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There are no serial killers here. Serial killers are an American invention, a Western decadence that could never exist in our motherland.


Politburo member just before the fall of the Soviet Union in 1988


“Remember this, every son, know this, any child, any son will grow into a pig if he starts out as a piglet.”


The boy went away happy and Munchkin decided: “I will do good, and not bad!”


Vladimir Mayakovsky, Soviet poet, 1893–1930
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DEDICATION


Many of the scenes in this book are extremely graphic because it is essential not to sanitize the violence in order to convey the brutal reality of being a serial killer’s victim. We should never forget or ignore what these innocent people went through during the last awful moments of their lives.


For that reason, I dedicate this book to all the victims of the serial killers of Russia, a nation whose beauty has been scarred by so many decades of violence.


You are not forgotten.






AUTHOR’S NOTE


The real truth about many of these gruesome murders is exposed here for the first time in defiance of the veil of secrecy thrown over these crimes by the Soviet Union and its successor, Putin’s Russia.


However, I’ve occasionally had to deduce certain aspects of these events in order to ensure each story flows from a dramatic perspective because my main aim is to enhance rather than detract from the impact of these horrifying murder stories. This means that, while all scenes have been inspired by real circumstances, occasionally dialogue has been expanded, and certain 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 such graphic scenes because there is no way to water down what these killers have done.


These stories provide a unique perspective into a deadly nation through page-turning prose intended to grip readers from the start to finish of each case. The accuracy of the murders themselves, their causes and their consequences is irrefutable.






INTRODUCTION: IN THE EYE OF THE STORM


To understand a serial killer’s motivation, it’s crucial to get beneath their skin and find out what makes them tick. In this book, I’ve reported their crimes but also unpeeled the lives of these murderers by revealing events that so clearly contributed towards turning them into psychopaths.


Over the past 30 years, I’ve encountered male and female serial killers in prisons across the world while researching my books and TV documentaries. Most struck me as empty, soulless characters who obviously lacked empathy and, more often than not, charisma. By the time I talked to them, they’d mostly been broken by the reality of facing a one-way trip to the execution chamber or the rest of their lives in prison. I concluded that Hollywood’s enigmatic Hannibal Lecter-type version of serial killers was a long way off the personalities of the real murderers. That is, until I found myself working and living in California in 1995.


One morning, my agent called me about meeting someone who had a “unique book project” at a small, rundown dive bar just off Hollywood Boulevard, in the centre of Los Angeles. When I asked my agent who the subject was, he laughed and told me all would be revealed when I met him. Three hours later, I was sitting in a shabby, threadbare maroon velvet corner booth in the far end of the bar when my agent walked in alongside a man with flowing blond hair and a beard. Dressed like a fashionable lumberjack, complete with denim jacket, checked shirt and jeans, he resembled a laid-back young Californian university professor. The pair headed straight to where I was sitting. We shook hands, and he refused an offer of a drink, sat down and then introduced himself. Up until that point, no one – including myself – in the tavern that day had the vaguest notion he was the nation’s most wanted man.


Glen Rogers, aged 33, was on the run and wanted in connection with at least half a dozen random killings of women. Millions of Americans were transfixed by the televised nationwide hunt for him because he didn’t fit the usual profile of a serial killer. He’d just been nicknamed by the media as “The Cross Country Killer” (because he was on the run heading west across America) when he plucked my literary agent’s name out of the Hollywood yellow pages and phoned him. Rogers wanted someone to write his life story before he was either arrested or mowed down in a hail of police bullets.


Three elderly drunks downed bourbon shots at the main bar as a scratchy old jukebox next to us blared out “Riders in the Storm” by The Doors. Rogers then carefully placed his hands down on the table between us as if to assure me he was not armed, and then he began to speak.


“Please don’t judge me,” said Rogers quietly, while constantly panning his eyes around the dimly lit bar to see if anyone had recognized him. “I want folks out there to understand how I became this person. Things happen in your life – especially when you’re a kid – and those events send you in one of two directions. I went down the road marked The Devil and from then on I didn’t care who I hurt. People meant nothing to me. They were just objects that got in my way. I didn’t consider them as flesh and bone. They were just stopping me from having what I wanted.” What followed were allegations by Rogers of a harrowing, abuse-filled childhood filled with unimaginable horrors. He talked about being sexually abused and abandoned. As he spoke, tears welled up in his eyes, and it was clear he meant every measured word that he was saying.


