



[image: image]










[image: image]








‘Do not be afraid; 
our fate cannot be taken from us; 
it is a gift.’


 


Dante Alighieri, Inferno
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DEDICATION


To the innocent victims who found themselves in the wrong place at the wrong time and their heartbroken relatives whose dogged determination brought many of these killers to justice.






AUTHOR’S NOTE


The details of the gruesome murders exposed here have been uncovered thanks to a combination of dogged investigative skills and an ability to put the facts into some semblance of order and readability.


Nothing has been watered down because the primary aim of this book is to emphasise – rather than detract from – the impact of these heinous crimes. However, it was necessary to highlight the disturbing aspects of certain events by using page-turning prose to ensure these true stories flow from a dramatic perspective.


So while all scenes are centred on real circumstances, sometimes dialogue has been expanded. And several names and locations have been changed out of respect for the victims and their families.


I make no apologies in advance to those of you who are squeamish about the graphic scenes described in this book. It would be entirely remiss to avoid the reality of what these serial killers have done and the impact they have had on so many innocent people.






INTRODUCTION: 
DRIVEN TO KILL


The journey I’ve been through for this book has helped provide a unique perspective into the serial killers of Mexico, as I have uncovered more hidden secrets about the motivation behind such mass murderers than anything I’ve written before.


I’ve focused on the lives of the psychopaths behind these murders because it is the only way to try and understand what drove them to kill in the first place. And in order to get beneath the skin of these characters and find out about the triggers and the tragedies behind their rages, I’ve had to unpeel their personalities. This meant examining them as human beings rather than heinous killers.


Over the past 35 years, I’ve encountered male and female serial killers in prisons across the world while researching my books, films and TV documentaries. The majority of them seemed empty, soulless characters who appeared to lack empathy.


They often lived in a state of complete denial when it came to the atrocities they’d committed, even though they faced a one-way trip to the execution chamber or a lifetime in prison. Many of them used their childhoods and life experiences as a protective shield to deflect away from the appalling consequences of their actions.


But I have discovered that many of these individuals were themselves traumatised and unable to process their own appalling experiences in order to avoid the anger and resentment that eventually drove them to murder in the first place. This realisation led me to further investigate the complex nature of these serial killers and how they managed to thrive in Mexico, probably more than any other country on earth.


I would ask readers to occasionally step back from their own emotional perspective and try to look at each case with a fresh eye. To understand the killings, we need to understand each of the killers as individuals. How did they become homicidal maniacs? Why were they more affected by disturbing childhood events than others, who recovered from similar experiences without being psychologically scarred?


The anger and confusion caused by a pivotal event such as child abuse in one’s life can be more damaging than the event itself. These disturbing experiences become a subconscious excuse to get revenge on society as these individuals lose the ability to empathise and consider other human beings in real flesh-and-blood terms. This helps them ignore the consequences of their actions which in turn makes it easier for them to take the lives of others. Recognising the red flags before these people become ice-cold killers is more important in the long term than whether they’re sentenced to death or serve life in prison.


Until recently, I’d concluded that the twisted yet eloquent serial killer Hannibal Lecter from The Silence of the Lambs was a fanciful concoction that in no way related to reality. But as I became more immersed in researching Serial Killers of Mexico, I discovered that one of this troubled nation’s most notorious such murderers actually helped provide the template for Lecter’s character traits. While we may have a single idea of the kind of person who becomes a serial killer, they really do come in all shapes and sizes.


It’s not my intention to provide any excuses for these killers, though. I just hope that by uncovering their often sad and tragic lives, it might be possible to prevent others from evolving into being the psychopaths of the future.






PROLOGUE: 
INSIDE THE INFERNO


A chilling cross section of serial killers have emerged across Mexico in recent years. Some are psychopathic loners, others are professional narco assassins and many appear to have been driven to kill by their misogyny, which is still, as with many other countries, deeply ingrained in the public consciousness.


