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INTRODUCTION

	I’ve always been fascinated by why anyone commits a crime. Some criminals carry visible warning signs, traits that make us say, 'Ah, of course.' A deep-thinking Roman ruler once wrote, ‘Poverty is the mother of crime’. Modern-day lives tell us that broken homes, oppression, and addiction can be other common reasons in some cases.

	But other crimes seem to have no telling signs. While crime itself has always captivated us, it’s the ones committed by people with seemingly perfect lives, a good education, and a normal upbringing with a loving family, that unsettle us the most. They force us to confront an uncomfortable question: if someone like that could snap, what does that say about the rest of us?

	What turns someone into a ‘killer next door,’ despite a life that looks just like ours? Let me explore that question through a story. There’s a man standing in front of an ATM. Let’s call him John. He’s an accountant at a retail chain, has spotless performance reviews, two wonderful daughters, and a golden retriever. He hasn’t put a foot wrong in his entire life. But today, just as he pockets a significant amount of cash taken from the machine and turns to leave, he’s confronted by a stranger wielding a knife.

	Acting in self-defense, John pulls out a concealed gun and fires. The attacker falls down. He’s not dead or unconscious, but clearly down. The knife is no longer in his hand, though it still lies within reach. John could have believed that the danger had passed and the threat had been neutralized. But in the heat of the moment, John fires again immediately.

	Now imagine this: instead of firing again on an impulse, John waits eleven full seconds. That pause changes everything, doesn’t it? If he had stopped after the first shot, his actions might be understood as a reflexive, life-preserving response. But with time to evaluate the situation, the second shot takes on a different meaning. It’s no longer instinctive. It’s deliberate. And that shifts the narrative.

	Is this now premeditated murder? If eleven seconds feels too long, what about seven? Or four? Does intention crystallize in seconds? What if the assailant moved? Or didn’t? These aren’t just legal questions; they are philosophical ones. This scenario, as described by Robert Sapolsky, highlights the dilemma that lies in the murky space where biology, behavior, and morality intersect.

	John’s reaction is a classic example of the fight-or-flight response. When his brain perceived a life-threatening situation, it triggered his nervous system. Within milliseconds, his adrenal glands released a surge of adrenaline and cortisol, preparing his body for immediate action. His heart pounded, his vision tunneled, and his muscles coiled, evolution’s gift for escaping predators. And in that moment, John pulled the trigger.

	But evolution didn’t design the stress response for the moral complexity of modern life. It wasn’t built for ambiguous, high-stakes decisions made under artificial light in front of an ATM. Under extreme stress, the brain stops parsing nuance. The amygdala, the seat of fear, takes over, drowning out the brain’s center of logic and restraint. Everything becomes binary: threat or no threat.

	So what about the second shot? Can we still blame it on the amygdala, or had John regained control? That’s the question at the heart of debates about free will, moral responsibility, and culpability. His defense in a court of law might argue that he experienced a lingering fear that persisted even after the actual threat seemed to have passed. When the body remains in a hyper-aroused state, the brain can misinterpret ambiguous signals as a threat. As per neuroscience, in such a situation, the stress circuits don’t just flip off. They echo, loop, and distort. What appears deliberate may still be a byproduct of a system stuck in survival mode.

	But the prosecution side would say that the second shot was definitely a deliberate act, an act of overkill rather than a survival instinct. They would try to build a case by calling it a revenge-driven action, instead of a fear-driven one.

	While both sides of the case can have convincing arguments, there are more philosophical aspects for us to ponder. What if the neighborhood had a recent surge in knife attacks? What if John had heard about stabbings nearby and was primed for violence? What if, buried deep in his memory, lay a childhood trauma that made the idea of being threatened unbearable?

	And what if instead of John, it was someone who had grown up with an alcoholic mother, suffering from fetal alcohol syndrome, his brain altered by chemicals even before he was born. Suppose the system failed him long before he ever pulled a trigger. Would these details make us see the second shot differently?

	***

	The second question that has consumed me, especially over the last few years, is: how should we treat criminals? The deeper I’ve tried to answer it, the more complex and layered the question seems to become.

	When we punish someone for a crime, what are we really trying to achieve? Are we aiming to:

	(A) reform them?

	(B) set an example to deter others and protect society?

	(C) offer a sense of justice or closure to the victim and their family?