The reason for mentioning Rogers here is that I never forgot his words. I have no way of knowing if his specific claims were true because his book never materialized. A few days after that meeting, he was arrested following a dramatic 13-mile police car chase on the outskirts of Waco, Kentucky. But meeting Glen Rogers in person that day made me fully appreciate for the first time that what so often happens to serial killers before they cross that line is as important as the crimes they ultimately commit. And that is one of the main reasons why this book reveals so much about the backgrounds and damage that turned many of these individuals into psychopathic killers, as well as outlining their appalling crimes. The soul was starved and beaten out of many of these characters before they were old enough to read and write. As a result, they grew up unable to relate to the emotions most of us take for granted.


Many of the Soviet Union’s state-appointed psychiatrists during the nation’s communist rule insisted that all mass murderers had been born to kill and that there was little that could be done to prevent them from committing their heinous crimes. These experts shrugged their shoulders and gave the impression that “people hunters”, as they called serial killers back then, were in their country to stay. But what is it about the nation’s psyche during those often-harsh Soviet times that made these homicidal criminals believe they could get away with mass murder?


One answer may be suggested by my experiences during a visit I made to Vladimir Putin’s home city of Leningrad (now St Petersburg) back in 1965. I was with my mother on a 10-day holiday. It seemed an unwelcoming, grey, lifeless sort of place back then, where few tourists ever dared to venture. As a nine-year-old English schoolboy, I was looked on as something of a novelty by hotel staff. Out on the often-deserted city streets, no one seemed prepared to look me in the eye, let alone smile. But that strange vacation has remained embedded in my memory for one much more significant reason. It cuts right to the heart of this troubled nation.


On the fifth day of that holiday in Leningrad I was trapped in a broken-down hotel elevator with six Russians for eight hours. No one said a word to try and reassure me that everything would be okay. I clearly remember that it felt as if those adults in the lift with me didn’t dare shout for help or bang on the walls to get us rescued. It was as if all the spirit had been knocked out of them. Even when we were finally rescued, they simply trooped stony-faced out of the hotel as if nothing had happened. It has always stayed with me that citizens back then just kept their heads down and tried to avoid challenging authority. No wonder so many serial killers began emerging from the Soviet Union around this time.


Communism itself had been sold to the Russian people as the answer to all their problems. It was supposed to mean equality for all. A fair and even-minded society where people could go about their business and enjoy a safe, healthy life. It never turned out that way. Some of the serial killers featured here were undoubtedly victims of the failure of that political system, which had been so readily adopted by idealistic twentieth-century revolutionaries, some of whom turned into despotic, power-crazy dictators and bullies. The new Russia that emerged in the 1990s from the ashes of the old communist regime wasn’t much better, either. It was riddled with corruption, and many of the attitudes that dominated the old Soviet regime still exist to this day.


Rest assured; this book is not going to come up with lame excuses for the abysmal crimes committed by these serial killers. However, my investigations into the background of some of the murderers featured in this book have exposed why so many of these killings were not properly investigated at the time they occurred.


Police in Russia refused to contemplate that some of the killers in their midst could be women. The macho, table-thumping, vodka-swilling, arm-wrestling typical Russian male back then, a type prevalent in police forces, believed that women – the supposedly weaker sex – were not capable of such heinous crimes. As a result, a number of female serial killers continued their reigns of terror for much longer than their male counterparts. This, despite the fact that they should have been easier to track down because they tended to kill people they knew, often for financial gain and because they needed to “gather” resources to provide for their offspring.


Yet when Soviet police officers and their Russian successors finally chose to acknowledge that some of these killers were female, they denigrated them by giving them cheesy nicknames like “Jolly Jane” or “Tiger Woman”. The clear inference was that their gender made them more “amusing” and less harmful than their male equivalents.