But what turned Mexico into what it has become today? Many claim that centuries of colonialism and widespread corruption forced this proud country on to its knees.


While many aspects could be blamed, there is a burning inferno within Mexico’s more recent past that’s undoubtedly lit the torch that has tainted this entire nation. At least half a million Mexicans have lost their lives as a result of this country’s ongoing war with drug cartels over the past three decades. There is nowhere else on earth where professional criminals have so drastically altered the emotional landscape of a country.


These crime gangs have mercilessly held the entire country to ransom, and in many ways have arguably ‘normalised’ other types of murders by showing citizens that life is cheap. The pressure, both from the international community and from its own government, that is piled on Mexican law enforcement to stamp out the drug cartels has left a huge void that serial killers and other opportunistic killers have gratefully stepped into.


When the drug cartels first emerged in the late 1980s, they were actually seen by many as the twisted saviours of the nation’s economy, as Mexico became a thriving transport hub for trillions of dollars’ worth of narcotics travelling north into the US.


But Mexico’s law-abiding citizens soon found themselves caught in the middle of a cycle of violence, fuelled by these cartels. And as the months turned into years, many would die at the hands of these narco criminals, who were fighting for territory and sending murderous warnings out to the authorities as well as their enemies.


Not even the armed forces have been able to muster enough strength to destroy the narcos in their midst. In recent years, the cartels have forced soldiers and other military units out of their territory thanks to their immense firepower.


The cartels’ biggest weapon, though, is money. They’ve used vast amounts of cash to corrupt almost every corner of public life, often buying off politicians to ensure they can break the law with impunity and bribing army and police chiefs to enable them to continue their illicit activities uninterrupted.


These narcos frequently launch their own recruitment drives specifically targeting Mexico’s poorer citizens, who are so often jobless and desperate to feed their families. This has resulted in newly emboldened gangsters who quickly learned that cartel money can buy them just about anything. And if anyone upsets them, they can hire a professional killer for just a few hundred dollars or do the ‘job’ themselves without fear of arrest or imprisonment.


By the time the Mexican government got around to setting up paramilitary anti-narco units in the mid 1990s, it was already too late. They could do little but stand by and watch as citizens were obliged to accept the drug cartels in their midst or pay the ultimate price.


Today, Mexico has many modern cities that appear to be thriving, at least on the surface. But every one of them is under the control of a drug cartel. That even includes Mexico City itself. And the country’s fat cat politicians continue to condemn the narcos in public, while many still accept their black money behind everyone’s back.


Serial killers of Mexico have been further aided by the police’s antiquated investigative techniques and underfunding, which means many police officers can’t be bothered to launch investigations into murders committed by strangers, as they end up being too difficult to solve.


In Mexico, law enforcement officers also often lack large-scale computerised databases, which would make it possible to connect many of the serial killings that have swept through this damaged nation for so long.


DNA fingerprints – which have helped solve so many serious crimes in more developed parts of the world for almost 40 years – were not even fully utilised in Mexico until less than two decades ago.


In addition to this, a regressive macho attitude inside much of the force has led to an underestimation of many female serial killers, who are given belittling and sexist nicknames such as ‘La Flaca’, meaning ‘The Skinny One’, ‘La Gorda’, ‘The Fat One’, and ‘La Pequeña’, ‘The Little One’. The clear inference was and still is that their gender made them less threatening than their male equivalents, despite committing multiple murders.


Mexican police, like many forces around the world, have also become notorious in recent years for making arrests, regardless of guilt or innocence. According to sources, over-zealous officers regularly force confessions out of innocent citizens suspected of being serial killers. This, importantly to a discussion about serial killers, enables the guilty to continue committing their heinous crimes.


Mexico’s government also tries to avoid publicising its sky-high murder rate because politicians and public officials are embarrassed by the country’s global reputation as a deadly, feral narco state. Independent investigators in Mexico have even uncovered evidence that some individual serial killing cases have been deliberately covered up by police, who are embarrassed by their failure to solve such a string of murders.


