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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Where do serial killers come from? That’s the question that everyone is trying to answer. At this point in the world, we don’t know. Television psychologists often seem to have the answer within the half-hour allotted for the program. They frequently make it sound clear-cut, straightforward, and even like an easy solution. Only it’s not. Nor is it ever that simple.

      One of the most common answers they give is that the child was physically abused by their father or psychologically abused by their mother. Firstly, how one can ascribe physical abuse only coming from the father and not the mother is nonsensical, and vice versa; it’s just as absurd for the psychological abuse only coming from the child’s mother.

      You canʼt always believe in theories from crime shows that take such easy paths to find an answer to something so complex and not understandable to the average person who has never thought about committing several murders during their lifetime.

      This simplified explanation provided by these crime shows isn’t to say that these problems don’t exist and can’t contribute to what leads a person to commit murder. Depending on the person, they can significantly contribute to developing a mind and creating its construct, which would permit this behavior. Often, when a child is overpowered and physically abused by one or both parents, it’s more about how they respond to such violence. One child might find it a source of power, a way to take control of their situation. In contrast, others will shut off their abilities to feel emotions when beaten. 

      In the case of a sociopath—one who doesn’t feel emotions—there is no pain when they’re attacked, just as there is no remorse when others are attacked in any way. The prefrontal cortex is believed to no longer control the urges to lash out and hurt another. Afterward, there is no remorse or empathy for the pain caused. Instead, a cool, calculated logic is used to cover up or conceal the crime.

      During the teenage years, a child will start to lash out. They will not jump straight to murdering another human. Instead, they look towards small animals that they have the power to control. With no possibility of a survivor remaining to tell others of the attack, it puts them in a position where it’s much easier to get away with their violent crime. As they continue to age, sexual awareness can become part of their crimes. Sometimes, if they attach a specific sexual behavior to an act of violence, it will lead to serial killers who act out their crime to achieve sexual gratification. 

      Also, in their early years, a sociopath begins to develop the ability to fake their emotions around others. Someone in their family dies, an aunt or grandfather, and they see their mother or father crying at the funeral or getting upset about the death. They learn to copy these behaviors so that nobody questions why they are not crying as well. 
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        * * *

      

      This book brings you word-for-word discussions with three killers: Ian Brady (The Moors Murders), Stephen Port (Grindr Serial Killer), and David Shearing (The Wells Gray Park Murders). It includes letters they wrote from prison after they were convicted of their murders, and actual dialogue via interviews and exchanges. The letters and conversations will demonstrate several of the behaviors mentioned. Even though these killers had different kinds of victims and their methods varied, they all needed to control their victims through manipulation.

      Stephen Port is a serial killer of the modern era in the UK who used modern technology, such as social media dating apps, to meet his victims. Port was also well aware of the isolated feeling certain men felt when they were still very young and trying to deal with feelings of being gay. Once Port was able to gain their trust online, he would invite them over to his apartment and drug their drink without them being aware of it. Once they were visibly intoxicated from the booze and drugs or even unconscious, he would have sex with them. This act of drugging them gave Port the feeling of power, which was the only way he could have sex. His victims died soon afterward from the drugs he gave them. He would then take their bodies to a local park, where he would make the victims look like they had overdosed and died in the park. Because many people were using and overdosing on drugs in that same park, the police didn’t detect that there was an active serial killer at work. And since the victims were gay, the police didnʼt look too closely into their deaths, leaving Port free to continue his killings for years.

      On the other hand, Ian Brady was different because he used an accomplice, Myra Hindley. From 1963 to 1965, they pursued their victims directly, in person. Even though the couple targeted a younger set of victims, usually teenagers, they were still driven by a sexual drive towards them. Brady wanted his victims to know he was in control and had the power to do whatever he wanted. He wasn’t hiding his abuse from them. Unlike Port, who lured his victims and drugged them into an unconscious state before abusing them, Brady wanted them to see it and experience it fully. He wanted them to be conscious and aware of what he was doing to them and took most of his pleasure from the control he exerted during his sexual assault. Brady could also get quite violent. The more they struggled or seemed to be hurting from the attack, the more abusive he would get. 

