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DICTIONARY DEFINITION OF A HITMAN


A person who is paid to kill someone, especially for a criminal or political organization.






A WORD OF WARNING


So here it is: my life as a hitman in one compact, easy-to-read book. I say that because I know that many people these days have short attention spans and some rarely even read books. Please make an exception with this one. You will not be disappointed.


But to anyone who might see this book as a training manual, I implore you not to try any of these practices at home, or anywhere else for that matter. The law is clear on this. If you take another person’s life, you must pay the price.






AUTHOR’S NOTE – WITNESS PROTECTION


I made it clear to all those involved with publishing this book that if I was in any way identifiable, the lives of them, their families and even their associates would be in danger.


They persuaded me to talk openly and honestly in exchange for my real name being protected in every way possible. You could call it a literary version of the Witness Protection Programme.


That means the contents of this book are based on a 100% true story and events. But to protect the identity and privacy of those who form part of the narrative in this book, all names, dates, descriptions and places have been changed.


Now is the right time to come clean about everything, for reasons you are about to discover.


ANONYMOUS


2020






INTRODUCTION


I am a hitman.


It sounds chilling when I say it like that, but it’s the truth and it’s why I wanted my book to be called this. It’s also a graphic reminder of what I am, which I hope will help bring my career to a close.


There’s nothing romantic about being a contract killer. Death is a harsh business. There’s no way to sugar-coat it, and actually it’s vital that the consequences of my actions get as much coverage in this book as the jobs themselves.


No doubt some of you are not going to like what you read. But many more others, hopefully, are going to love it. There will also be those who will not know how to react once they’ve finished this book. But as long as I get you all thinking, then that’s enough for me.


My advice is to try and forget everything you’ve always presumed about people like me. Put your feelings about the world, your fears, your prejudices and your preconceptions away for a few hours. You can judge me any way you want. No one is the same as another person. Once you acknowledge that, you can then make up your own minds after reading my entire story.


Now to the actual concept of being a hitman. I bet there are some people out there who think we’re just urban myths. I was at a dinner party one time near my home in Scotland when the host insisted on going around the entire table making each of us explain what we did for a job. The guests before me were accountants, lawyers and doctors. Then the host said it was my turn. “I am a hitman,” I said. The table went quiet for a few moments while everyone there waited for me to smile. When I didn’t, the host said: “So what made you decide to be a hitman?” “Disposable income,” I said, in a deadpan voice. The table remained deathly silent until I smiled broadly and they worked out my joke. Then the host moved on to the next guest.


Just saying those four words “I am a hitman” was risky. If I’d said them to certain people when I was at the peak of my “power”, I would have ended up dead and this book would never have been written. But that’s all part of my dangerous, inconsistent personality. Traffic jams and parking tickets make me really stressed. Killing another human being for money doesn’t bother me in the slightest.


I think that dinner party is what set me on the road to writing this story. Admitting “in public” to who I was gave me some measure of release from the pressure of maintaining such a secretive life. It also forced me to think about the reality of what being a hitman means in the normal world.


I killed people for money over a period of more than 15 years. During that time, I encountered gangsters, politicians, billionaires and many others connected to the killing trade. I’ve been fortunate enough to always have managed to escape justice.


Before that dinner party, I’d always respected a person’s right not to reveal their past, present or even future intentions. It’s vital to move forward with your life and not worry about such things. But saying those words made me start to get some sense of perspective. So when you read this account of my life, remember this is not an excuse for who I am. It is who I am.


Millions have read books and seen movies about so-called hitmen. The one that most comes to mind is Richard Kuklinski, known as “The Iceman”. He was the New York mob contract killer who decided to tell all after he was sentenced to life in prison. The Iceman opened his life up to examination after he’d been incarcerated, so you could say he wasn’t that clever after all. He only spoke out because he had nothing to lose. I still have everything to lose. And I need to prove to myself that I really am walking away from this deadly career.


You’re never going to know who I’ve killed as I always ensured my targets did not appear to have been murdered. They died in accidents, occasionally a suicide, and even more rarely from random acts that appeared to the outside world to just be street crimes. Police called them “wrong place, wrong time” murders. But, in reality, bad luck had nothing to do with how those people died.


The advantage of killing people by “accident” was that the long arm of the law never came looking for me. They didn’t even know my victims had died at the hands of another human being.