Criminologists believe that this ‘perfect storm’ of crime and police failures, all fuelled by Mexico’s deadly narco wars, has helped this nation become an ideal hunting ground for many of the most bizarre and bloodthirsty serial killers in criminal history.


‘If I was a serial killer looking for new victims I’d head over the border to Mexico because life is cheap there and the cops have got so much other shit to investigate, they don’t bother with random killings,’ one former DEA officer explained.


* * *


A dark line connects many of the serial killings featured in this book with Mexico’s most contentious religious sect. The god of death – Santa Muerte – dominates the beliefs of many poorer Mexicans, who believe her powers can help them find immense riches. Santa Muerte’s nicknames include ‘Flaquita’ (‘Skinny Girl’) or ‘Huesuda’ (‘Bony Lady’) which sum up the ominous shadow of death that looms over much of this country.


Images of Santa Muerte often appear on makeshift roadside shrines, usually in the poorest neighbourhoods and city slums. She’s a skeleton dressed in a loose robe and carrying a scythe, illuminated by candles and prayer cards. These shrines contain cigarettes, alcohol and spare change, which people are offering to Santa Muerte in exchange for her protection.


Santa Muerte evolved from this nation’s staunch Catholicism combined with pre-Colombian and African ancestry. The Catholic Church itself has refused to officially recognise Santa Muerte but in many ways this has made her even more popular with followers. Santa Muerte has even been used by some serial killers to hypnotise people into carrying out the slaughter of many innocents, as is highlighted by several cases in this book.


In 2003, Mexico’s government actually added Santa Muerte to its list of registered religions. But in 2005, politicians reversed this decision and decreed it as a fraudulent movement.


Mexican officials then ordered the bulldozing of thousands of shrines devoted to Santa Muerte across the nation. But none of this put off the God of Death’s millions of followers. They continued to insist Santa Muerte would one day answer all their prayers by rewarding them with real love and great riches.


Others have dubbed Santa Muerte as the serial killer’s ultimate friend, as followers have been accused of giving her disciples a twisted licence to kill those who do not share their beliefs.


In July 2020, a 10-year-old boy called Martin Ríos disappeared from Nacozari de García, a small copper mining community near Hermosillo, in the Mexican state of Sonora. At first, the case got little attention. Martin’s mother and her boyfriend told state police that friends had said they’d seen the boy begging on the streets of a nearby town called Agua Prieta. Officers promised to go and fetch Martin, but by the time they had travelled to Agua Prieta, the child had disappeared.


Then in March 2011, another 10-year-old called Jesús Martínez disappeared from Nacozari de García, where missing Martin had come from. It emerged that both children had been frequent visitors to the home of Jesús’s step-grandmother, 44-year-old Silvia Meraz, who was renowned locally as a Santa Muerte priestess.


Meraz and her family lived in a run-down house on the edge of Nacozari de García. Authorities were already suspicious about them because of the large number of apparent strangers visiting Meraz’s home. The police were convinced the house was being used for prostitution but had never been able to prove this. Eventually, the long-standing cases of the two missing boys provided them with an excuse to finally raid the property in March 2012.


Shocked investigators quickly uncovered the remains of Jesús Martínez buried beneath the dirt floor of one of Meraz’s daughters’ bedrooms. Police immediately arrested Meraz and seven other members of the household: her father, her son and daughter-in-law, three daughters and her boyfriend. They were all followers of Santa Muerte.


Then two family members confessed to police that the body of another missing boy, Martin Ríos, was hidden on the family property. As investigators uncovered his remains, they also stumbled on the makeshift grave of Cleotilde Romero Pacheco, a 55-year-old woman who’d been friends with Meraz before disappearing from her home in nearby Nacozari in 2009.


All three of the victims’ throats and wrists had been slit. And the two missing children’s bodies had been decapitated. A police forensic team matched all the victims’ blood to smears on an altar dedicated to Santa Muerte that stood in the main living room.