	(D) satisfy the primal feeling inside us by punishing wrongdoers because it simply makes us feel better?

	In today’s world, we as a society seem to have agreed to the prison system. Somebody commits a crime, the court finds them guilty, and they spend time in prison. The duration and severity of the time in prison are determined by the severity of the crime. While in prison, inmates can pursue education and, in some cases, hold jobs as well. But this has definitely not always been the default justice system.

	Historically, it’s been quite normal to make a spectacle out of punishment. Louis XV, the king of France in the 18th century, is remembered for a particularly gruesome execution. In 1757, an assassin stabbed him with a penknife, which could barely cause a superficial wound through the king’s thick winter clothing.

	In the execution that followed, Damien, the one who had attempted the assassination, had his legs crushed by a torture device called the ‘boot’. The responsible hand with which he had attempted the killing was then burned with pincers. A mixture of molten lead, boiling oil, burning resin, wax, and sulfur was then poured on his wounds. He was castrated, and the burning mixture was applied to whatever remained of his private region. As Damien wailed and cried for death, the crowd cheered the torture.

	This was followed by what was called quartering, in which all four of his limbs were tied to a horse each. The four horses would then be led off in opposing directions, attempting to tear off Damien’s limbs. When his limbs refused to let go, an executioner had to help the horses by severing all four of his limbs. Damien was reduced to a torso but was still alive. He was then thrown into a fire and reduced to ash. It was only now that the crowd dispersed, choosing to watch the whole process till its very completion.

	You are probably repulsed by reading this. Imagine the impact it would have had on the population at the time. The display would have definitely deterred anyone else who was thinking about succeeding where Damien had failed. And deterrence is part of the point of a 'punitive' justice system, as it provides a warning to others not to break the law.

	But it’s impossible not to see the problems in such a justice system. It’s hard to believe that such ghastly acts were not only permitted but celebrated by the times. Fortunately, more humane methods of punishment have been devised.

	Now, let’s examine Damien’s punishment through the lens of the four aims of justice that I shared earlier. First, did it (A) reform him? Clearly not. He was destroyed, not transformed. There was no opportunity for introspection, repentance, or change. The punishment was final, absolute, and offered no path to redemption. Reform wasn’t just neglected, it was rendered irrelevant.

	In terms of (B) deterring others and protecting society, the punishment likely succeeded, at least superficially. A gruesome public execution of this scale would have struck fear into the hearts of would-be criminals. Watching a man torn apart by horses and set ablaze is not a fate one would risk lightly. Yet this form of deterrence is blunt and terror-based. It instills fear, not ethics; compliance, not conscience.

	What about (C) justice and closure for the victim's side? In Damien’s case, the ‘victim’ was the monarch himself, who survived with barely a scratch. The punishment became more about the preservation of royal power than about justice. The focus seemed to have become a theatrical display to reaffirm the king’s invincibility.

	The crowd’s roaring approval points more toward (D): the satisfaction of primal vengeance. Damien’s execution fed a deep, perhaps universal, human appetite to see wrongdoers suffer, not just face consequences. In this way, it was effective, even though it tethered justice to spectacle and punishment to pleasure. What we do with criminals says just as much about them as it does about us. And that, ultimately, is the question I hope this book leaves you asking.

	***

	Throughout this book, I explore a deeply unsettling question: why do killers do what they do? Rather than beginning with judgment, I start with curiosity, seeking to understand the layers that lead to acts we consider unforgivable. Only after examining the psychological, neurological, and social dimensions of murder do I return, in the final section, to a harder question: What should we do with those who commit such crimes?

	Murder is one of the most extreme and devastating choices a human being can make. In that moment, every system in the body, neurological, hormonal, and emotional, is in overdrive. The stakes are existential. To truly understand the nature of free will and moral responsibility, it is not enough to look at ordinary decisions made under ordinary circumstances. Hence, I have chosen to examine some of the most extreme acts recorded in human history, acts of murder, where every force that shapes human behavior, from biology and instinct to trauma, circumstance, and conscious choice, converges with overwhelming intensity. It is in these moments, when the margin between thought and action, between control and chaos, is at its thinnest, that we can begin to glimpse the true complexities of human freedom.

	Murder rarely stems from a single cause. It can be a result of a complex web: neurological abnormalities, psychological disorders, childhood neglect, cultural conditioning, or even a momentary loss of control. Each case opens a window into the deeper mechanics of human behavior. By studying those who kill, we gain insights not only into the nature of extreme violence but also into the broader spectrum of human impulse and restraint.