I’ve always believed the assassination of JFK taught governments across the globe to approach the “killing game” in a different way. He was taken out by a sniper’s bullet and that sparked countless conspiracy theories. But there would have been little or no speculation if he’d committed suicide or died in a road accident.


Today, Russia’s hard-nosed president Vladimir Putin is the global master of the dark art of encouraging his enemies to be killed in those ways. I heard that Putin recently set up a secret squad of killers, who are trained specifically to do such dirty deeds at his behest. It is even said that they’re on standby 24/7 for new missions against Russia’s supposed enemies. It’s lucky Putin’s killer squad didn’t exist when I was at my peak. I have no doubt they would have come after me.


But please don’t presume this book is going to feature the gory details of each kill. I don’t think it’s right to gloat and I have the utmost respect for my victims’ families and friends. I have no wish to rub in what happened to their loved ones.


My job is reprehensible enough without those sorts of details. If you’re after a bloodfest, look elsewhere.


No, my story also includes all the same everyday shit that most people go through. My life is a precarious balancing act between at least two completely different worlds. That means there are many moments when I’ve faced the same problems as everyone else. I still burn the toast, break the dishwasher and forget to pay household bills.


But what a life I’ve led. I’ve travelled the world, often in private jets, enjoyed the sort of luxury lifestyle that most can only dream about, and it’s all down to being a professional killer. Hence you might imagine me to be a combination of Charles Bronson in The Mechanic and John Cusack in Grosse Pointe Blank. But that’s not really the case at all.


I’m so understated to look at that you probably wouldn’t notice me in a bar or on a plane. I could be any one of a million other guys. That’s part of the key to my success. I can slide into places without most people noticing, thanks to being middle-aged with dark curly hair and a splash of subtle grey at the sides. I could be Spanish, Italian, Jewish, Arab or just about anything other than Nordic. I consider the real me to be black, although my actual nationality is a complicated issue. But my colour is irrelevant to this story. It’s what I do that counts, at the end of the day.


Killing is my business. I’m not that interested in material possessions. I was more addicted to the excitement and power it provided to me.


Ultimately, I’ve tried to recreate my life story as it twists and turns through the mean streets of many places, including London, New York, Los Angeles, the Costa del Sol, Bangkok, Scotland and even the largest rainforest in the world.


You could say I’m telling my story without taking any real responsibility for what I’ve done. In a way, that is right, but I know that unless I get everything “out there” I cannot possibly start to move on with my life. I also want this book to be like a form of therapy. I’m trying not to hide anything in the hope that telling my story will not only change me for the better, but also perhaps put off anyone tempted to follow the same path. So by deconstructing my life here, I’ve had to face up to certain truths about myself and how I reached this place.


Shakespeare’s Macbeth perfectly summed up the way that killing other people can turn all your dreams into nightmares. He said quite simply: “I have murdered sleep.” Macbeth’s anxiety and subsequent nightmares about taking the life of another human being forced him to relive that killing over and over. I often wake up in the middle of the night having had macabre nightmares in which I’ve killed one of my victims and am about to die. But my own death never actually happens, which could be an omen of sorts.


Obviously, those nightmares are an inevitable consequence of what I did for a living. Those visions dominate my subconscious and will no doubt remain there for the rest of my life. And the message from those nightmares is unequivocal. There is no turning back.






PROLOGUE – THE SECRET


Stories like mine usually start with a gruesome kill. But there is a much more dramatic element that holds everything together and explains how I got to this place.


It is THE SECRET. It grew inside me from an early age. If no one knew it, I was safe. That means absolutely no one. But if it were to get out there, blood would be spilled.


I was brought up believing that keeping secrets was the key to a happy life, and it was only a long time later that I discovered that the opposite was true. I blame my mother for that. She started me off young by making me promise not to tell my father after she drunkenly smashed his car up while driving on the road that ran through the forest near our home. That secret seemed empowering and energizing for me as a child. It gave me a hold over my mother. If she didn’t do what I asked, I would threaten to tell my father her secret.


So the need to have secrets has evolved inside me uninterrupted since childhood. While many hate the burden of carrying a secret, I always enjoyed it. And being a hitman is one hell of a secret! The weight of it is so heavy it could have either driven me to an early grave or ended up being exposed by someone intent on revenge.


