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INTRODUCTION









What makes serial killers so fascinating? Is it the primal fear that they seem to have a drive from which no one can escape? Most murders involve people who know each other, crimes of passion or a single act in a given situation. It is rare for someone to kill twice, let alone the 250 people Harold Shipman is believed to have killed or the 300 victims of Louis Garavito. To meet a serial killer is to be in the presence of someone who could kill you there and then, no reason needed.




  The criterion for being a serial killer is committing three murders over a period of more than a month, with a considerable time between each killing. This book explores some of the most terrible and prolific serial killers in history, from the first recorded serial killer, a Chinese prince 2,000 years ago, to the present day – and there seems no possibility of it stopping any time soon. There have been many ways to profile serial killers as a way of preventing more deaths and finding those who have killed and will kill again. The FBI uses three categories: the medical killer, the organized killer and the disorganized killer. The first speaks for itself, with Dr Shipman being the perfect example. Meanwhile, the line between the organized killer (Ted Bundy, John Wayne Gacy) and the disorganized killer (Jeffrey Dahmer, Jack the Ripper) can sometimes blur.




  This book explores the killers by the more common categories of visionary, mission-oriented, hedonistic, poweroriented. First, there is the visionary serial killer. These people suffer from psychosis, hallucinations and delusions. They are disorganized, which makes tracking them down more difficult. Quite the opposite is true of the mission-oriented serial killer. These people have a plan, a purpose. They kill by type and want to eliminate a certain gender, race or creed.




  Perhaps the most terrifying group is the hedonistic serial killer. They kill because they enjoy it, and their activities often involve a sexual element. You really don't want to be in a room with these people. Nor with the final group, the poweroriented. These killers get their thrills by having the victim in their power, helpless in the face of their violence, actual, threatened or impending.




  So, are you ready? Let's delve into a world of men like Mikhail Popkov, aka The Werewolf, known to have killed over 70 women from 1992–2006. Or the Lethal Lovers, Gwendolyn Graham and Catherine Wood, who killed elderly women in 1987 for sexual thrills and to prove their love for each other. Then there's Ivan Milat – the Backpacker Murderer – who terrorized Australians in the early 1990s. We still don't know how many he killed; what we do know is he never showed any remorse, laughing for the cameras during his trial. And, of course, Fred and Rosemary West, who had a torture room in the cellar of their home and buried their victims in the yard.




  The world of a serial killer is a frightening place to go, but at least you are only learning about them in the safe confines of this book. You don't have to come face-to-face with someone  who has only one aim, be it visionary, mission-oriented, hedonistic, power-oriented or a mix of all four, which may spell catastrophe for you.













VISIONARY SERIAL KILLERS






It starts with maybe one voice in your head telling you there are things to do, and you are the one to do them. Or perhaps a few voices, arguing or agreeing with each other, suggest that what you believe is false and that you need to see through the lies told to you by other people. I mean, look at those other people. Why trust them when what you hear inside yourself makes more sense? Why do the voices try to fool you? And why do they all act like this together? Why won't they understand the truth the voices have told you?




  As this book will make clear, all serial killers are terrifying, but there is a particular type of terror that the visionary serial killer inspires. Perhaps the killer takes pleasure in what they do. Perhaps they have a feeling of power, maybe an overall mission, a plan. But those who enjoy killing can be taught to find satisfaction elsewhere. Those who kill for power can learn that the power to kill is nowhere near as powerful as the power to love. And the killer on a mission can discover that there are other, better missions.




  But when the voices start… Who can tell the visionary serial killer that those voices are wrong? These voices are, after all, so constant, so seductive. Anyway, you can't hear them, so how would you know? You are one of the people the voices say I need to get rid of if there is to be any truth, any justice. You want to tell me I'm wrong? Come a little closer and say that…




  Some of history's most prolific serial killers fall into the visionary category. They kill because someone, something, has told them to. The random nature of these killers' activities may frustrate the people trying to stop them. The visionary serial killer does not play favourites and does not have a preferred type of victim. If the voices say kill, they kill. 




  Psychosis? Maybe. That's what we are assured by the medical profession. They say that the visionary serial killer has a wrong perception of reality. We know what is real, and it is not what they think. The voices are a curable symptom. Normal people don't have those voices, they say. 