      The third killer covered in this book is David Shearing, who was convicted of murdering a family of six people while they were camping at Wells Gray Park, British Columbia, Canada, in 1982. When Shearing murdered the four adults to reach his primary targets, the two young girls, for sexual assault purposes, all of these criminal acts are usually viewed as a continuous event, meaning the deaths that occurred have a strong connection to the sexual assault and may even have been a necessary part of his planned sexual assault. In legal terms, what’s considered is the overall context of the crimes, not just the immediate cause of death. If it was Shearing’s primary intention to assault the two young girls sexually, and he had to commit homicide to do it, then it would be considered first-degree murder. That said, detectives had no concrete evidence of how or when the murders took place. So, he was only charged with second-degree murder in all six counts.

      All three of these murderers had the same primary focus, which was to assault children and young adults sexually before murdering them. All three of these murderers wanted to isolate their victims before committing their crimes against them. In all cases, control over their victims was the strongest aspect that drove them. The only difference was in the way they achieved that control. 

      One unique point often unmentioned when it comes to Ian Bradyʼs murders was that even though he worked with an accomplice to carry out his actions, Brady, like Port, was attracted to the same sex. Yet, many of the reports about his killings didn’t talk about this. Possibly because, during the 1960s, homosexuality was still illegal, and any discussion about it was avoided as much as possible.

      The primary differences between all three killers were the method of killing, the age of the victims, and the nature of the crime. Port needed his victims to be subdued or incapacitated before he would act on them, whereas Brady and Shearing wanted their victims to know what they were going to do to them. 

      Their victim choices were different in age. Brady and Shearing preferred younger victims, anywhere from six to sixteen, prepuberty, whereas Port usually wanted a man around his age. Port also didn’t want any violent scenes during his crime. He didn’t want to become physical with his victims, whereas Brady enjoyed being aggressive and sadistic toward them. After Shearing sexually assaulted his young victims, he shot them in the head.

      Shearing was also different from Brady and Port in that Shearing was willing to murder others to get to his primary victims, the children. The adult victims, who were in the way of Shearing to get to the children, were just collateral damage to him. It didn’t matter who they were or what they did. Shearing needed to get them out of the way to reach his chosen victims. On the other hand, Brady and Port chose to find a victim who was alone or to get their victims alone first. Regardless of their MO, all three of these killers needed to be alone with the children to act out their fantasies.

      One other, even more critical difference in the Shearing murder case is that, unlike Port and Brady, Shearing goes up for a chance to get parole every two years. Do we think that those who sexually assault children get cured while in prison?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK 1

          

          IAN BRADY - THE MOORS MURDERS
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            THE CRIMES

          

        

      

    

    
      In 1965, in Manchester, England, the Police were called to a possible crime scene at the residence of Ian Brady and Myra Hindley, his girlfriend. In the upstairs spare bedroom, they found the remains of 17-year-old Edward Evans, who had been cut into pieces with an axe. 

      After an investigation and search, the Police found two suitcases that were full of graphic pictures of a young 10-year-old girl, Lesley Ann Downey, who had been missing for months. The photos showed her tied up and tortured. Also found were recordings of the assault on tape, which, when heard at the police station, made people cry and throw up.

      The horrors that were about to unfold shocked the UK and the entire world. Soon, they would become known as the "Moors Murders" and became one of the most infamous serial murder cases to come out of Britain.
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            NOTHING LIKE GOOD PLANNING

          

        

      

    

    
      It was a plain, chilly Fall afternoon when the charming Ian Brady was settling in with a bottle of fine German wine with his beautiful blonde girlfriend, Myra Hindley, at their home. Myra lit some candles, creating the perfect mood for their nightly plans. 

      With this couple, their evening plans were not what a typical couple in 1960s Manchester would make. They wouldn’t light a fire, cozy up to a romantic movie, or cuddle in their beds while reading a good book. Their plans were far more sinister and probably not what you would think. 

      That night, they were planning to have an “event,” maybe two or three if things went well, maybe even more. But before they had any events, they needed to create a list of things necessary to pull off not just an event but the perfect event.

      What kind of “event” are you asking? Well, it was the event of murder. And not just any murder, but a perfectly planned murder made just for Brady and Hindley.

      “Alright, first things first. We need a plan!” Brady said with a firm voice.

      “Yeah, Like what? I mean, can’t we go and do it?” Hindley answered with a light, whimsical feel as she sat on the sofa sipping her cocktail.

      Brady turned his head rapidly and looked her directly into her eyes. “I said we need a plan, and we need it to be written. We can’t make any mistakes, do you understand that?” He answered sternly.