I held on to this secret for decades. It’s hard to pretend to be part of the “normal” world when you know that the real version of yourself is someone who would shock and be reviled by most people. So, the key ingredient of my entire story is how I managed to keep the biggest secret intact. I had to be prepared to kill in order to do that, though.


It certainly helped that I lived in a world few dared to enter. But in order to move on from my life as a hitman I had to go into the forest near my home to retrieve the ultimate evidence of that secret life, which had protected me for so long.


***


There is a starkness that comes from being alone in a forest surrounded by tall, spindly trees and a myriad of wildlife. There are no echoes there. The sounds of the forest are muffled. But inside it exists a subterranean world filled with creatures and foliage beyond most people’s wildest imaginations. But I was familiar with it all. The feelings that this forest provoked inside me had been part of my life since childhood.


On this particular day, it was lightly snowing following a heavy overnight storm that had coated the trees and ground with a blanket of white. I was undertaking a journey from my home on the edge of that same forest to locate something which I’d buried close to a stream. I needed to find it and dig it up, so that I could use it as a bargaining chip to save myself and my wife.


As I trudged through soggy bracken, long shadows danced across the ground as the moon played mind-games with my head. First, I needed to find two small logs I’d earlier left leaning against a tree as a sign, but the ever-thickening snowstorm was clouding my vision.


I eventually found the logs, which would guide me further into the forest until I reached a narrow stream, which twisted and turned through the snow-covered foliage. Just then, I thought I heard someone behind me. I stopped for a moment and turned around to look, but there was no sign of anyone. In my line of business, paranoia is so pervasive that one often has to try extra hard to ignore the sort of fears that come at you every single day. Today, though, I was taking no chances, and looked again just to be sure. I couldn’t see anyone. You see, it was imperative that no one knew where this item was hidden in that forest.


With darkness now descended, the silhouettes of the trees looked down at me eerily like crotchety old men as a strong breeze picked up. That wind shook the overhead branches of some trees, sending icy clusters of snow crashing to the ground ahead of me. I could just make out the full moon rising slowly to the east, through the parted clouds.


As I continued through the heavy overgrowth, the snow beneath my feet smelled almost sweet, provoking a lot of lifelong memories, both good and bad. Then I heard another noise close by and knew that this time someone had to be out there.


I didn’t turn round, though, as I wanted whoever was there to think I hadn’t heard them. So I continued on my mission with my torch illuminating a rickety plank that crossed the stream in front of me. A few moments later I was gingerly walking over it in the darkness. I turned discreetly and glanced behind me, but there didn’t seem to be anything out there.


Just beyond that stream was an enormous pine tree. I walked up to it, knelt down and pulled a small hand shovel out of my backpack before looking just behind me again to make sure there was no one there. Maybe I had imagined it after all.


I started digging until I’d exposed the top of a large, black, plastic sealed container about two feet below the surface. I opened the lid and pulled out a metal box inside it, and used a small key to unlock it. Inside the box were tens of thousands of pounds in neatly stacked notes, tightly wrapped in see-through plastic. Beneath those notes, though, was something much more important. This would ensure that if anything ever happened to me, my crimes and those who commissioned them would be exposed to the world.


I’d deliberately hidden such an important secret so near to where I lived and breathed because I had faith in this forest, as it had proved over and over again since childhood that it could be trusted more than any human being.


I then heard another sound in the distance. This time, I quickly panned my torch toward where the noise came from. And that’s when I saw who was following me…






ACT ONE


CASUALTY OF WAR






CHAPTER ONE


THE KILLING ZONE


The roots of my life story have grown in that forest since childhood, and I remember every visit there as if it were yesterday.


I first entered it as a child more than 50 years ago. The forest was dominated by vast Scots pines directly descended from the same distinctive trees that first arrived here following the Ice Age. These gracious, upright trees thrived on land that was either too steep, too rocky or too remote to be agriculturally useful. That helped turn it into a unique ecosystem, considered by many to be one of the few remaining wildernesses in the entire British Isles.


This forest has always made me feel it was capable of anything. Behind each and every tree could be a bad person waiting to ambush you. On the other hand, there might be no one for miles around. You never knew how near or how far away those people lurked.


I’ve thrived on such an impending sense of danger ever since I was a young child. I’m certain that not knowing who was out there in that forest was the key to everything that has happened to me since childhood. If you can’t be sure who is there, that heightens the excitement and anticipation as well as your own acute sense of awareness. Naturally, it’s something that I have held onto for most of my life.