	Over the past few years, in the process of researching and writing this book, I have spoken with behavioral psychologists, neuroscientists, criminal lawyers, and ethics professors. I have immersed myself in both academic research and personal narratives, poring over case studies, trial transcripts, and psychological evaluations. Some questions lingered with me for weeks, demanding not just analysis, but reflection. But spending more than half a decade on this book has been a truly enriching experience.

	At times, as you read, it may feel like I’m defending murderers. That’s because the case for punishing them is straightforward: they took a life. Society demands retribution, and in many cases, rightfully so. But that’s not the argument that needs reinforcement. The harder, more uncomfortable question, the one we often avoid, is this: To what extent are we responsible for our actions?

	To seek that answer, we must look beneath the act itself, into the mind, the past, the chemistry, and the context behind it. That is what this book attempts to do.

	 


The First Case

	The Water Was Still

	 

	It was a Tuesday morning in 2001 when Rusty Yates’ phone rang. He worked for NASA, sharing a sixth-floor office with three other team members in the Shuttle Vehicle Engineering team. The call was from his wife, Andrea, whom he had seen only an hour ago. He had left her sitting at the kitchen table, and their five children were home as well. He had given her psychiatric meds that the doctor had prescribed.

	‘You need to come home,’ Andrea said in a firm voice.

	‘What’s wrong?’ he asked.

	‘It’s time,’ she replied.

	‘What do you mean?’

	‘It’s time,’ she repeated.

	Andrea had lost her father only three months ago, and her health had taken a downturn once again. Rusty’s mom, Dora Yates, was supposed to reach home to be with Andrea that morning. She had moved from Tennessee to her, as she recovered from illness. But in spite of two hospitalizations, Andrea hadn’t improved much.

	Rusty asked his mom if she had reached his house, but she hadn’t. He asked her to hurry and called Andrea next.

	‘Is anybody hurt?’ Rusty asked.

	‘Yes,’ Andrea answered.

	‘Who?’

	‘The kids.’

	‘Which ones?’ he asked.

	‘All of them,’ was the chilling answer.

	***

	Minutes before calling her husband, at 9.48 am, Andrea had called the police.

	‘I need a police officer,’ she said.

	‘What’s the problem?’ the operator asked.

	‘I just need him to come,’ Andrea said.

	‘I need to know why they are coming. Is your husband there?’

	‘No.’

	‘What’s the problem?’

	‘I need him to come.’

	At the end of the conversation, the operator still didn’t know why Andrea was calling for help. She had refused to answer any questions that would narrow down the scope of the problem: burglary, husband abuse, medical emergency?

	She said she was ill but didn’t specify how. When asked if she needed an ambulance, she initially said no, but then realised her children might need it and said yes. Andrea chose to either be silent or mutter incoherent answers to many of the operator’s questions.

	When asked if she was alone, Andrea said, ‘No. My kids are here. They are seven, five, three, two, and six months.’

	In the end, the operator verified her address and agreed to send an officer, knowing very little about the situation.

	***

	Officer Knapp received a call that he needed to do a ‘welfare check’. When he rang Andrea’s bell, he saw a lady, dripping wet.

	‘What do you need a police officer for, ma’am?’ he asked.

	‘I just killed my kids,’ Andrea replied.

	The officer was thrown off by the reply. All he could say was, ‘Why?’

	Andrea just repeated, ‘I killed my kids.’

	‘Where are they?’

	‘They’re in the bed.’

	Officer Knapp entered the house and looked around. There was a dog barking from the kennel, and framed family photos lined the hallway. He didn’t see anything concerning. While walking across the house, he noticed a child’s arm sticking out from a cotton sheet. The arm was unusually pale. As the officer would later find out, that was Luke, Rusty, and Andrea’s two-year-old son.

	Alongside Luke, the officer discovered three other children, looking as if they were merely sleeping peacefully, with one of them having kept her head on her brother’s arm. He checked for signs of life.

	There were none. The froth from the mouths of three of them confirmed that their lungs had burst. There was no point taking them to a hospital. It was too late.