  This chapter will explore some of the best-known visionary serial killers, from the legendary Son of Sam to a Japanese woman who killed her victims with a drumstick.




  It is important to remember that every single killer is wrong, that they have no voices in their head, that it's a hallucination, and that what the world says is true is true. Otherwise, we'd all have a killer inside us, and we don't… do we?














RICHARD CHASE – THE VAMPIRE OF SACRAMENTO









They call it the MacDonald Triad. The forensic psychiatrist John MacDonald, writing in 1963, believed he had found a link between childhood behaviours and becoming a serial killer. Serial killers, he wrote, often do three things when young: they behave cruelly to animals, have an obsession with setting fires and wet the bed past the age of five. 




  If MacDonald was correct, then Richard Chase, the Vampire of Sacramento, might have been stopped far earlier than he was. He demonstrated all three behaviours and became one of the most terrifying visionary serial killers of all time.




  Born in 1950, Chase was a hypochondriac from an early age. He would tell people that sometimes his heart stopped beating and his cranial bones moved around inside his head. Later, he would shave his head so he could watch the bones move. Chase, who thought the arteries in his heart had been stolen, became fixated on blood and drank it from the animals he killed. 




  And not only drinking. At the age of 25, the authorities committed him to a mental asylum after Chase injected rabbit blood into his arm and gave himself blood poisoning. The staff nicknamed him Dracula, as even in the asylum, he persisted in capturing small animals – rats and birds – and drinking their blood. A year later, he was released into the care of his mother. She didn't believe he should take medication and weaned him off it. She thought wrong.




  Chase kept killing animals. He once ripped a cat apart in front of his mother and smeared its blood on his face; another time, he was found covered in cow's blood, which he had in a bucket beside him – he claimed it was his own blood. No charges were laid.




  By now, Chase had become convinced that the Nazis, who he thought had access to UFOs, sought to turn his blood into powder and that only by consuming blood could he keep himself alive. He would later tell prosecutors that any rational person would do the same thing.




  Of course, if you start harvesting animal blood, there is a logical progression. Chase's first murder, the killing of 51-year-old Ambrose Griffin, was a practice run – a drive-by shooting to see if he could commit the act. He could. A month later, he broke into the house of Teresa Wallin, shot her and had sex with her corpse while stabbing her with a butcher's knife. Then he removed her organs and drank her blood. He also placed dog faeces in her throat.




  Two days later, Chase bought two puppies, killed them and drank their blood. But it was human blood he wanted, and on 27 January 1978, four days after he'd killed the puppies, he entered the house of 38-year-old Evelyn Miroth, who was babysitting her 22-month-old nephew, David. Also present were Evelyn's six-year-old son, Jason, and a neighbour, Dan Meredith. What happened next qualifies as a mass killing. But it was something far darker.




  First, Chase shot the neighbour, followed by Evelyn Miroth, her son and her nephew. The killer then mutilated Miroth's corpse and had sex with it while chopping pieces off and eating them. Next, he filled a bucket with her blood, which he then drank.




  Chase took Dan Meredith's corpse to the bathroom, opened its skull and ate part of the brain. Disturbed by a knock on the door, he dragged the corpse to a car before taking the body home, where he continued his feast.




  As with so many visionary serial killers, there was nothing organized about Chase's work. He had left hand- and footprints at the crime scene and registered the gun he used that day in his own name. When the police arrived, they found a putrid apartment caked in blood and internal organs, the remains of Dan Meredith's brain in a Tupperware container, and kitchen utensils covered in blood and flesh. The police would later find the remains of the decapitated 22-month-old David in a box near where the murders had occurred.




  Chase was arrested and charged with six counts of first-degree murder. At the trial, he recalled little of what he had done except shooting the baby and placing the body in a bucket to keep its blood for later.




  An insanity plea failed, and he received the death sentence, which in California at the time meant the gas chamber, an irony not lost on a man who believed that the Nazis, not him, should have gone on trial for his crimes. The Nazis, as he kept telling everyone, had directed him to kill. Chase even asked a journalist covering the case for a radar gun so he could hunt down the evil beings who tormented him.




  In prison, Chase terrified even his fellow inmates. They tried to persuade him to commit suicide – none would dare get close enough to kill him. In the end, he did kill himself. Chase was discovered dead in his prison cell on Boxing Day 1980 after overdosing on the psychotic medicine he had hoarded.