PROLOGUE: WHEN THE DAMAGE WAS DONE


So what made the collective Russian psyche what it was? Many remain convinced that centuries of struggles between the forces of good and evil left this proud country in a murderous fury, angry at the suffering it had been exposed to for so long. However, there is one specific period in Russia’s recent history that deadened the minds of so many and changed their mentality for ever. 


At least 20 million Russians perished during the Second World War – making it many more times deadly to come from that nation than any other during the conflict. When Hitler’s armies surged into Russia in 1941, its citizens found themselves trapped, hungry and under constant bombardment from the Germans. And as the days turned into weeks, months and years, and with winter temperatures often dropping to minus 40, many perished from starvation and the cold.


Hitler knew the Soviet Union would be difficult to conquer but ordered his armed forces to divert manpower and artillery to the Eastern Front on a huge scale, convinced that if he took over Russia then he would go on to conquer the world. Dozens of Wehrmacht divisions, each with more than 10,000 men plus thousands of tanks and guns, supported by packs of combat planes and bombers, pulverized the Soviet Union. They specifically targeted the nation’s food supplies by blitzkreiging factories and strafing convoys of trucks trying to get food to citizens in the most isolated regions.


By the autumn of 1941, the Soviet Union was left with less than three months of food supplies. Red Army soldiers on the Eastern Front were broken and starving. Food rations throughout the rest of Russia were down to a few hundred grams per day for manual workers and even less for other civilians. Bread handed out to the population was blended with sawdust to make it seem filling. When German bombs destroyed food storage units and sugar was melted into the ground by the explosions, desperate citizens resorted to digging up the sweetened earth, then mixing it with flour and cooking it. Murders were often committed in order to steal other people’s ration cards. Families took dead loved ones to ration stations and pretended they were still alive so they could claim their rations. Those in charge of dishing out those meagre rations often stole food for themselves – or exchanged it for sexual favours.


Eventually, a large number of Russia’s citizens were reduced to walking skeletons. Corpses began to litter the streets of most cities. As one eyewitness, Aleksandra Liubovskaia, wrote: “People are shrivelled up, their breasts sunken in, their stomachs enormous, and instead of arms and legs just bones poke out through wrinkles.” One teenager in Leningrad admitted in a letter to his own father: “I’m becoming like an animal. There is no worse feeling than when all your thoughts are on food.”


No wonder some of those who remained alive began to do the unthinkable and eat the bodies of the dead. Mothers smothered their youngest children to provide human meat for their older offspring. Some husbands killed their wives to feed their children and other relatives.


Eventually, special police units were set up in the centre of most war-ravaged cities to combat cannibalism. But they still struggled to prevent citizens from eating the dead, and sometimes killing the living, in order to survive. Tens of thousands of people were arrested for cannibalism during the first three years of the 1940s. Many continued doing it even after the Germans finally retreated in early 1943. And some of those who were arrested for eating other humans were sentenced to death. The spectre of cannibalism had been ingrained in the lives of so many Soviet citizens by the time the war ended that they believed it was the only way to survive.


Today, Russia has many bustling modern cities, and there are few reminders of the suffering that occurred seven decades ago. But for at least 30 years during the second half of the last century, it turned into the most damaged nation on earth. During that period, the world assumed that America was the home of serial killers. Newspaper headlines and TV news bulletins gave the clear impression that such mass murderers thrived most of all in the supposedly decadent United States. 


Criminologists have since discovered that Russia and its communist predecessor the Soviet Union had become a secret breeding ground for serial killers, decades before its enemies in the West. Data recently compiled by world-renowned criminologists has uncovered an unprecedented outbreak of serial killings in Russia, which began in the late 1960s and has continued well into the twenty-first century.


Antiquated police investigative techniques, combined with an authoritarian regime hell-bent on never revealing negative aspects of their country, contrived to keep Russia’s secret serial killers out of the public eye. Law enforcement in the latter days of the old Soviet Union lacked the large-scale computerized databases that would have linked so many of the multiple killings that have tainted this nation for so long. DNA fingerprints – which helped solve so many serious crimes in the Western world from the late 1980s – were considered an unreliable Western invention by the Russians until the end of the 1990s. Others, more recently, have blamed Russia’s lack of CCTV cameras for having enabled many of these blood-thirsty killers to stalk their prey without ever being spotted. In the West, CCTV monitoring is far more commonplace, and criminologists believe it has been a huge deterrent for potential serial murderers in recent decades.