Meraz later told investigators that she and her family believed that the blood sacrifices of their victims would ensure they got rich, a belief apparently based on the spiritual doctrine of Santa Muerte.


All eight suspects were eventually charged with first-degree homicide, robbery, corrupting minors, illegal burial and conspiracy. One of the accused was a 15-year-old girl. The suspects admitted to prosecutors that the murders occurred during candlelit Santa Muerte rituals held late at night.


One investigator later explained: ‘They sliced open the victims’ veins and – while they were still alive – the killers waited for them to bleed to death before collecting their blood in a container.’ Ringleader Silvia Meraz even admitted to reporters during one subsequent court appearance: ‘We all agreed to do it. Supposedly she [one of the victims] was a witch or something.’


Meraz was sentenced to a total of 180 years in prison for the murders. The other cult members were sentenced to 60 years in prison, while her 15-year-old daughter was sent to a youth detention centre.


They say death is cheap in Mexico, especially if you come from the poverty-stricken neighbourhoods where corpses often lie untouched on roadsides while people and cars pass by, without giving a second glance. It’s a dangerous country where death and destruction dominate the lives of many normal, law-abiding citizens.


Welcome to the Serial Killers of Mexico …






CHAPTER ONE


THE STRANGLER OF TACUBA


GREGORIO CARDENAS HERNÁNDEZ


Gregorio Cardenas Hernández was a small, shy eight-year-old with a tendency to look down whenever anyone talked to him. Goyo – short for Gregorio – also suffered from severe health problems, which led to him one day defecating in his trousers in the middle of class.


No one realised what had happened until the other pupils pointed out the pungent smell. Little Goyo burst into tears as they laughed out loud and called him ‘shit pants’ over and over again. His teacher looked irritated and ordered him out of the classroom.


As Goyo got up, with difficulty as his soiled trousers were stuck to his chair, he slipped in his own excrement and smashed his forehead on the corner of a desk. No one – not even his teacher – tried to help Goyo get up. Instead, his classmates watched as he struggled back on his feet. With his eyes crunched up with pain and trepidation, he hesitantly stumbled out of the classroom sobbing.


A few minutes later, another teacher heard Goyo crying in a toilet cubicle. He was too afraid to come out. His trousers were so badly soiled, he couldn’t put them back on. The same teacher eventually persuaded Goyo to open the cubicle door, wrapped a towel around him and escorted him along the busy school corridor as more schoolchildren poked fun at him.


Goyo was ordered by the school’s headmaster to wait outside his office until his mother Vicenta Hernández came to pick him up. Goyo later recalled that no one else said another word to him as he sat there shivering in the flimsy towel.


When Goyo’s mother Vicenta finally arrived at the school to collect him, she seemed irritated. She hadn’t even brought him a change of clothes, so he faced more humiliation as his mother pulled him along by the hand back along the main school corridor towards the front exit of the school.


Goyo later claimed that what happened that day at school in 1920s Mexico City was mainly his mother’s fault. She’d been too ashamed to tell the school in the first place that her young son had a brain disease known as encephalitis, which meant he couldn’t control his bowels.


But it wasn’t just at school where Goyo faced endless humiliation. On the streets of the Tacuba district of Mexico City, where he lived with his family, Goyo constantly felt people staring at him because of his extremely spindly, long, skinny arms and the fact one of his legs was shorter than the other, which meant he had a distinct limp.


From a young age, Goyo preferred reading and painting to playing with other children. He had an extremely intelligent, analytical mind and lived more inside his own head than anywhere else.


His mother, Vicenta Hernández, was the one person in his life he should have had a close relationship with. However, she wasn’t very loving towards him, rarely showing him affection, and was so embarrassed by his physical appearance that she’d often make him walk behind her when they were out on the busy city streets.


Vicenta’s relatives and friends later recalled that she snapped at Goyo much of the time and ordered him around as if he were an irritating pet dog, rather than someone she gave birth to. But back home, away from the prying eyes of her rich friends and family, Vicenta insisted Goyo slept in her bed with her when her husband was away on business, which occurred frequently.