HERBERT MULLIN – MOST LIKELY TO SUCCEED









They give out a lot of awards in high school, especially nowadays when "every child wins a prize". Sometimes these awards seem completely random, something to laugh about with friends years later. But, occasionally, these awards can prove extremely accurate. Such as in 1963, when the students at San Lorenzo Valley High School voted 16-year-old Herbert Mullin "Most Likely to Succeed". Perhaps at football? After all, Mullin was a star player for the school team. Or maybe the military, like his Second World War hero father. With his good looks, popularity and beautiful girlfriend, anything seemed possible for Herbert Mullin.




  A couple of years later, his best friend Dean died in a car accident. Mullin was studying engineering at Cabrillo College in California and performing as well as he had in high school. But close friends saw immediately how much the event devastated him. He started taking drugs and building shrines for his dead friend, often spending hours alone at them. He dropped engineering for philosophy and the study of Eastern religions. He became obsessed with reincarnation. By 1969, he was in a mental institution, suffering, they say, from paranoid schizophrenia. 




  He was released back into his parents' care in 1972. By then, the Vietnam War had started winding down. So many pointless deaths. For what? Mullin believed he understood something no one else did. These weren't pointless deaths but a form of blood sacrifice to appease the gods. How did he know this? 




  Well, Mullin had been born on 18 April 1947, the anniversary of the 1906 San Francisco earthquake, the deadliest in US history. The quake's epicentre was not far from his parents' house. Putting two and two together, he realized that the Vietnam War had prevented another earthquake. He believed this, and so, thought Mullin, did his dead father, who had started talking to Herbert in his head. The deaths in Vietnam provided enough American blood to prevent another devastating earthquake in the future. But with the war ending, more blood was needed. Herbert would have to start killing, or the gods would have their revenge.




  Did his first victim, the 55-year-old vagrant Lawrence White, look, Herbert later said, like Jonah from the Bible? We have pictures of neither, so who knows. What we do know is that when Herbert pretended his car had broken down, White offered to help and received a baseball bat strike to the back of the head for his trouble. The blood sacrifices of Herbert Mullin had begun.




  Next came the student Mary Margaret Guilfoyle, who Mullin stabbed in the chest after offering her a lift in the same car. His visions expanding, he later dismembered her to test some theories he had about pollution. And then there was a priest, Father Henri Tomei. Mullin claimed he offered himself as a sacrifice and stabbed him to death.




  Perhaps the priest had convinced Mullin to stop taking drugs. We do know that Mullin went to visit Jim Gianera, the man who had given him his first taste of marijuana and who Mullin now saw as responsible for the voice in his head. Mullin shot Gianera and his wife, Joan, and then went and killed the woman who had directed him to their home. He also shot her two sons, aged nine and four. Mullins stabbed the victims multiple times after their death.




  But still, his obsession with pollution went on. How could it be stopped? Hiking in a state park in Santa Cruz, Mullin encountered four teenage boys camping illegally. He asked them to leave because they were polluting the park. They refused. Mullin returned the next day and shot all four campers in the head.




  As with all visionary serial killer cases, the main problem for the police centred upon the random nature of the attacks. The victims were all different ages, genders and ethnicities, as were the methods of killing. But as with all visionary serial killers, the main opportunity for the police is that the visionary tends to have a sloppy approach to their work or maybe doesn't even care about covering their tracks.




  It was, therefore, not great detective work that led to the arrest of Herbert Mullin. Instead, the situation arose because he shot his final victim, 72-year-old retired prize fighter Fred Abbie Perez, who was working in a garden in Santa Cruz in clear daylight. Furthermore, the killing occurred in front of Perez's neighbour. The neighbour called the police, and Mullin was arrested.




  He confessed immediately. After all, he had nothing to hide – he had simply done what he needed to do. His killing spree lasted four months and left 13 people dead. The main question in his trial attempted to determine whether he was legally sane. Did he know what he was doing? Did he know right from wrong?




  The jury convicted him of two first-degree murders (premeditated) and eight second-degree (impulse). He received a sentence of life imprisonment and died at 75 of natural causes while incarcerated.




  San Francisco has suffered no earthquakes on the scale of the 1906 quake, but pollution continues to worsen. So, the question remains: Did the boy "Most Likely to Succeed" achieve his goal?