      Brady then grabbed a paper and pen from the desk and threw it at her, landing it on her lap. “Here! Start writing.”

      “Fine, fine. Where do I start?”

      “The first thing we need to ensure is that there can be no thread that will connect our starting point with where we end up.”

      “Right, okay, that makes sense.”

      “Second, we have to ensure we leave no evidence behind. So, no tire tracks, footprints, or fingerprints at the scene. We must be cautious not to leave any hair or fingerprints either.”

      “Right, so we wear gloves and perhaps a hat?”

      “If we need to, you might need to cover your hair. Perhaps a scarf?”

      “Right, cover my beautiful hairdo. I’m not having that!”

      Brady bent down, grabbed Hindley’s arm, and glared at her directly into her eyes. This time, he had an angry look she had seen before. Only a few times before. It was like he was completely different, as if his whole face had changed. “Are you not taking this seriously? Are you not taking proper note?”

      “Yes, I am!” Hindly answered him softly. 

      “Fine. See that you do!” Brady almost shouted at her as he let go of her arm with a hard push, which made her lose grip on the pen she used to write down the rules.

      “Next,” Brady continued as he began to pace back and forth in front of her. We must have duplicates of all of the clothing we use. I mean everything: shoes, socks, and even our underwear.” Brady stopped as he said that and glared at Hindley.

      “I got it.” She snidely answered.

      “We will be burning all of our clothing and dumping the ashes into the river after the crime.” Brady finished.

      “Oh, perhaps we should buy cheaper clothes for the murders then?”

      Ignoring what she just asked, Brady continued with a new thought: “Your car. “

      “Yes,”

      “It must be thoroughly washed and polished inside before and after the event.”

      “Right, got it.”

      “Now for the weapons. We must ensure that we clean the inner and outside of our guns. We have to score the bulletheads to make sure that there are no ballistic markings on impact.”

      “Okay, you know how to do that?”

      Brady continued talking without answering her. “We also need plastic sheets for the car, in case we need to cover the seats. Oh, yeah, and we need to steal some license plates from other vehicles to use during an event.”
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            LOST SOUL

          

        

      

    

    
      On the morning of Friday, March 5, 2010, Winnie Johnson was awakened by what sounded like a voice calling out to her. She had sat down on her sofa the night before and drifted off to sleep while thinking about the memorial service that was finally going to happen forty-six years after her son, Keith Bennett, had disappeared. 

      She soon realized she heard short gusts of wind blasting across her roof, loud, low roars, and no one calling her. As she sat up slowly, she could see it was still very dark. She walked towards her living room window, opened her curtains, and saw it was cloudy. It had been a bitterly cold winter with plenty of snow. The news reported the worst winter Manchester had seen since 1987. She wrapped her robe around herself and tied the rope tightly, as it had been disheveled sometime during her night on her sofa.

      Winnie walked over to the fireplace mantle, picked up the picture of her son, and walked back to her sofa, focused on Keith’s eyes in the image. She was trying to connect with and get his answers, as she had done for so many years. 

      As Winnie sat back on her sofa, she quietly said, “Look at my eyes. They are tired and have no answers. They don’t know much, but I love you, and I guess that’s all they’ll know.” 

      She sighed and placed the picture on her coffee table. Winnie was not going to cry. She had cried now too many times, and no matter how hard she cried, no matter if she screamed and yelled, nothing would change. Nothing was going to change. Winnie would play over the last time she saw her son: she was walking to the market, and her son was running off to meet his friends to see a movie. She remembered waving at him and smiling. Every time she rewound and relived this in her mind, she wanted to change it. She desperately tried to change it and would try and change letting him go to the movies. She wanted to tell him, “No, you cannot go. You are to stay with me and help me shop.” But even when she re-imagined Keith coming to the market with her, he would disappear from the store, and she would end up in the same place. Keith was gone.

      Just before 11:00 a.m. that same day, Councilor Jim McArdle helped Winnie into the memorial for Keith at the Manchester Cathedral. Her hair was combed flat across her head and held back with a band, keeping it out of her face. She was wearing a black and white speckled dress with a long magenta sweater over it.

      Winnie stood before a large crowd, including her family, friends, and neighbors, and the room fell silent. She was trembling and felt a little dizzy. It was all so overwhelming. Not only was this the memorial she had always prayed for, but it was also the last step in closing the case. Winnie reached out her right arm and held onto the stand dedicated to her son. She held on tightly to help keep her balance as she spoke. 