Russia’s police have also played other disturbing roles in aiding the nation’s serial killers to remain at liberty. Overt corruption and a general disdain for the lives of many supposedly “low-life” victims undoubtedly helped spread serial killing across the country. Russian law enforcement is also notorious for its obsession with making arrests, regardless of guilt or innocence. Over-zealous police officers are known to have regularly forced confessions out of innocent citizens suspected of being serial killers. Some ended up being executed before the real killers were ever brought to justice. The message is loud and clear: you don’t want to be arrested by Russian police because they’re capable of framing you for a crime just to keep their bosses happy.


No wonder the Russian serial murderers who were finally brought to justice said after their arrests that they knew only too well that the police were unlikely to ever catch them. The state-controlled media also played a role in this cover-up. They were often not allowed to publish or televise details of these types of mass murders. Poor lines of communication, broken social services and an inbuilt fear of upsetting the authorities helped Russia maintain its dirtiest secret of all for decades.


Today’s supposedly bold new capitalist Russia stubbornly refuses to release the details of many serial killings committed within their borders because they continue to be embarrassed by the failings of their predecessors and the perception of Russia in the eyes of the rest of the world. “Russia overtook the United States as the world’s serial killing capital long ago,” one renowned criminologist recently told me. “It’s only now we’re gradually learning the truth about so many of these abysmal crimes.”


Serial killing is like Russia’s own mini-pandemic. For years, the authorities covered up many of these random murders in the mistaken belief that a lack of publicity would deter other potential serial killers emerging from the shadows because they wouldn’t have the oxygen of publicity to encourage them to commit their heinous murders. This approach has actually had the opposite effect, as many Russian detectives didn’t even bother to mount proper investigations to bring these killers to justice because there was so little pressure from the public to catch them.


Not much happens in today’s Russia without President-for-life Vladimir Putin’s approval. Inside the Kremlin, it’s been said that in recent years he personally encouraged the nation’s police chiefs to continue ignoring most serial killings because revealing them in public would give his beloved country a bad name. There have been allegations that a number of Russia’s most prolific serial killers have been tracked down by Putin’s secret agents and offered freedom in exchange for carrying out executions on behalf of the state.


And then of course there is the vast size of Russia, which helped turn it into the ultimate playground for so many serial killers. The deserted landscape and huge distances between cities provided many of these killers with a perfect escape route, as well as the ability to confuse inter-regional police forces who struggled to co-operate with each other and who tend to reject ultimate responsibility for each slaying. As one California-based FBI profiler of serial killers explained: “Russia ticks all the right boxes for serial killers. Vast open spaces. Inefficient law enforcement. An often cold, dismissive response when it comes to the death of the innocent. I’m certain the serial killings we now finally know about in Russia represent no more than 20 per cent of all such murders in recent times.” 


From what we do know, this book chronicles some of Russia’s most gruesome, disturbing serial killings. For many years after they were committed, these killings were hidden from the world by paranoid politicians and law enforcement agents embarrassed by their inability to take these psychopaths off the streets – though if they had done so, it might well have helped save many innocent lives.






CHAPTER ONE


TWISTED


Nevinnomyssk, Soviet Union, Winter 1963


The Soviet Union had more motor vehicle accidents involving pedestrian fatalities than anywhere else in the world. During that communist era, there was little regard for the safety of those on foot. Pavements were cracked and uneven, if they existed in the first place. Most citizens had to walk on the side of busy highways and just hope that passing vehicles would avoid them before it was too late.


So when a motorbike mounted the pavement in the industrial town of Nevinnomyssk, in the winter of 1963, and mowed down a young pedestrian, the reaction of those present was to simply shrug their shoulders and ignore the plight of the victim sprawled out on the pavement. He was hemmed in underneath the buckled front wheel of the lumbersome machine after its drunk driver fell asleep and lost control. The victim – a teenage boy dressed in the uniform of the Young Pioneers, the Soviet version of the Boy Scouts – gasped for air and tried to cry out for help. Few glanced in his direction. 