Goyo later claimed that his relationship with his mother was so suffocatingly inconsistent that he spent much of his time trying to avoid her, which meant being alone in his bedroom or in the backyard of the family’s large detached house entertaining himself.


Bored and curious about the world, Goyo became fascinated with death from a young age. And with no one to talk to about it, he devised his own unique ‘experiments’ to satisfy that interest.


It began by throttling animals, including rabbits, mice and rats, just to see how much they suffered when they were dying. He later recalled that he saw each death as the culmination of a scientific experiment. He felt no malice towards the animals themselves but felt, to feed his own curiosity, he needed to take their lives.


None of Goyo’s other family members cared about the way he inflicted pain on innocent animals and then avidly watched them die. To them, he was just ‘Little Goyo’ – a strange, bespectacled, eccentric child.


In the wake of the incident at school, Goyo’s mother solved her son’s problems by insisting he wore a thick cotton nappy to school. He hated wearing the nappy because it was so bulky it made his trousers look a strange shape. He was certain his classmates could tell he had it on, although no one actually said anything to him in class, apart from still calling him ‘shit pants’ over and over again.


At home, Goyo didn’t dare complain to his mother. She only cared that he got good marks in class and threatened him with punishment if he didn’t.


Goyo achieved high academic grades at school mainly because he had a high IQ and few diversions at home, unlike most other children. No one took any interest in him once class was over. He spent most of his time alone in the school playground and most afternoons he’d settle down in a corner of the school library to complete his homework before he left for the day. Therefore Goyo’s teachers were not surprised when he passed all his exams with flying colours and earned himself a place at the National Autonomous University of Mexico (UNAM).


He soon earned himself a reputation as one of the brightest science students of his academic year. The powerful fuel giant Petróleos Mexicanos (PEMEX) awarded Goyo a cash scholarship to cover all his living and academic costs while he trained to be a research scientist and they also encouraged him to begin developing new products for the company.


Still living at home with his mother, Vicenta, Goyo continued to appear to the outside world as her favourite, beloved son. But visitors to the house at that time noticed that she treated 21-year-old Goyo as if he were still a child, no more than 10 years old.


Goyo remained the dutiful son by always helping his mother with the housework. And when he began earning a proper salary at PEMEX, he gave half of it straight to his mother. Goyo’s other brothers and sisters had long since left home, but he felt unable to leave his mother on her own because he knew only too well how vulnerable and lonely she was.


Most evenings after work, Goyo would complete his home chores and then devote himself to painting and playing the piano. All the while, he also continued carrying out gruesome experiments on animals. These took place in a shed he had built in the backyard of the family home.


Goyo’s world revolved around the house and the PEMEX laboratory where he worked in the centre of Mexico City. He was painfully shy with girls and awkward with his peers. Busying himself at home was a useful diversion from the pressure of having to socialise.


Despite his sheltered life, and like most young people, Goyo was sexually curious, but he struggled to understand the mere notion of dating girls. In general, he was far too shy and unconfident to approach or speak to them.


In the end, though, he was so driven by a determination to have a ‘proper’ relationship that he plucked up the courage to chat up a girl called Sabina González Lara, whom he met in a local cafe.


Instead of taking his time courting her, Goyo fell instantly head over heels in love with Sabina after that first meeting. Sabina later recalled that Goyo appeared so terrified of being rejected that his solution was to immediately ask her to marry him.


She later realised he did it in order to guarantee she couldn’t ditch him. Despite being surprised by his sudden request, Sabina agreed as she liked Goyo. She later said she trusted him because he seemed so gentle, considerate and thoughtful.


In preparation for their marriage, Goyo rented them a plush apartment at 20 Mar del Norte Street, in the district of Tacuba close to his mother’s house, and insisted Sabina didn’t have to get a job because he would provide for them both.