***


There are no magic pills to feed children to ensure they grow up to be fine upstanding citizens, whatever that might mean. Reliving my story has forced me to focus on my childhood and the impact it had on my later life. Yet those experiences – good and bad – helped me to develop a unique awareness of how I feel about myself. As a result, I grew up to believe I was capable of doing anything I wanted. I nurtured a built-in radar which kept me safe. I learned not to trust anyone.


If I’d had a so-called “normal childhood”, would I have ended up being a hitman? Who knows. Spare a thought for the young victims of neglect and abuse whose lives are scarred forever by their experiences. They deserve much more sympathy than me. To them, my words must seem so hollow.


I was lucky in that I learned from an early age to deconstruct situations. I analyzed and worked things out for myself, rather than telling people what I thought. I kept most of my thought processes internal. I knew precisely what was going on around me even as a child, and this also made me highly manipulative. I learned how to interpret facial expressions in other people, often overreacting to apparent hostility from others. I would see anger in some people’s faces that simply was not there.


I tell you these things as it helps explain how I developed from being an upper-class kid into an assassin, even though my childhood is not an excuse for what I went on to become. No one wakes up and decides to kill people. It grows inside you from an early age and most people don’t recognize it until it’s too late, if at all.


***


Unfortunately, I can’t explain much about my birth and early life because my parents never told me about what happened. They lived for the present rather than the past and, as a result, left me with no clue as to who I really was.


I remember at about the age of four or five experiencing fear and sadness for the first time when I lost my favourite toy in a stream. But it’s only now I realize that that was what I felt. I had no real understanding of my emotions back then.


I have little doubt that my unusual childhood led to me lacking empathy, though. Behavioural experts often say that a person’s inability to recognize empathy in others or to show it themselves comes from such a lack in their own childhood. Therapists claim that children like me have not properly developed what they call the “theory of mind”. Trauma during childhood can lead to emotional repression, acting out, anxiety and aggression. It’s not rocket science to be able to work out why.


***


As a former soldier, my father saw many things in plain and simple, black-and-white terms. He always made it clear he considered himself to be intellectually superior to most of his army colleagues. He’d never held high office, though, which I felt explained why he sounded rather bitter when he talked about his army superiors.


This sense of entitlement didn’t affect me too much during my early years. I didn’t notice much about my father’s character at that time, except that he seemed a bit distant, even though I was supposed to be his beloved only son. He was never “dad” to me, always “father”, and that kind of distance sums him up.


While I usually had a smile on my face when I was young, it was increasingly camouflaging a lot of hurt inside. My father was determined to mould me into a strong and tough character (more or less a mirror image of himself, although he didn’t even seem to like himself).


By the time I was five or six, my mother had already become a bit of a ghost-like figure, who drifted in and out of my life. She seemed detached from everything around her and rarely said much. There were a few occasions when she read me some bedtime stories in her broken English, spoken with a harsh Portuguese accent. I could barely understand what she was saying, but she always engaged so fully with the characters that she made a lot of them come alive for me. Then she’d kiss me goodnight and I’d not see her again for what seemed like days.


Meanwhile, my father would often take entire weapons to pieces and rebuild them just for fun. He saw it as a challenge. I’ll never forget the day he plonked me on his knee and encouraged me to help him clean the oily parts of two Remington shotguns he’d spread across the dining room table.


We lived in a crumbling 16-bedroom Georgian mansion that should have had a dozen staff, but my father could barely afford to pay the household bills. He’d inherited the property from his own father long before I was born.


By the time I was eight, my father was taking me to the local shooting range, where I was allowed to use weapons under strict supervision. After much practice, I was soon hitting the target with pinpoint accuracy, which irritated my father enormously.


There is no denying that, from an early age, handling and firing a gun gave me a definite feeling of superiority, even a sense of eliteness. My confidence would kick in the moment I picked up a weapon and entered the so-called “killing zone”, the place from which you fire your weapon. Just knowing that I had complete control over my own destiny by firing a bullet that would hit something very, very soon was exciting. I would anticipate the thrill before I got anywhere near squeezing the trigger.


That excitement has remained vivid in my mind. I’d approach the moment of actually firing a gun and the feeling of joy would make it feel as if I was floating 10 feet off the ground. That was a buzz I’d spend the rest of my life trying to replicate.