But there was one onlooker – a thin male in his early twenties with short hair and sunken bloodshot eyes – who was so transfixed by what he saw that he stopped to watch it all. A handful of other pedestrians recalled seeing that man and how he “seemed to be in a trance”. One witness explained: “He was virtually frozen to the spot as he crouched and watched it all from the sidewalk. I remember him well because he seemed completely oblivious to everything else around him. Then I noticed that he was shaking. I thought it was fear and shock from what he’d just seen. Then I moved closer and realized what he was doing.”


That male pedestrian was crouching under an overhanging tree fondling himself while studying the young boy in the scout uniform struggling for breath lying flat on his back underneath the bike. The same man later admitted that his sexual excitement had been heightened by the fact that so many people were ignoring the tragic accident, which enabled him to masturbate without anyone interrupting him.


The man said: “That boy looked so helpless, especially in his uniform. I couldn’t stop studying his face and his eyes. It reminded me of how I felt inside myself after a childhood of pain and suffering. Each time he cried out in agony I became more excited. It was something I’d never experienced before in my life. In the end, I became virtually oblivious to everyone else, apart from that boy.”


As petrol seeped from a gaping split in the bike’s fuel tank, the man also began inhaling the smell of the gasoline as if it was perfume or a bunch of flowers. Then a small fire ignited next to the bike, and that sent him into an even more intense frenzy. After the man had climaxed, he simply stood up and walked off in the opposite direction as police sirens whined in the distance. Other pedestrians looked away awkwardly when they noticed the dark stain on the front of his trousers. But he didn’t care.


A police car and ambulance arrived at the scene of the accident just as the drunken motorbike rider finally scrambled to his feet and began running in the opposite direction. None of the policemen bothered to give chase. They also ignored the two paramedics crouching next to the teenage boy, his body still trapped underneath the front wheel of the bike. It later emerged that the driver was known to the police officers because he was a relative of one of their colleagues and that they’d deliberately let him escape from the scene.


The young man who’d watched it all continued walking as he heard the police ordering people to stay back. When he glanced behind him to see what was happening, he noticed one cop directing traffic around the boy’s body, which was still trapped under the bike. It was clear from the boy’s open, staring eyes that he was dead.


The man felt another shiver of excitement go through his body but knew he could not return to the scene, as the police were close by, preventing anyone from taking a closer look at the grisly scene. So he walked another 20 or 30 yards further up the street and then stopped to watch from an empty bus stop shelter, where he sat down. He was fixated by the boy’s open eyes staring into the cloudy sky and thought about the pain he must have suffered in the moments before he died.


The man later claimed that that bizarre afternoon was a sexual awakening for him. He insisted that, from that moment on, he knew he wanted to replicate those feelings over and over again. What he’d witnessed had empowered him unlike anything he’d ever experienced before in his life. The sight of a person dying, the smells, the fire, the boy in his Young Pioneers uniform, the crisp white shirt, polished shoes and slim tie.


The man would return to that shocking scene inside his head over and over again for the rest of his life as he attempted to replicate that same heightened level of sexual arousal. Many years later, he explained it all in these clinical terms: “I felt attraction to boys for the first time in my life. There was a lot of blood and gasoline on the asphalt. The smell of gasoline and fire. I suddenly felt a desire to hurt a young boy like him.” 


Like most things in the Soviet Union at that time, this tragic accident was something that no one wanted to take responsibility for. The nation’s ongoing obsession with secrecy no doubt helped encourage this attitude. Most citizens back then simply wanted to survive, without the state trying to lock them up for defying the rules. And the way that all the other pedestrians had ignored the man as he masturbated gave him a newfound belief that he could get away with anything. Most citizens were too scared to pass comment. They just lowered their heads and continued their journeys to and from the factories where so many of them worked.


That year – 1961 – more than 40,000 pedestrians died on Soviet roads, though many believe the true figure was much higher than that because the obsessively secretive communist government deliberately under-played such statistics. They were determined not to taint their political system and provide their enemies in the West with anything negative to throw back at them.