      Winnie spoke to the crowd. She expressed her love for her son, and she believed he was with her to this day, watching over them, and he was in the church now. She went on to thank everyone for being there, not only at the service but with her through her journey to find her lost son, or as she called him, her “Lost Soul.”

      After the memorial, Winnie was off to the Saddleworth Moors, where Brady identified the spot as Keith’s resting place. When she arrived, a small group of people assembled. It was a large, beautiful grassy field with a wood post barbed wire fence running beside the road they traveled to get there. The people had all brought tokens of love and sorrow, such as flowers, teddy bears, and some pictures of Keith, and tied them to the posts of the fence.

      Winnie now stood in the same spot she had stood in years before when she came dressed in work clothes with a shovel to dig in search of her son’s remains. Ian Brady had decided to help detectives find the remains of the other two victims he had murdered, one of them being Keith Bennett. They had no success in finding Keith’s body that day and still have not seen him today. 

      Keith Bennett is now known as the “Lost Soul.”
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            WHO WAS IAN BRADY

          

        

      

    

    
      Ian Duncan Stewart was born on Sunday, January 2, 1938 in Glasgow, Scotland. Ian's mother, Maggie Stewart, was an unmarried waitress who struggled to pay her bills, and eventually, she gave Ian away to her neighbors, the Sloan family, when he was just 2 months old. Later in life, Ian told a journalist he "loathed the first day of each week," as by Scottish law, Sundays were closed to prevent any prospect of merriment on the Sabbath. "Sunday was not the day to be born on, especially not this Sunday, and I found myself illegitimate before taking my first breath. In my case, of course, most people would prefer the term bastard."

      The Sloan family was an average middle-class family with four children who lived close enough to Maggie she could keep in contact with her son. Ian started to develop a dark side to his behavior when he was about four years old by torturing small animals. He broke one dog's leg, set another dog on fire, and even decapitated a cat.

      When Ian was nine years old, the Sloans moved to the suburbs of Glasgow, so he no longer had easy access to his mother. After the Sloans settled into their new home, Ian started to attend the Shadowlands Academy for gifted children, and initially, things seemed to go well for him. But Ian's violent behavior continued in their new home. Instead of it being directed towards animals, however, he now tortured younger neighbor kids.

      Ian started breaking into people's homes and stealing things. He was caught at age 15 and had to go to juvenile court. He decided to quit school and work any job he could get, including as a tea boy at a shipyard and as a messenger for a butcher. 

      Everything came to a sudden halt when Ian was arrested for using a switchblade knife on his then-girlfriend for going to a dance with another boy. The court put Ian on probation and sent him back to his mother's house to live in Manchester.

      Ianʼs mother, Maggie, had married an Irish man named Patrick Brady. Patrick was a fruit seller at the Smithfield Market and hired Ian as a fruit porter. Within a few months, however, Ian was caught stealing a bag of lead seals from the store, fired, and arrested. At the time, Ian was 17 years old, so he was sentenced to two years in a British youth prison in Hatfield, which was designed to help reform young offenders rather than to punish them.

      In keeping with what was becoming normal behavior for Ian, he also got into trouble at the youth prison. He was found to be brewing alcohol in the prison and was sent to a different and more strict young offender prison in Hull. 

      On November 14, 1957, Ian was released from that prison and returned to his home in Manchester, where he started a new job and studied to be an accountant. It wasn't long before he began working as a clerk at Millward's Merchandising, a wholesale chemical plant in Gorton, just south of Manchester.

      Around this time, Ian began to read about the Nazis. He even taught himself German so he could read Adolf Hitler's Mein Kampf. Brady was also a big fan of the works of the Marquis de Sade, who was known for his very vivid accounts of sexual violence.

      About three years later, in January 1961, Millward's hired a typist named Myra Hindley. Myra was around 20 years old, tall, and had peroxide blonde hair. Brady admitted to never liking her hairstyle and noticed she had heat marks on her legs from sitting too close to her fireplace at home. She worked in a small room beside Brady, taking dictation and typing his letters. Brady never paid much attention to Hindley; he thought of her as just another of the female workers. 