DAVID BERKOWITZ – THE SON OF SAM









Apart from anything else, it was hot. In 1976, New York went through a heatwave the likes of which no one had encountered before. The electricity kept going out, and tempers frayed in a city of 16 million people. Sure, there was disco, but there was also a rising crime rate, with the police trying to solve 1,000 murders that year alone. What difference would a few more murders make?




  But the random nature of this visionary serial killer's work had put the city on edge. Initially, the NYPD considered that the murder of Donna Lauria and the wounding of her friend Jody Valenti, followed by attacks on Carl Denaro and Rosemary Keenan and then Donna DeMasi and Joanne Lomino, seemed unrelated. Yes, the victims were all aged between 16 and 20, and yes, the shooter had appeared out of nowhere, fired and then ran away. And yes, five of the six victims had survived, suggesting an amateur. But New York is a big city. Had three different shooters shot three separate couples?




  But in January 1977, Christine Freund, 26, and her fiancé John Diel, 30, were, like the other victims, sitting in their car, which they had parked in Forest Hills, New York, after seeing a screening of Rocky. Christine, like all the other female victims, had dark hair. Again, the shooter came out of nowhere. Again, the attack occurred at night. Again, the attacker used .44 calibre bullets. Again, there was a survivor. In this case, Diel, who drove away. And like the first shooting, there was a dead body – Freund. For the first time, the police started to draw parallels between the attacks. 




  A month later, another dark-haired woman, Virginia Voskerichian, 19, was walking home from Columbia University about a block from where Freund lived when a gunman approached and took aim. Voskerichian tried to use her textbooks to shield herself, but the bullets went through them and killed her. The police reported that the bullets came from the same gun that had killed Lauria, the first victim. The .44 Calibre Killer had begun their reign of terror.




  This nickname would not last long. A month later, Alexander Esau, 20, a tow truck operator, and Valentina Suriani, 18, a Lehman College student and aspiring model, sat in their car a few blocks from the first shooting. A nearby resident heard four shots and called the police. The pair were found dead, each with two .44 calibre bullets in the head. 




  Left at the crime scene was a letter written in block capitals and full of spelling errors. The killer was no woman-hater, just a monster. When his imaginary father, Sam, got drunk, he got mean. Sam loved to drink blood. And he would say to his son, according to the letter, "GO OUT AND KILL". The killer thus acquired a new name: the Son of Sam.




  Shortly afterward, the journalist Jimmy Breslin received letters full of violent rants, more articulate than the first letter, but also signed Son of Sam. The New York Post ran a front-page headline declaring, "No One is Safe". Women started cutting their hair and wearing blonde wigs.




  But the shootings went on. On 26 June 1977, Salvatore Lupo, 20, and Judy Placido, 17, sat in Lupo's car at 3 a.m. after leaving a disco in Queens. Three gunshots smashed into their vehicle. Both survived. Lupo later told the police they had been discussing the Son of Sam.




  A year and two days after the first killing, the final attack took place. Two 20-year-olds, secretary Stacy Moskowitz and clothing salesman Robert Violante, were in a car kissing when four bullets were shot into them. Violante survived, Moskowitz died. She had become the first blonde victim of the Son of Sam.




  But like most visionary serial killers, the Son of Sam had covered his tracks sloppily. A Ford Galaxie spotted near the final killing was traced and had a series of strange letters, maps of crime scenes and a .44 calibre Bulldog pistol inside it. The owner of the car was David Berkowitz. The police waited for him to go to his vehicle and pounced. Smiling, Berkowitz asked the police what had taken them so long. A later search of his apartment found it in disarray, covered in Satanic symbols and containing a diary taking credit for numerous arson attacks. 




  Berkowitz confessed to all the shootings. But who was Sam, really? During questioning, Berkowitz told baffled police that Sam was a former neighbour whose dog, Harvey, had become possessed by a demonic spirit. Berkowitz attempted to kill the dog, but supernatural influences prevented him. According to Berkowitz, Harvey had ordered him to carry out the killings, thus becoming the Son of Sam.




  Berkowitz received six life sentences totalling 365 years behind bars. During his sentencing, he chanted that Stacy was a whore, in reference to the last of his killings. In prison, he confessed to numerous other murders. He also claimed membership in an occult group that had helped him with the killings. Sometimes, he claimed he was only the lookout man. 