I never forgot the golden rules, either. They included not jerking the trigger or abruptly clenching the trigger-hand, as it could make the gun go off target. I’d carefully place the pad of my index finger halfway between the tip and the first joint on the trigger with no movement. The actual squeeze of the trigger needed to be made directly toward the rear of the weapon. Any uneven pressure would shift the sight picture and cause the shot to go wide of the target.


I’d then apply slow, steady pressure until the gun was about to be fired, while at the same time being extremely careful not to slap or jerk the trigger. That’s when adrenaline would start pumping through my veins, which meant I was automatically “tuning” into every sound, sight, smell and movement around me. I’d hear even the slightest noises at moments like that. Stuff that most people wouldn’t even notice. When the weapon went off, there was still a chance that powder flashing at the front of the cylinder might burn me, so I would steadfastly keep my fingers away from the front of the trigger area.


I learned for the first time how important adrenaline is to your actions in life. It can send you into places you’d usually fear to tread and it can disguise real and painful injuries with its power. My father said that adrenaline could even control your thought processes at the very moment before you squeezed the trigger. It helped to sharpen up those senses, so that you were extra alert. After all, guns are killing machines. The reality of what they could do was never explained to me by my father. Guns were my way of ingratiating myself to him. Just as death would become a different kind of means to an end for me.


Looking back on it now, having all these feelings about guns already filling the inside of my young head wasn’t easy to handle. It prevented me from appreciating the destructive qualities of a gun, and that “killing zone” became as normal to me as a packet of sweets was to other children.


When I was about nine or ten, a lot of people began saying that my father and I were like two peas out of the same pod. That annoyed me, since he always seemed to be putting me down. If we were so alike, he should have encouraged me more.


He would insist that being a good soldier was all about being good at self-protection. Once you were out in the field, your instincts and knowledge, in that order, were going to keep you alive. Showing your emotions was frowned upon. But what that really taught me was never to rely on anyone else. They were all capable – like my father – of rejecting you.


Maybe he was cleverly trying to ensure my survival instincts always kicked in. But it seemed a cruel way to deal with a child, who wanted so much to impress his father.






CHAPTER TWO


HOME SWEET HOME


My parents sent me to a boarding school in the north of Scotland when I was just 10 years old. I hated every minute of it.


I considered most people at that school to be a threat to my happiness, so I kept to myself. I didn’t have any friends. I actually felt more alone around other people. That’s what often happens when you are an only child. Other kids nicknamed me “the coon” because of my colour. I was the first black child to ever attend that school and I was treated like someone from outer space, but with a lot less respect. It was no big surprise that I became very distant from most of my classmates. I longed to be home, despite all my parents’ faults.


My father was without doubt a strict disciplinarian; he was always trying to control my movements and the sort of people I mixed with. Today, I now realize he was just constantly trying to prepare me for life as an adult. The trouble was it felt more like bullying a lot of the time, and I soon learned not to be honest to him about my feelings. That further encouraged my growing interest in keeping secrets, as there became a lot of things that I would never tell my father about – ever.


When I was home, I never questioned my father’s orders, instead going through the motions and doing entirely as I was told, but then retreating into my own secret netherworld. I would never challenge my father’s opinions on things like politics and religion. I also vaguely knew he’d fought in the Spanish Civil War and the Second World War, but I never found out if he’d been injured or what battles he was involved in.


Without any brothers or sisters to talk to about what was happening, I became like a human sponge, absorbing all the information I could gather in my brain and kicking it around to myself and rarely asking anyone else’s opinion about anything.


Up until the age of 11 or 12 I remained happy to play my father along so that I could get what I wanted. I even assured him I’d join the army like he had, so that he would let me sign up for the local army cadets. I needed contact with other children near where we lived. I’d finally had enough of being alone all the time.


The local cadet group was considered the perfect training ground for the armed services. This particular one was aligned to one of the Highlands’ foremost fighting units, with close connections to some of the most daring missions of the previous couple of centuries. At cadets, we were trained in marksmanship, fieldcraft and military tactics. We were even taught a wide range of woodsmen skills, which were essential to survive out in the field of war for many days at a time.


On Remembrance Sunday each year, my father and I would attend the local commemorations near our home in Scotland. He’d get very stirred up by the sound of the pipers blaring out their traditional highland laments. He would use that annual event to further pressurize me into joining the army.