      On the other hand, Myra had written in her diary that she was very attracted to Brady. She would write things like "Ian looked at me today" or "I wonder if Ian is courting. Still feel the same." She would also write, "I love Ian all over again. He has a cold, and I would love to mother him."

      On December 23rd, Millward's had their annual Christmas party. The staff would usually spend a few hours at a pub nearby and then return to the mill for some drinks. This year, after they returned, a few typists danced and drank in the office. Brady joined them, and he kissed them all.

      When Myra walked into the room, Brady kissed her, too. They made a plan to meet later that night at a different pub. After a few drinks, he took her to the movie King of Kings, a biblical film. In the coming weeks, Brady took Myra out to see several films. They would stay up all night having discussions about religion and the Nazis.
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            PAULINE READE

          

        

      

    

    
      Ian and Myraʼs house had to be cleared of anything incriminating that could be found by the Police. They would place these items into suitcases and take them to the railway stations. Brady wanted alibis to be established and remain valid for 14 days, then they could put it to a vague status, as most people can’t remember what they did last week unless something special was happening.

      The master plan was placed into a large envelope along with a contact list, maps of the planned places they were going to rob, photographs, an address book, and tapes. They then hid the envelope amongst other papers in a locked room at Millward’s, where they both worked. These were the documents that Myra destroyed in the first five days after Brady was in prison and while she was still free.

      Myra joined the Rifle Club to get a license to amass weapons to rob a bank. Brady wanted her to get one rifle, a .45, and a .38 snub nose gun, as he didn’t trust automatics. But Brady and Hindley’s planned robberies would never happen. Instead, they moved on to something much more personal: rape and murder. How this change occurred is still not known. The van they rented for robberies had become a place that would carry a body instead of their guns or the money they would have taken from their planned bank heists.

      Next door to the couple lived Joan and Amos Reade. Their oldest daughter, Pauline, was 16, and their son, Paul, was 13. Pauline attended the same school as Maureen Hindley and had been in a short relationship with David Smith, who worked as an apprentice in her father’s bakery.

      On Friday, July 12, 1963, Pauline was going to a local dance at the Railway’s Workers’ Social Club on Chapman Street, about a 10-minute walk from her home. Pauline called two of her friends to ask them to go with her to the dance, but both were not allowed to go because there was going to be alcohol served at the dance, and their mothers disapproved.

      Pauline finished getting herself ready at about 7:45 p.m. and left for the dance. She wore a black blouse, a pink and gold shirt, a knitted cardigan, a blue coat, and a pair of white stiletto heels. As Pauline walked down Gorton Lane, she was enjoying the warm sun on her face, which also partially blinded her from seeing anything in front of her. 

      As she walked beside a parked black van, she could hear the driver’s side window squeak as it rolled down. Myra called out to Pauline and asked her where she was going. Pauline recognized Myra, stopped, and told her about the dance. Pauline relaxed into a conversation about school and their mutual friends.

      Myra then pointed to some 78 rpm records (the popular medium for music at this time) that were sitting on the passenger seat of her van and offered to give them to Pauline if she would come to Saddleworth Moor to help her find an expensive glove that she had lost when she was out there earlier that morning. Pauline was early for the dance, so she thought she could fill her spare time helping Myra find the glove. She collected the records, placed them on her lap, entered the van, and they headed for the moor. 

      Meanwhile, Ian Brady was at his parents’ home, creating an alibi. He deliberately asked them what time it was before he left so they would remember when he was there if they were ever asked. According to Brady, when he got to the place on Gorton Lane where Myra should have been, he saw that the van was gone and knew she must have found a victim already. He headed for the moor.

      Brady arrived at the moor and parked his bike beside Myra’s van. He still wasn’t sure who the victim was going to be. Would it be a boy or a girl? He lifted the goggles off his face, removed his gloves, and walked towards Myra and Pauline. They were both sitting in the van smoking. He walked over, squeezed in beside Myra, and lit himself a cigarette.

      After Myra introduced Brady to Pauline, she told them they had better start searching for her lost glove before it got too dark. They put out their cigarettes and headed into the moor, with Brady walking about 15 feet in front of the girls. Everything was going very casually, as they still saw cars traveling by on the road. They slowly made it over a small hill and out of sight of the road, and Myra gave Brady the signal “Groucho.” Brady walked up behind Pauline, grabbed her head, and put her in a stranglehold. 