  Berkowitz remains in prison, having only served the start of his 365 years. In 1987, Berkowitz became an Evangelical Christian and asked that he no longer be called the Son of Sam but the Son of Hope. This name change has not passed into popular culture.














JOSEPH KALLINGER – THE SHOEMAKER









Even without the visions, the crimes of Joseph Kallinger would horrify. 




  Born in Pennsylvania in 1935, his adoptive parents severely abused him from a young age. They would starve him, whip him, hit him with a hammer, make him kneel on jagged rocks and force him to consume excrement. One attack left him in the hospital, and when he returned home, his parents lied to him that while there, the doctors had given him surgery to keep his genitals small. At the age of nine, he was sexually assaulted by older boys, and at 13, he was masturbating into holes in walls; he needed a knife nearby to orgasm.




  He married at 17 and had two children. His wife left him, claiming domestic abuse, and he was placed in a mental hospital as he could no longer control himself. On release, he burned his house down and collected the insurance money. He did the same thing twice more, attempted suicide and returned to the hospital. 




  Upon his release, he remarried. He had five children, one of whom, Michael, soon became his accomplice. After burning his oldest daughter's thigh with a hot iron, Kallinger was again arrested and received four years' probation for child abuse.




  By that point, he suffered from constant hallucinations and had a vision which would dictate the heinous crimes for him to commit. He received a visit from a disembodied head called Charlie, who gave him orders from God that he should murder young boys and sever their genitals. He confided the vision to his 13-year-old son Michael, whom he asked for help. Michael said, "Glad to do it, Dad." Eleven days later, they killed Jose Collazo, a Puerto Rican youth, after torturing him and cutting off his penis.




  Next to die, in August 1974, was Joseph Kallinger's son, Joe Jr. Joe Sr took out a life insurance policy on his older son a month before, and then he and Michael drowned him at a demolition site. Suspecting foul play, the insurance company refused to pay out. Joseph underwent questioning as a murder suspect, but the lack of evidence meant he was released.




  Joseph and Michael embarked on a crime spree across America, from Pennsylvania to Philadelphia, from Baltimore to New Jersey. Over the course of six weeks, acting as travelling shoe salesmen, they robbed, assaulted and sexually abused four families. On 3 December 1974, they kidnapped four women playing bridge and stole $20,000. Another woman was held at gunpoint and forced to perform sex acts with Joseph. All the while, the disembodied head kept visiting Kallinger, urging him on.




  On 8 January 1975, they entered a house in New Jersey, with Joseph pretending he was a travelling salesman called John Handcock. Most of the family was out, except for three – Didi Romaine, caring for her ailing grandmother with her young son, Robert. Kallinger stripped Didi and her son naked, tying them to a bed with an electrical cord. As more family members came home, they were stripped and bound using the cord of a vacuum cleaner. Frank Welby, the boyfriend of one of the women, was hogtied with a belt. Joseph and Michael then started searching the house for valuables.




  There was a knock at the door. Kallinger answered it. A neighbour, 21-year-old Maria Fasching, had heard the commotion and come to investigate. Kallinger forced her to the ground. There were now eight people held captive, seven of them women. Presumably nervous about the one man, Frank Welby, Kallinger dragged him down to the basement, holding a knife against his genitals, threatening to remove them if he moved. 




  Welby then heard Maria protesting as she was led down to the basement, followed by the sound of her being raped. He then heard Kallinger tell Maria to bite Welby's penis off. She refused, and there was a scream. Kallinger had slit her throat from ear to ear, his third and final murder victim.




  Meanwhile, one of the women freed herself and ran into the street, screaming for her neighbours' help. By the time the police arrived, the pair had fled. But careless Kallinger had left a bloodied shirt at the scene, which the police managed to trace back to him. On 17 January, nine days after the assaults and murder, Joseph and Michael Kallinger were arrested. 




  At his trial, Kallinger pleaded insanity, again claiming God was talking to him. According to newspaper reports of the trial, "his head bobbed and jerked, then swung in clockwise arcs, continually in motion". Jurors believed he was doing what he could to appear psychotic. 




  They didn't believe him and found him sane. Kallinger received a sentence of life imprisonment for murder, robbery and contributing to the delinquency of a minor. That minor, Michael, was held to be under coercive control and was sentenced to a reformatory. Aged 21, he was released, changed his name and disappeared. 