The tragic accident and the sexual awakening of the young man became more significant than most other accidents on Russia’s deadly roads because it also helped unleash a homicidal killer, a monster who believed he was in the hands of a higher power. The same young man blamed communism and corruption for causing the death of the young pedestrian more than the drunken motorcycle driver. The driver had friends and relatives in high places, so when he’d stumbled through the crowds he knew the police would help him cover up his role in the accident. “I had no doubt that he’d either bribed the police or was known to them. Maybe he was a policeman?” the young man recalled. “That’s what it was like back then.”


Anatoly Yemelianovich Slivko had just stumbled into his innermost sexual desires after a horrendous childhood that had left him jaded, untrusting and completely lacking empathy. His life would become a never-ending quest to relive that horrific traffic accident scene over and over again.


* * *


It’s crucial to follow the pathway of a serial murderer right from the day they were born, if we are to get a full picture of the person and a proper handle on how and why they became addicted to killing. In the case of Anatoly Slivko, the journey through the early stages of his life was littered with problems ranging from starvation and war in his town to isolation and abuse at the hands of adults.


He was born on 28 December 1938 in the Soviet oil town of Izberbash in Dagestan, near the Caspian Sea. This bordered Ukraine, which was at that time still recovering from a devastating famine three years earlier. Slivko was a weak, sickly and emaciated child who didn’t eat enough to gain the energy or strength required to fight off most ailments. He also grew up suffering from severe insomnia. Many parents from the region had themselves been so starved as children that they’d completely lost the ability to know how much to feed their young ones.


The young Slivko was also found to be suffering from hydrocephalus (water on the brain). This had given him several genital-urinary tract issues, which included bed-wetting and, later, as an adolescent boy, erectile dysfunction. As a result, he was deeply ashamed of himself from an early age. He rarely ventured out except to school and led an isolated, solitary life with few peers during his early years.


That loneliness manifested itself in Slivko’s awkwardness in the presence of others, including his own family. At school, whenever he wet himself it caused him further humiliation, and he became even more reclusive. Classmates avoided him in the playground and at meal times. As a result, he soon evolved into the ultimate loner. He had no one to bounce his innermost thoughts off, so his own imagination often took over and he began building fantasy worlds of his own, which seemed a much safer option than the real world.


Life in Izberbash certainly didn’t help. It was a virtual desert town, thanks to there being few local industries and restricted farmland to feed citizens. Many of the town’s men worked in the nearby city of Makhachkala, the capital of the region, which was more than 50 kilometres south-east.


At that time, Soviet children were specifically educated in schools to believe that their own determination, stubbornness and courage would help them change the course of their own destiny and that of the entire world. But it was all a ploy to keep them “onside” when it came to communism.


While Slivko’s father was away fighting the Germans on the deadly Eastern Front following the outbreak of the Second World War, his young son was being indoctrinated in the spirit of the Soviet education system. It was drummed into him from an early age that sacrifice to the motherland was more important than anything else. Under communism, children like Slivko were brought up to embrace the cult of fighting heroes. They were also warned that there were spies everywhere, which meant that all foreigners were treated with the utmost suspicion. So when the Germans marched into five-year-old Slivko’s home town in 1943, it must have seemed terrifying.


He was already surrounded by death and destruction, combined with virtual starvation and his own health problems worsening. Slivko later recalled how one day he ran out of his home fearing that German bombs were about to rain down on him and his family and found himself all alone and afraid out on the deserted streets. As he ran for his life, he didn’t know if he would ever see his parents again.


That day, he ended up sheltering in a cemetery already so badly damaged by days of German bombing that smashed, half-open coffins lay across much of the graveyard, some with the bones of skeletons exposed. The young boy joined up with a group of other children in the cemetery, who were sheltering under some overhanging trees. They all knelt and prayed that the Germans wouldn’t bother to bomb the same site anymore. Many years later, Slivko claimed that the cemetery was actually a Jewish graveyard and that that was why the Germans targeted it in the first place.


Minutes after their prayer session in the smashed-up cemetery, dozens of bombs rained down from the darkened skies above. Slivko tried to huddle up close to a group of four young boys, but they were so repulsed by his emaciated frame that they pushed him away and he found himself completely alone, huddled by a wall next to a split-open coffin. As he crunched himself up in a ball and tried to rock himself to sleep, he noticed the remains of a dead horse strewn across the corpse of a woman in the street next to the cemetery. Slivko said that this upset him immensely, not because of the sight of dead bodies but because he’d thought only men got killed in wars. By this time, his own father hadn’t been heard from in months, so his family presumed he’d died in action like so many other children’s fathers.