      Pauline fell to the ground and stared into Brady’s eyes in shock. Brady told her to stay quiet, and she would be alright. She turned her eyes to Myra, but instead of getting help from her, Myra just smiled and told Pauline to keep quiet. 

      Pauline shouted that she was “unwell,” which meant it was her time of the month. Myra just got down on her knees beside Pauline and started to unbutton her coat. Brady stood up and watched over the moor while Myra finished undressing Pauline. 

      Myra started to fondle Pauline’s breasts. Pauline laid down and was submissive, letting Myra now kiss her breasts. After Myra completely stripped Pauline down, Brady got undressed and joined her in having sex with Pauline. 

      The sun had fallen behind the mountains, and it was getting dark. Brady stood up and told Pauline to get dressed. She started to put her clothes back on, and when she reached for her necklace, Myra grabbed it from her and told her, “You won’t need this where you’re going!” The outburst made Brady mad enough to slap Myra across the face, and she went silent.

      Brady returned to the van to get what he needed to finish the job and left the girls alone. Myra picked up a knife she had in the truck and attempted to stab Pauline in the chest, but the knife didn’t penetrate as the blade was bent. Myra then punched Pauline in the face a few times, which caused Pauline’s nose to start bleeding.

      When Brady returned and saw that Myra had not killed Pauline yet, he took his knife and cut her throat. Blood started to gush out of Pauline’s neck, but she was still alive. So Brady slashed her neck again. This time, it severed her carotid artery, and she was dead in seconds.

      Myra told Brady that the girl they had just killed was Pauline Reade. At first, Brady didn’t remember who she was. Then he realized they had just eliminated the competition for David Smith for Myra’s sister, Maureen. 

      It was too dark to take pictures of Pauline, so he told Myra to return the knife and camera to the van and get the spade. When she returned, Brady dug into the soft peat until he reached about five feet. He grabbed Pauline by her shoulders while Myra held her legs, and they put her into the hole. Brady started shoveling peat onto Pauline’s body until she was fully buried, and Myra pulled up handfuls of grass by the roots and stomped them over top of the grave to make sure that there was no sign of a disturbance.

      The couple counted how many steps it took to get back to the van so that they could find the grave again if they had to. Then they changed all the clothes they were wearing during the rape and murder. Myra headed back home with her van, but Brady stayed at the moor and buried the spade he had used to bury Pauline’s body.

      When Myra pulled up and parked her van in front of their home, she noticed Pauline Reade’s mother searching the street for her daughter. By the time Brady got back home, nobody was on the street looking for Pauline. At 2:30 in the morning, Ian and Myra were cutting up the clothes they wore and burning them. Meanwhile, Pauline’s father got out of bed and went to the social club to look for his daughter. 

      Myra has a slightly different memory of what happened that night at the moor with Pauline Reade. She claimed that she was waiting on Gorton Lane, and when Pauline got close to the van, it was Brady, who was parked and sitting on his motorbike across the street. Myra said he flashed headlights to signal her he chose who he wanted. She was to get that person.

      Myra also claimed she drove Pauline to the moor, and Brady followed them there. When they parked, Brady and Pauline looked for the glove alone and were gone for about one hour. Brady returned alone and took her out to where Pauline was already dead and told her to stay with the body while he went and got the spade to bury her with.

      It was then that Myra figured that Brady had raped Pauline as well since her clothes were all disheveled. Myra claimed she became scared for her life and her family, as she could no longer trust what Brady would do.
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        * * *

      

      Several weeks passed, and the Police still had no leads on the missing Pauline Reade. Brady and Myra were able to get over the panic and excitement of committing the murder and soon moved on to their next victim.
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        * * *

      

      Around this time, Myra was in a minor traffic accident and became friends with the policeman who wrote her a citation. Myra claimed she eventually fell in love with this police officer, who would come to her house and leave out the back when they heard Brady’s motorbike approaching.

      In Myra’s later version, she claimed that she met the policeman when he came to look at her van, which she had decided to sell. Brady claimed that he encouraged the affair between Myra and the policeman so that they would be privy to inside information. It should be said that the police officer came forward after Myra was arrested and was cleared of any involvement in the murders.

      A couple of months later, Brady and Myra decided it would be safe to head back to the moor and return to their routine of drinking and hanging out there. They were in shock when they arrived to see that North Sea Gas had been digging a trench for a new pipeline and narrowly missed their hidden spade buried in a shallow grave there. Even more terrifying to the couple was just how close it was to where they buried Pauline Reade, who lay buried just a few yards away.