Sabina later said she felt uneasy as soon as they’d got married because it had happened so quickly. However Goyo continually insisted he was madly in love with her so Sabina didn’t want to disappoint him. But as soon as he returned to work, she found herself in their apartment feeling lonely, deflated and bewildered as to what she was doing there in the first place. She also began noticing that Goyo regularly wet their bed at night.


Goyo didn’t help matters by refusing to talk to Sabina about it when he got home from work that evening. And as the days turned into weeks, Sabina began to long for a life of freedom again. Besides his bladder problems, the apartment had started to feel like a prison so she began meeting friends during the daytime while Goyo was at work. They all told her she’d been mad to get married so quickly and when they heard about her husband’s bed-wetting, they rolled their eyes in disgust.


Less than a month into the marriage, Sabina noticed that her new husband had once again wet the bed when she went to make it after he’d left for work. It was the final straw. She packed all her bags up that same morning and left the apartment. She left him a note explaining that she had fallen in love with another man. It wasn’t true but she needed an excuse to leave him.


When Goyo read it when he got home that evening, he smashed up the apartment in a fit of fury. He later admitted being thankful that Sabina hadn’t been there at the time, as he felt like she might have got seriously hurt.


Following that disastrous, short-lived marriage, Goyo began hiring sex workers. But – rather than face the humiliation of sleeping with them in a brothel where someone might see him – he found teenage streetwalkers prepared to come to the rented apartment he’d once shared with his new wife. He preferred them to be under 20 because, at that young, impressionable age, he believed they wouldn’t humiliate him or treat him like some sort of circus freak because of his disability. He also ‘felt safer’ if the women were on his ‘territory’ when they slept together.


On one boiling hot day in August 1942, Goyo – now aged 24 – paid for the services of 16-year-old prostitute María de los Ángeles González, who called herself ‘Bertha’ and walked the streets of the Tacuba area close to his home.


Within minutes of arriving at Goyo’s ground floor apartment, he became extremely nervous about the prospect of having sex with Bertha, even though he had just initiated the situation. He later said he was confused by his sexual urges because they were so overwhelming that he made decisions he later regretted.


But despite his nerves, they eventually managed to start having sex, although Goyo defecated before he achieved an orgasm. Bertha was so disgusted she screamed and yelled at him to clear it up and refused to help him do so.


As Goyo stripped the sheets off the bed, Bertha mockingly accused him of being ‘shit scared’ of her and then laughed at her own insensitive joke. Goyo gritted his teeth and tried to ignore her as he dropped the badly soiled sheets into the bath. But Bertha continued humiliating Goyo. She even demanded he pay her the full fee plus a generous tip to compensate for what had happened.


Goyo tried to contain his anger towards Bertha with careful breathing exercises he’d learned from a colleague at work. But as he soaked the soiled sheets in the bath, she continued humiliating him. He eventually got up, slowly walked up behind her, placed his hands around her neck and squeezed so tightly that she fell unconscious to the floor within seconds.


Goyo calmly ripped a cord from an overhanging curtain, straddled her limp body and wrapped the cord around her neck. Then he began pulling it tighter and tighter until he was certain she was dead. Goyo later recalled that the moment after the killing was the first time in his entire life that he was actually able to achieve sexual satisfaction.


Afterwards, Goyo carefully and methodically buried the teenage girl in the back garden of his apartment. Then he headed round to his mother’s house, as he didn’t feel like spending the night alone.


Vicenta was delighted to see her son and insisted he shared her bed that night. Nothing sexual happened between them but Goyo later said that as he lay there he got an erection thinking about how he’d just ended that young girl Bertha’s life.


Goyo kept thinking about the expression on her face, as her bulging eyes virtually popped out of their sockets while he squeezed the life out of her. In his head, he had no doubt that Bertha deserved to die for humiliating him. He would claim in interviews that he wished he’d done the same thing to all those children who’d laughed at him when he defecated in his trousers in the classroom all those years earlier.