	Officer Knapp was soon joined by Officer Stumpo, who had also received a call for a ‘welfare check’. He saw a little head on the mattress and walked close to it. ‘I thought it was a doll,’ he later said. ‘The closer I got, the more [it] came into focus, and when I got close enough, I realized it was the head of a child…. I touched the child’s head…. It was warm to the touch.’

	Officer Stumpo went to the guest bathroom and discovered a fifth child, Noah, seven years old, floating face down in the water. Their names were Noah, John, Paul, Luke, and Mary. All five were gone, drowned one by one in the family bathtub. The youngest was six months old.

	***

	Rusty Yates arrived at his house and began screaming. The house had already been surrounded by ‘crime scene’ yellow tapes, which he tried to duck and cross but wasn’t allowed to. ‘What did she do to my kids? What did she do to my kids?’ he shouted.

	A third officer who had arrived by now told him that all five of his children had passed away. Rusty fell to the ground and started screaming as he pounded the floor. The officer didn’t blame Rusty. In spite of his experience in the police, he was taken aback by this crime scene.

	Rusty grabbed a plastic chair and threw it at nothing in particular as he kept screaming. He wanted to see his children, but he was not allowed, as the police carried on their investigation. He was told that he should be in the L-shaped corner lot in his backyard, where he could get some privacy, while the investigation took place.

	From the backyard, Rusty could see Andrea sitting on the couch through a slit in the curtain. ‘How could you do this? I don’t understand,’ he yelled at her again and again. He would fall to his knees and get up again. This went on until Officer Stumpo closed the slit.

	Deprived of the visual inside the house, Rusty heard sobbing from the front of the house. It was his mother, Dora, who had just been told that all five of her grandchildren were dead. A media person had arrived, and he shot as Rusty and Dora cried together.

	Until now, Rusty had been hoping that maybe Noah was with Dora, as he sometimes did. ‘I knew Noah had been in the house when I left for work, but my mind wanted to believe one of my kids had somehow survived.’ Sometimes his kids took turns to go to the motel where their grandmother was staying, to spend some time away from their multiple siblings. ‘I remember holding out hope Noah had been spending the night with Mom,’ Rusty later said.

	Officer Stumpo came out and offered them water, but Rusty told them that there was probably no clean glass as the kids had just had breakfast in front of the TV. Stumpo looked around the kitchen and realised that Rusty was right. There were no clean glasses.

	Andrea saw him searching and told him there were glasses in the china cupboard.

	***

	Neighbors gathered outside as the police taped off the yard. Andrea was taken out, wearing eyeglasses, gold loop earrings, and handcuffs. Reporters began to arrive, with their cameras, microphones, and vans. One cameraman, who had arrived early and watched her leave with the police, noted that she looked peaceful as she followed the first officer to the car. This was unusual in his twenty-five years as a police beat reporter. He’d seen too many murderers, and every time, the killers’ faces had great emotions, of anger or laughter. Every emotion was extreme. Andrea was a big exception to this.

	At the crime scene, a police spokesman briefed the media. ‘When our responding officer arrived, he was met at the door by Andrea, who by then was breathing heavily. You could tell she was disturbed. And at the time, she said to the officer, ‘I killed my children.’ And the officer said, ‘Where are they?’ And she led the officer to the bedroom where there were four bodies and... 'there was one body in the bathtub.’

	A reporter asked about the officer’s well-being.

	'The officers are pretty distraught. The responding officer’s got a couple children of his own. There are homicide investigators who were here at the house have children of their own. It’s rather a disheartening thing to see, and it will be for some time. I mean, it’s a tough thing.’

	Officer Stumpo drove Andrea to the police headquarters for interrogation. He turned on the radio, and of course, it was talking about her. At the police facility, a horde of cameramen was waiting for her. ‘You’re a celebrity,’ Officer Stumpo said.

	A few hours later, it was time for Andrea’s interrogation to begin. This time, it was Sergeant Eric Mehl. He asked her to name her children, with their ages, and Andrea did. She had no attorney. He asked her about the events of the morning. She told him that Rusty had left for the office at around 9 am. All the kids were awake by then. They were having cereal for breakfast. After Rusty left, she filled the bathtub with water. There was only one bathtub in the house. It was a regular-sized bathtub. She filled it up to three inches from the top.

	‘After you drew the bath water, what was your intent? What were you about to do?’ the sergeant asked.

	‘Drown the children,’ Andrea replied, in a monotone.

	‘Okay. Were you going to drown all your children?’