      The couple spent the day at Saddleworth taking pictures of Myra and her dog, Puppet, on and around the grave. On their ride home, something resonated with Brady for years to come. As they turned a sharp corner from the moor, a young girl strolled across the road just when Brady floored the bike. She was walking so lightly that it was like she was floating. Immediately, Brady slammed on the brakes and came to a sliding halt. The girl turned and looked at him in the eyes and said, “Sorry, God bless.” Then she continued across the road as if nothing had happened.
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            JOHN KILBRIDE

          

        

      

    

    
      Years before, one of Brady’s girlfriends had given him a sealed pack of Tarot cards. “I used them from a psychological point of view, not occult. The combination of intricate designs and colors, plus the multi-interpretational relationship of meanings, made the cards a meditative and psychological conduit, providing a conduit to the subconscious, reflecting inner doubts or confidence in some immediate project at hand. Based on a study of such self-serving amateurs, I do not hesitate to state that one could achieve a higher percentage of success with a pack of Tarot cards,” Brady claimed in his book, Gates of Janus.
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        * * *

      

      Autumn arrived softly in Gorton. It was still mild and dry. The only way you could tell summer was over was the leaves falling from the trees, covering the roads. One night, while drinking wine, the couple pulled out their master plans, placed a map on the living room table, and started to plot for their next victim.

      They decided to go to a different area this time. They didn’t want it too close to where Pauline went missing and to avoid being recognized by someone they knew; the further they went, the better. They soon decided on a town five miles from Gorton, Ashton-Under-Lyne. The couple grabbed their jackets and decided to go and check out the city.

      When they arrived in their newly selected town, they came across the Ashton Market. They agreed that the market was the perfect place to pick someone up because a long, dark street ran behind it with no houses. They carefully made their plans and decided to make the following Saturday, November 23, 1963, the day of their next killing.

      Brady rented a car for the trip to Ashton Market to find a victim, as they thought it would be best to change their vehicle every time they wanted to commit a murder. The couple went to Manchester on the Friday night before, just in case the Police checked to see who had rented cars on the day the person went missing. When they were at the station renting the car, they first heard about President Kennedy of the United States being shot. When they arrived home and turned on the television, all programming had been preempted, and it was all about the Kennedy assassination and the possibility of World War III starting.
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        * * *

      

      Sheila and Pat Kilbride were married and in their 30s. They lived in Ashton-Under-Lyne with their six children, two miles from the Ashton Market. Their oldest child, John Kilbride, was 12 years old and had just started attending a Roman Catholic secondary school. 

      Saturday, November 23rd, started like every other Saturday morning for the Kilbride family: with a family breakfast, and then everyone did their chores for the day. John asked his mother if he could go to the movies with his friend, John Ryan. They went to see The Mongols with Jack Palance. The movie ended at about 4:30 p.m. that afternoon, and the boys decided to go to the market to try to make some money. They knew many vendors would pay kids to help pack away their wares after the market closed.

      A dark fog had descended over the market sometime around 6:00 p.m., and John Ryan decided he wanted to go home. When he left, John Kilbride was standing beside a large garbage bin.

      Only two witnesses to what happened next existed: Ian Brady and Myra Hindley. Both versions of the events are included.

      BRADY

      According to Brady, everything went as planned. Myra told the boy at the market that she had lost her glove while Brady watched the crowd to ensure nobody was watching the two talking. Myra took Kilbride to her car, and they got in together. Myra then picked up Brady at a prearranged place and headed to the moor.

      Brady claimed that when they arrived, they parked, and the three of them walked into the moor. John Kilbride kept asking the couple what they were doing there and where they were going. John was getting scared because it was getting dark, plus he couldn’t see well enough to find a glove. 

      Brady then gave the “Groucho” signal, and Myra grabbed the boy. He started to struggle and kick at her. Brady then joined in and helped bring him to the ground. Brady pulled the boyʼs pants and underwear down, and with Myra holding his legs, Brady sexually assaulted John. After the assault, Brady strangled the boy to death with his bare hands.

      Brady then went to find the spade and returned to dig a grave for Johnʼs body. When the hole was deep enough, the couple placed his body into it face down. Before Brady covered the body with dirt, he slapped the boyʼs backside and shouted out, “Take that, you bastard!”

