seemed very needy of company to her. If 

Isabel had known, she would have helped him. She would have been close to him and to his 

difficulties, at least trying to help him. He certainly had been so hurt, and he was able to find an 

answer to his uncertainties only so; with aggression and brutality. Since that day, on the 18th of 

every month, Isabel went to the bridge on the Mersey River to remember Doctor Richardson with 

flowers and she always said a prayer for him and his father and for all the innocent victims of those 

years. This was the best way Isabel could think of to cast some light over all of that darkness.  

 