	At this point, Andrea blanked out for a full fifteen seconds. The sergeant wondered if he should speak up, as she stared right at him. ‘Was it, was it in reference to, or was it because the children had done something?’ he finally asked.

	‘No,’ she replied.

	He asked her if she had thought of this before, and she said yes.

	‘How long have you been having thoughts about wanting, or not wanting to, but—drowning your children?’

	‘Probably since I realized I have not been a good mother to them.’

	‘What makes you say that?’ the Sergeant asked, trying to establish if the murder was premeditated or not.

	‘They weren’t developing correctly.’

	‘Behavioral problems?’ he asked.

	‘Yes.’

	After that, the two of them went through the sequence of events. Andrea told him that she put Paul, the most compliant one, in. She put him face down, and he tried to struggle for a couple of minutes, but she kept him underwater forcibly. Then he stopped struggling, and there was no movement. Then she laid him on the bed, face up, and covered his entire body with a sheet.

	She then claimed she had drowned Luke and clarified the same details for him. (Later, it was established that she had gotten the sequence wrong.) According to her, John was next. He struggled a little longer than the previous two, as he was five years old.

	And it was Mary who had been in the bathroom all this time. At only six months, she had no understanding of what was happening around her, but she was still crying. Once she stopped moving in the water, Andrea left her in. She called Noah to the bathroom. He saw Mary and asked, ‘What happened to Mary?’’

	Andrea didn’t respond and began to try to drown Noah. He was seven years old, the eldest, and tried to run from her. But she got him before he could leave the bathroom. She tried to drown him face down, but he tried to turn around, unlike his siblings. He even made it out of the water a couple of times, but Andrea forced him back in. After three minutes, he stopped struggling as well. Andrea left him in the water, while the four others were on the bed, under a sheet.

	This would become Andrea’s absolute confession. She told the Sergeant that she believed that she deserved to be punished for not being a good mother, and she had had those thoughts for the last two years. When she was asked how the drowning of her children punished her, she didn’t have a reply. When the sergeant asked if she wanted the criminal justice system to punish her, she said yes. By the time the sergeant was done, it had been a little over three and a half hours since Andrea had called the police.

	I picked the Andrea Yates case to open this book because the more you unveil it, the greyer everything gets. A mother of five, with no history of violence, had carried out something unimaginable. Was she a monster, or was she just ill? How responsible is someone for their actions when their mind is fractured like hers was? And what about the actions of others that led her to do what she did? How much free will did she really have?

	 


Chapter 1 - Misfired Prescription (Medical Negligence)

	Almost exactly two years before the incident, Rusty had received a different call from Andrea while he was at work. Luke, their fourth, was just born, and Andrea was breastfeeding him. At the time, they were living in a bus conversion motor home in Hitchcock, Texas. She was crying and told him to come home. Rusty dropped everything and hurried home.

	He found her at the back of the bus, in a chair, shaking, unable to speak. Her hands were trembling in her lap as though she were trying to hold herself together by sheer will alone. She was in a full-blown psychiatric crisis.

	She could barely speak, but she muttered, ‘I need help.’ Rusty tried to comfort her, but, in his limited knowledge, he had no idea what was happening. The only solution he could think of was ‘fresh air’. He drove Andrea and the kids for half an hour and strolled along the sidewalk. The place was peaceful and had been one of their favorite spots.

	But Andrea did not show any signs of improvement.  The next day, he took Andrea to her parents’ home, hoping a change of scenery would cure whatever was gripping her mind.

	The next afternoon, as her kids napped, Andrea took more than forty tablets of 50mg Trazodone, which is known to have a strong sedative quality. It was prescribed to her father, and the dose could have been fatal. But her mother saw her in time to rush her to the hospital. As the reason for admission, a nurse wrote, ‘Overdose. Doesn’t want to die but wants the misery to go away.’

	The doctor who saw her after that wrote terms like minimal speech, retarded psychomotor activity, paucity of thought, depressed mood, affect extremely constricted and shallow, attention poor. The fact that Andrea thought she was a bad mother felt like ‘delusional guilt’ to him. She believed something inside her was broken beyond repair. She had not yet voiced the delusions that would later take hold of her, but the seeds were already planted. He diagnosed her with major depression, single episode, severe.