      HINDLEY

      Myra claimed she wore a black wig that day and waited on a side street while Brady picked up John Kilbride. She claimed that Brady got him into the car by offering him some sherry to help him find a lost glove. Then they drove to Saddleworth Moor and parked.

      Myra claimed she stayed in the car while Brady and John walked into the moor. While waiting with the car, she opened the trunk and took out a rifle they had placed there earlier that day. After half an hour, she flashed her car lights into the moor. She said she saw three flashes from a flashlight, and Brady returned to the car within minutes. He was carrying the spade and one of the boys’ shoes.

      Brady told her that he had tried to cut the boy’s throat with his knife, but it had a serrated blade and was too blunt, so he had to strangle the boy with his shoestring. One flaw about Myra’s version of events is that records show the rifle she had was bought in 1964, after this murder. Ian Brady also denied Myra’s claim that Brady used a knife; why would he use a short, blunt knife? After all, he nearly decapitated Pauline Reade with a knife, and he would have had no problem killing a young boy with a knife as well.

      The couple returned home and followed the same routine as they had after Pauline Reade’s murder, burning all their clothes and the victimʼs shoes as well. They cleaned the car thoroughly and returned it to the auto rental. 
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        * * *

      

      The Kilbrides called the Police the following day, on Sunday. The Kennedy assassination overshadowed the reports in the news of the now-missing boy, but the locals were still able to find about 100 volunteers to help look for him. The Police even used a psychic, Annie Lansley, in this case. She saw John Kilbride’s resting place on a downward slope, with a skyline completely barren and no trees in sight, a main road nearby, and a stream. Brady later commented that he thought Lansley was accurate but didn’t believe in the psychic stuff. He added that she would have been next on their list if she had been correct about their next victim.

      In the months following the murder of John Kilbride, Brady himself broke one of his own rules and wrote Kilbride’s name in his master plan book. Once found, the name in the book would later cause the couple problems with the Police.
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            KEITH BENNETT

          

        

      

    

    
      Keith Bennett was a 12-year-old boy, the oldest of four children, who vanished on June 16, 1964. He lived in Longsight with his stepfather, Jimmy Johnson, and mother, Winnie, who was seven months pregnant when Keith disappeared. 

      Winnie planned to go to play bingo on the night her son disappeared. She left the house at 7:45 p.m. and took Keith with her. Keith was heading to stay with his grandmother for the night, as he did once a week. Keith had broken his glasses the night before at a swimming competition. He wore a T-shirt, blue jeans, a white leather jacket, and black shoes. Winnie and Keith parted ways at the crossroads.

      Myra was parked on the street, waiting for the right victim to come along. She would lure them into her vehicle and take them to their death. When she saw Keith Bennett, she offered him some money if he could help her lift some boxes. He quickly got into the car with her, and they drove off.

      BRADY

      After they parked, Brady said all three of them walked into the moor. While they were walking, Keith told the couple that he had to be at his grandmother’s within the hour as he was supposed to spend the night with her. Myra assured him they would get him back in time and that he would not have to worry.

      Brady knew precisely where they were walking to, as the couple had planned this murder the same as they had the two previous ones. The three of them walked for about three miles before Brady stopped and started to whistle a tune.

      The tune was the signal for Myra to overtake the boy. Keith started to scream in panic, and Brady grabbed the boy’s neck from behind. Keith fell onto the ground and began to kick and scream, just like John Kilbride had. While Myra was wrestling with the boy on the ground, Brady jumped on his back and put his hands around his neck. Myra then pulled the boy’s pants down and held onto his legs while Brady proceeded to sexually assault the boy, keeping his hands around Keith’s neck. After Brady finished, he strangled the boy with his bare hands.

      Brady stood up and dressed while Myra turned the boy’s body around so he could lie on his back. Brady grabbed his camera and started to take pictures of Keith. The couple buried Keith Bennett just as they had the two previous murders. This time, Brady marked the grave with a large stone. The two walked back to the car in the dark, went home, and followed the same steps as the other murderers by burning their clothes and cleaning the car thoroughly.

      HINDLEY

      Myra claimed that Brady was already in the car’s back seat when she picked up Keith Bennett. She said it was Brady who saw Keith and told Myra he was the one. She then drove to the Saddleworth Moor and parked the car.
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