Eventually, the bombing stopped, but the boy remained glued to where he sat, too scared to stand up. And he couldn’t get that image of the dead woman and the horse out of his head. He kept wondering if his father had died under similar circumstances. Later that same day, he made his way home to find that his mother and sister had survived. He admitted that he’d been disappointed, because he’d felt happier on his own without them.


The following morning, he was woken early by the sound of jackboots clipping the cobbled street outside his home. A platoon of German soldiers was marching past. It was the first time he’d seen them up close. They didn’t look as evil and nasty as he’d heard they would be. He was especially intrigued by the beautifully designed handheld movie cameras that many of the soldiers were using to film the surroundings as they swept through his neighbourhood.


The young boy was also fascinated by the way the Germans openly laughed and smiled. This was a huge revelation to him after experiencing precious little laughter during his childhood up to that point. As one Soviet historian explained: “Most people didn’t dare to smile during Joseph Stalin’s reign as leader of the Soviet Union between the 1930s and the 1950s. Stalin wanted to keep everyone down and repressed so they would not rise up and rebel against him. Looking happy was considered suspicious behaviour and could get you arrested if you weren’t careful.”


Slivko later claimed that seeing the Germans marching on the streets near his home had actually helped lift his spirits. Also, they were so well groomed and carried with them an impressive array of armoury. Most important of all, he adored the way they smiled. Not surprisingly, all of this was very confusing for the young boy, who’d been told by his family that the Germans were brutal, evil demons who planned to cull all the locals and had murdered his own father out on the killing fields of the Eastern Front.


Slivko’s admiration for the Germans didn’t last long, though. He had few friends and his family preferred him to stay at home where he was safer. As a result, he began showing an artistic side to his nature, by drawing pictures of the German soldiers. But his Nazis had big teeth and ugly faces and looked like cartoon characters, and were no doubt a reflection of the confused thoughts going through his young head at the time. In fact, young Slivko felt obliged to draw the Germans as monsters, although he didn’t really believe they were. By this time, he had evolved into a people-pleasing character, especially when it came to his mother, whom everyone felt sorry for because of the death of her husband on the Eastern Front. 


These experiences as a young child during the war were extremely confusing for Slivko. Some psychologists today believe that these types of mixed messages contributed to the boy’s inability to differentiate between right and wrong. After all, who was he to believe?


Just before the Nazis were driven out of Slivko’s home town, he and two other boys from his neighbourhood were forced at gunpoint by two German soldiers to go into a nearby forest, where they molested them.


Psychiatrists who eventually examined Slivko were unable to say for sure if this incident actually occurred. It may well have been Slivko’s way of trying to elicit sympathy after having committed heinous crimes. On the other hand, it may hold one of the keys to understanding what he would go on to do in later life.


Back at school, the young Slivko continued living inside his own head much of the time. Teachers labelled him a daydreamer. As a result, he struggled in class and eventually failed an entrance exam to Moscow State University. He’d thought it would be his opportunity to get away from his dead-end home town. Instead, he was called up for National Service in the Russian army. Slivko was told by his mother that it might help him become tougher and more outgoing. But the teenager found the army no different from school. Other soldiers bullied him and ridiculed him.


In the end, Slivko was allowed to leave the army early because of his own psychological state and his ongoing health problems. His senior officers concluded that he was not suited to life in the service. There were allegations that he was a bit “soft” which implied that he might be gay, which was considered an unmentionable topic back then.


After leaving the army in the early 1960s, Slivko – in his mid-twenties – found himself increasing trying to push his sexuality to the back of his mind. He even tried to fight his urges by moving to the city of Stavropol on the Rostov Oblast, in south-western Russia, more than 500 miles from his home town of Izberbash. He got himself a job as a telephone engineer.