There was one kid at cadets who was very disparaging about this idea. His father was just as obsessed with army life as mine, but this boy was determined to defy him. I was shocked that anyone would go against their father. This same boy teased me mercilessly about being my father’s “little toy soldier”. So one day I punched him on the nose and he stopped ribbing me. That’s when I first learned that resorting to force – either real or imaginary – is often necessary.


Back at my posh boarding school in the north of Scotland, I remained as introverted as ever. I didn’t learn much and spent most of the time in my own dream world, counting down the days to when I’d get home and could go to cadets or wander off into the countryside.


I much preferred being outside to that rambling, dusty, cobweb-filled house where life wasn’t much fun. I wasn’t allowed to watch television, except with my parents on special occasions. We had just one set in the drawing room, and that was only ever switched on for the news.


My father controlled everything. If my mother tried to watch a soap opera it was quickly switched off. She never answered him back, and gradually I started to realize that this had been an integral part of their relationship since they’d first met.


Their lack of interest in each other no doubt led me to feel even more isolated at home, and that’s when my favourite forest began to play a significant role in my childhood.


***


One Saturday morning when I was about 11 or 12, my father announced we were going to the forest on the edge of our estate. He said he wanted to see how my survival skills were developing. I didn’t know what he meant by that but just went with the flow.


After about half an hour, he stopped his Land Rover next to a small bridge by the fields that bordered the forest. I got out of the vehicle, but when I turned around noticed he hadn’t moved from behind the wheel.


“Off you go, my boy,” he said almost cheerily out of the window. “See you back at home later.”


He then drove off before I could say a word. It was at least eight miles from home and the icy rain was being swept into my face by strong winds. It felt like shards of glass stinging my cheeks and forehead. I was angry and confused that my own father had just abandoned me in the middle of nowhere. This would mark the beginning of my life as a free spirit, an independent person. I decided never to rely on anyone else. And as I trudged through the forest that day, I started to appreciate that it offered me more shelter and reassurance than my parents ever had.


I got home about five or six hours later in the pitch dark, drenched by rain and shivering like a leaf but too proud to even admit to my father that I’d been crying during the last mile or so.


For at least the next year, my father regularly forced me on similar exercises, and each time he increased the distance between the drop-off point and our family home. My mother never tried to stop him, although she rarely said anything to him at this stage, unless he spoke to her first.


I never found out what my mother really thought about any of this. Sometimes she looked sympathetically toward me, but that was only ever well out of my dad’s range of sight and usually when she had a drink in one hand and a cigarette in the other. Looking back on it, my mother was very much the junior partner when it came to their marriage. In many ways my father treated her more like a maid that the mother of his child.


Eventually my father “generously” allowed me to use a map and a compass to try and find the quickest routes home. But during the long winter months, I still often struggled for hours, crossing deserted tracks, mushy wetlands and even shallow rivers in the dark. That was when I completely stopped being in awe of my father. He’d turned into a nasty, uncompromising figure struggling to deal with his own failings, as well as the fact that I was growing up.


When I was about 12 my mother began retreating to her bedroom most of the time and became even less involved in my childhood than she had been before.


Our dilapidated Georgian mansion was in such a bad state of disrepair that there were buckets everywhere to catch the rainwater pouring in through huge damp patches in the crumbling ceilings. Our family had always had money problems, yet my father still managed to build up a formidable gun collection that included pistols, revolvers, rifles and those two old Remington shotguns I’d helped clean as a young child. The only safety measure stopping me, aged 12, from using those weapons was a small padlock on a flimsy wooden cupboard.


Around this age, though, I noticed that my father’s financial problems went from bad to worse. He’d received a small army pension and used the remains of a modest trust fund to pay for my boarding school. That money swiftly ran out and he had to take me out of school and enrol me in the local comprehensive.


I didn’t exactly fit in when I first went there. I was considered a posh rich kid who lived in a “castle” by a bunch of children who were mainly from the local council estate. I survived in the early days at that school after learning as an only child to absorb what was happening around me very closely. That meant I could sense danger before it came to get me, which kept me safe much of the time.


Back home, my father’s views on gun safety deteriorated the more he drank. He regularly lost the key to the gun cupboard, so it tended to be left wide open, and the only other preventative measure was the safety catch on each weapon, which I knew how to flick off.
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