A few days after the incident, Goyo hired the services of another young prostitute, a 14-year-old girl who was known as Erendira on the streets of Tacuba. He feared that, in order to achieve his own sexual climax again, this girl would also most likely have to die. But Goyo managed to convince himself that this time he could achieve what he wanted without having to commit actual murder.


Goyo became so obsessed with having ‘normal sex’ with Erendira that he began sweating profusely as they tried to do it. When she looked up and saw the way his eyes had glazed over, she started resisting. Infuriated that he was being rejected, he became very tense, which gave him an immense headache. He decided the only way to stop it getting worse was to rape her.


Afterwards Goyo apologised profusely, but the girl accused him of being ‘a creep’ and demanded her money. She also threatened to tell her brothers what had happened and said that they’d come round and ‘sort him out’.


Erendira’s words cut through Goyo like a knife. As she continued berating him over what had happened, once again he tried to breathe slowly and deeply, not wanting to respond. But that didn’t work and eventually he got up, took the same piece of cord from earlier out of a drawer and walked up behind Erendira. He quickly looped it around her neck and pulled so hard that the cord tore through her flesh.


Later that night, Goyo buried teenager Erendira’s body in a shallow grave in the garden alongside Bertha’s corpse. Goyo later admitted he knew that killing both women was wrong, but his actions had unleashed a need for sexual satisfaction like no other feeling he had ever experienced.


A couple of weeks later, Goyo murdered 16-year-old prostitute Rosa Reyes by also tying that same cord around her neck and strangling her after she refused to have sex with him. Her body was buried in the garden alongside his first two victims.


Rosa Reyes’s murder was followed two weeks later by the killing of yet another 16-year-old sex worker. Again, she was strangled and buried in the garden.


A few days later, Goyo approached a prostitute on the street near his home. She later recalled how she was about to go with him when an expensive car slowed down alongside them. The prostitute glanced at Goyo and then at the wealthy businessman in his big car and chose the other client instead.


That older customer apparently ended up taking her to Tequisquiapan, in the state of Querétaro, for a weekend break. Having got not only a holiday, but also avoided almost certain death, the same woman later described herself as being ‘the luckiest whore in Mexico City’.


The following day, Goyo was driving along a street in the district of Tacuba when he noticed 21-year-old Graciela Arias Ávalos walking on the pavement. The difference here was that Graciela was not a sex worker. Goyo knew her from when they’d both been chemistry students at university. Goyo stopped his car, rolled down the window and asked Graciela to have an ice cream with him.


The pair ended up having dinner together in a restaurant that evening. Seemingly believing this could be something romantic, when Graciela got into Goyo’s car in an empty, badly lit street afterwards, he tried to kiss her. She slapped him in the face to stop him and told him she didn’t find him attractive.


Goyo later said he was so shocked by her rejection, that for a few moments he gripped the steering wheel as tightly as possible to stop himself attacking her. He stated that she continued lecturing him in the car, so he took one hand off the steering wheel and grappled around for a length of cord he kept in the pocket of the driver’s door.


Still staring ahead through the windscreen, Goyo held the cord tightly in one hand and tried once again to resist the temptation to hurt her. It seemed to be working until she announced she no longer wanted a ride home. He took his other hand off the steering wheel and leaned across to where she was sitting and grabbed her by the neck.


With one deft movement, he wrapped the cord around Graciela’s neck and stared intensely into her face, strangling her so tightly that her head almost separated from the rest of her body. Afterwards, Goyo put her corpse in the boot of his car and drove back to his apartment.


Later that same evening, Goyo removed Graciela’s body from his car and carried it over his shoulder into his apartment wrapped in a rug. He laid her corpse carefully on his bed, spread her legs apart and then, for the following four hours, raped it. When he’d finished, Goyo buried the remains in the same part of the garden that already contained the corpses of the other women he’d killed.


While all of Goyo’s previous victims had come from poverty-stricken backgrounds, Graciela’s father was a renowned criminal lawyer called Manuel Arias Córdova. He had a close relationship with the Mexico City police, as well as the government’s Public Ministry.