The city of Stavropol seemed like a teeming metropolis to country boy Slivko. It was one of the largest cities in the North Caucasus and considered the industrial and cultural hub of the region. The city itself had multiple museums, which featured everything from priceless collections of fine art to military equipment. One included Second World War tanks and entire aeroplanes stored in enormous hangers where they hung from the ceilings.


There was also a botanical garden, which Slivko would wander through at weekends when many parents were out with their children. But he decided he needed somewhere quieter and more isolated to relax, so he began going to the less populated edge of the city, where thick pine forests bordered many of the suburbs. Loner Slivko spent hours on his own deep in those woodlands. He admitted many years later that he liked to lie down on his back in the grass and think about men that he would like to have sex with. He’d go inside his head and excite himself as he lay alone in those forests. But each time he did it, he felt less satisfied and more inclined to think about turning those fantasies into a reality.


Slivko was relieved when his younger sister eventually joined him in Stavropol. She knew he was lonely and felt it was her duty as a sibling to try and help her shy, awkward brother to finally come out of his “shell”. She’d heard rumours since their schooldays that he might be gay, and she believed that she could help put him back on the right track in life. She decided the best thing for her brother would be if she found him a wife, so he could settle down and have a normal life, whatever that really meant.


In late 1962, Slivko’s sister introduced him to a local girl she’d met at work called Lyudmila. She warned Lyudmila how shy her brother was. Lyudmila found herself immediately attracted to him because he was different from the men she usually dated. “He seemed much more gentle than other men,” Lyudmila later recalled. “That made him more of a challenge. Most men just wanted sex and treated their girlfriends like pieces of meat. Here was a man with a sensitive side. He didn’t boast about anything and he had an interesting mind. He was always thinking about things.”


Slivko himself later confessed that his intensity and shyness was fuelled by his continual struggle with his own sexuality. At this time, it wasn’t just the Soviet Union that failed to contemplate the subject of homosexuality. All around the world, many nations outlawed it. In Russia, it was rarely mentioned, as it was considered the ultimate personal insult. Slivko knew there was no question of him tackling his sexuality. Maybe his sister was right and he had to make an effort to be normal and have a grown-up relationship.


He married Lyudmila in the middle of 1963, and shortly after the wedding – attended by a couple of witnesses and his sister – the couple moved to the town of Nevinnomyssk, 60 miles south of Stavropol. Slivko later admitted that, despite ending up being married for a total of 17 years, the couple had sex together fewer than a dozen times. Yet somehow, he still managed to father two sons with her.


Nevinnomyssk had evolved into one of western Russia’s most important agricultural market towns, located on the Kuban River where it met the Bolshoy Zelenchuk River. The city also had a chemical complex utilizing nearby natural gas reserves, as well as a vast fertilizer plant that employed thousands of people. All this made Nevinnomyssk a boom town in Soviet terms, and the population was surging. It had a busy railway centre, complete with freight yards and workshops. It was also located at the opening of the Nevinnomyssk Canal, which provided irrigation to the nearby farming areas, as well as useful additional transport facilities.


Nevinnomyssk’s booming economy had been helped by a new generation of Soviet leaders led by Nikita Khrushchev, who’d discarded evil despot Joseph Stalin’s brutal and repressive regime and encouraged new industries and cities to expand, in order to try and improve the life of most Soviet citizens.


This was all very bewildering for a young man like Anatoly Slivko, who’d been brought up in the repressive Soviet Union of Stalin’s era. He’d ignored his own sexuality to marry a woman in the hope of a normal life, but he now found himself living somewhere where people actually smiled and earned enough money to enjoy their lives.


Up until this time, Slivko had expected little from life. Now he had relative freedom, and a few weeks after moving to Nevinnomyssk he witnessed the road accident that awoke such twisted sexual desires inside him. He said that watching that pedestrian die tapped into an urge to have real sexual encounters beyond the sick fantasies inside his own head.


Slivko quickly ingratiated himself into the local community by purchasing a cheap second-hand movie camera and then making some amateur documentaries about German atrocities committed during the Second World War. This soon provided him with a solid, reliable reputation, which in turn made him more trustworthy to his neighbours and associates. He never mentioned how he’d first been inspired to use that camera by the Nazis, who’d invaded his home town and molested him.
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