	Seven days after her admission, her doctor wrote in his notes, ‘They are requesting that she be discharged to the family’s care. They have agreed to watch her around the clock and are aware that she is at risk of harming herself again.’ He also noted that her insurance limited her hospital stay to seven days, and hence, she could not be kept any longer.

	The instructions to Rusty were clear: Andrea needed to be watched at all times. If he could not be with her, someone else needed to be. The risk of another suicide attempt was too high.

	Three weeks later, Andrea made another attempt at suicide. She tried to slit her throat in the bathroom of her parents’ house. Rusty rushed her to the hospital, and her new psychiatrist, Dr Starbranch, took care of her.

	Andrea was glued to Luke, her youngest child at the time, but refused to feed him. But when her mother or brother encouraged her, she would eventually breastfeed him. She didn’t interact much with the other children. She was inconsistent with her psychiatric medicine and flushed some of them when she realised they were antipsychotic. Her scalp was beginning to develop wounds from her scratching. Arms, legs, and even her nose had similar marks on them.

	Dr Starbranch determined that she was mute, suicidal, and psychotic. Her speech was reduced to whispers, her movements slow and unnatural, as though she were walking through a thick fog. Her doctors now knew they were dealing with more than depression. This was psychosis.

	Audio and video hallucinations had also begun. ‘I had a fear I would hurt somebody. I thought it better to end my own life and prevent it,’ she said to another doctor. She talked about seeing a knife and hearing a voice about ten times a day. It had started when Noah was born. She also talked about having obsessive thoughts about how her children would turn out and that she didn’t want to fail as a mother.

	These hallucinations brought schizophrenia into the picture. And her depression was no longer a ‘single episode’. This was when Dr Starbranch recommended Haldol for the first time. At the time, this medicine was not fully understood, but it was known to block certain brain cell activities. The antipsychotic was powerful enough to cut through the chaos in Andrea’s mind. It was administered via injection, too, so there was no way for Andrea to secretly stop taking it.

	And as Andrea and Rusty found out, this drug had a magical impact on her.

	Within a day, he felt as if his wife was back, as they had a deep conversation, sitting in the hospital room. Within days, she began eating. Within weeks, it was as if she had been pulled back from the edge of a cliff. Her doctors saw the transformation, too. They knew what had saved her.

	For a while, Andrea seemed to be improving. She was quiet, but she was present. She cared for the children. She seemed stable. And then, in what would become the most devastating decision of her life, she and Rusty made a choice that would undo everything.

	They decided to have another baby.

	***

	Dr. Starbranch could not have been clearer with Andrea, ‘If you have another child, your psychosis will return.’

	So far, Andrea had attempted suicide twice, had been hospitalized multiple times, and had only just begun to recover. He warned that having another child would destroy whatever fragile stability she had managed to regain.

	But Andrea and Rusty ignored the warning. She became pregnant with their fifth child, Mary, just two months later. And then, with Rusty’s encouragement, Andrea stopped taking her medication entirely.

	Some could say that by the time Mary was born on November 30, 2000, Andrea’s fate had already been sealed. She was off all psychiatric drugs. Her paranoia had returned. She believed she was possessed by Satan. She told an old friend, a fellow nurse, that she was certain it wasn’t postpartum depression that had nearly killed her before. It was the devil himself.

	For months, she fought against the darkness that was creeping back into her mind. And then, on March 12, 2001, her father died. This was the final blow. Andrea’s decline was swift and merciless. She stopped functioning. She didn’t eat or speak. She scratched at her scalp until it bled. She barely slept, barely moved, barely existed.

	Rusty, watching this unfold in real-time, called Dr. Starbranch and was given clear instructions to take Andrea to the hospital immediately. She needed inpatient care before her condition became completely unmanageable. The consequences of waiting could be catastrophic.

	Rusty waited anyway. Instead of following Starbranch’s advice, he spent days calling around, searching for a psychiatrist who could prescribe medication without requiring hospitalization. Andrea sat in silence, deteriorating before his eyes, as Rusty put off getting her the help she needed. By the time she was finally admitted to Devereaux Texas Treatment Center on March 31, 2001, it had been four days since the emergency first began. Four days in which her mind had been left unchecked to spiral further and further into darkness.

	***

	Around ten weeks before the day Andrea would drown her children, she had been confined within the walls of Devereaux Texas Treatment Center for nearly two weeks, yet her condition had barely improved.
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