So within hours of Graciela’s disappearance, Señor Córdova put the police under immense pressure to find his missing daughter. More than a dozen police officers began scouring the Tacuba district where she’d last been seen. They eventually came across two witnesses who’d seen Graciela getting into a car driven by eccentric local scientist Goyo on the afternoon she’d gone missing.


Investigators immediately switched their enquiries to the Mar del Norte area of Tacuba, where Goyo lived in that apartment close to his mother Vicenta’s home. None of Goyo’s neighbours had seen him that day, but a couple of them told police that they’d grown increasingly suspicious of Goyo’s noisy late night garden excavation work.


One revealed he’d confronted Goyo about those strange activities as he left for work one morning. But Goyo had brushed off the man’s questions by insisting no one had even been inside his apartment. Another resident in the apartment block told detectives she’d heard women’s screams coming from Goyo’s apartment on several occasions over the previous few months.


Goyo soon heard about the police enquiries and became convinced it was only a matter of time before detectives came knocking on his door. Believing he was in need of urgent psychiatric help, Goyo committed himself as a voluntary patient into a local sanatorium. It was run by a world-renowned mental health expert called Dr Gregorio Oneto Barenque.


Goyo later claimed he was relieved to have got himself off the streets and into treatment as he knew he had to stop killing any more innocent women. He was examined in the mental health facility by resident psychiatrist Dr Quiroz Cuarón, who concluded that Goyo had an acutely neurotic personality, evolutionary neurosis, organ neurosis, narcissism and seemed obsessed with anal sadistic eroticism.


Dr Cuarón also insisted on contacting the police to inform them of Goyo’s decision to commit himself. Detectives, under immense pressure from the latest victim’s well-connected father, assumed Goyo was trying to avoid arrest and spoke to a local judge about getting a warrant for his arrest.


The judge issued a warrant after rejecting the mental health experts’ prognosis on the basis that Goyo had to be sane because he’d graduated with a top-class honours degree. The judge also noted that Goyo showed no external signs of actual insanity.


On 7 September 1942, a heavily armed police unit detained Goyo inside the clinic and he was taken in a convoy directly to a cell at Mexico City police headquarters.


Back in the small garden of Goyo’s apartment, police uncovered the shallow grave of a teenage girl they presumed to be a missing 16-year-old called Raquel González, whose disappearance had been reported to them a few weeks earlier. However, later that same day, Raquel walked into police headquarters to announce she was very much alive and had run away with a boyfriend, which was why she’d gone missing.


It was only many years later that police were able to establish that the first corpse they’d found was that of the young prostitute known only as Erendira. No one ever claimed her body or reported her disappearance. And after excavation of the rest of the garden, the other corpses were also found.


During a 10-hour-long interview by detectives at Mexico City police headquarters, Goyo admitted to investigators he’d not only killed the four women whose bodies were buried in his garden but he’d also had sex with his victims after they’d died.


When one of the officers interrogating Goyo asked him why he’d begun killing women in the first place, he explained about his previous marriage and how the relationship had broken down when his wife ran off with another man. Goyo told detectives that his wife’s adulterous behaviour had turned him into a woman hater and this had directly led to him murdering the women.


Goyo also claimed to investigators that he’d carried out chemical experiments on the corpse of each victim, injecting them with a variety of substances to see how their corpses responded. This later turned out to be a lie. Goyo cleverly wanted to ensure his lawyers gave the impression in court that he was a mad scientist, rather than a cold-blooded killer.


The press in Mexico City immediately nicknamed Goyo ‘The Strangler of Tacuba’ and he was moved from his police station cell to Mexico’s largest prison El Palacio Negro de Lecumberri to await his trial.


Back at Goyo’s family home, his sister was devastated by the allegations that her brother was a serial killer. Just a few weeks after his arrest, she died of an acute myocardial infarction, which doctors said was directly related to the stress she had been subjected to.
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