  In prison, Kallinger attempted to kill himself several times, finally being transferred to a mental hospital. He died in 1996, having spent the last 11 years of his life on suicide watch. Before he died, he was interviewed for a book about his crimes. What he wanted, he said, was to kill every person on earth, then kill himself. Why, he was asked. To become a god, he said.














DIONATHAN CELESTRINO – THE CROSS MANIAC









They have been found in shallow graves, down sewage systems, cut up in fridges, dumped by highways, buried under patios. The victims of serial killers always have a final indignity to suffer: how they are found. One killer, 16-year-old Brazilian Dionathan Celestrino, made this humiliation a central part of his murders. Known as The Cross Maniac, he would undress his victims after killing them, spread their arms and cross their legs at ankle height to resemble a cross. He then left a note explaining why they had to die. Fortunately, he was captured after only three murders, or who knows how many deaths would have occurred.




  Celestrino was not a normal boy. Born in 1992, he had taken to sleeping in cemeteries by his early teens and became interested in necrophilia. He loved blood and avidly read accounts of serial killers. Describing himself as a religious goth, he became the leader of a Satanic cult at high school and was known to bully and abuse Black students.




  One particular serial killer caught his attention: fellow Brazilian Francisco de Assis Pereira, known as The Park Maniac, who also had an interest in the occult and had killed 11 victims, attempting to cannibalize a number of them. The case had been huge news in Brazil, and Celestrino had a picture of the killer on his bedroom wall. Celestrino called Pereira his hero and his rival and said he wanted to beat The Park Maniac's record of 11 kills.




  Celestrino started early. On 2 July 2008, at the age of 16, he approached his neighbour, 33-year-old bricklayer Catalino Gardena. In his testimony, he said it was his MO to ask the victim sex-related questions to determine their purity. If he found them impure, he considered it his duty to punish them – by death. Celestrino killed Gardena, then placed the victim's body in the position of a cross, even writing INRI on his body – the abbreviation of "Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews", a phrase inscribed at the top of the cross upon which Jesus died. Gardena had deserved to die, said Celestrino, because he was "an alcoholic and homosexual".




  A month later, 22-year-old gas station attendant Letícia de Oliveira was on her way to meet a couple of friends when Celestrino approached her and took her to a cemetery at knifepoint. Again, he asked sex-related questions, establishing that she was a lesbian. Again, he found his victim impure, stabbed her and left her naked on top of a grave, forming the body into the shape of a cross. 




  The local population around Rio Brilhante, where the killings took place, panicked. Celestrino delighted in the publicity and had newspaper clippings about the killing in his possession when he was caught, as well as souvenirs of his murders – clothes and jewellery.




  He abducted another girl, only identified as Carla, shortly after killing Letícia de Oliveira. Taking the girl to an abandoned building, he interrogated her at knifepoint for two hours. Perhaps she was pure in his analysis, for he let her go. The police later found a list of his victims: he labelled those he killed as DEAD, and Carla was listed as SAVED. 




  A month later, 13-year-old Gleice da Silva did not have the same luck as Carla. She was found naked, strangled and placed in the shape of a crucifix. A note beside the body consisted of a set of scrambled letters which, when rearranged, spelled out the word INFERNO and the statement "dead man does not respond to messages".




  The authorities set up a special unit to investigate the murders. As Gardena's neighbour, Celestrino was one of the first suspects interviewed, but he was not arrested. Instead, his own arrogance and clumsiness led to his undoing. On Gleice da Silva's social media profile, the police found a post by Cachorro do Inferno 666 (Dog of Hell 666). The message, "THE DEAD CAN'T RECEIVE SCRAPS YOU SICKOS!", was strikingly similar to the note found next to the victim's body. An investigation quickly traced Cachorro do Inferno 666 back to Celestrino, who was arrested on 9 October 2008, three days after da Silva's death. He confessed immediately.




  A psychiatric evaluation of him diagnosed antisocial personality disorder, characterized by impulsive, irresponsible and often criminal behaviour, and chronic psychopathy, which impairs empathy and remorse. In prison, Celestrino became known for violent outbursts and assaulting guards and fellow prisoners. He escaped once in 2013 but was quickly rearrested in Portugal when a fellow guest spotted him at a hotel.




  As a minor at the time of his crimes, and due to his psychiatric assessment, Celestrino was not charged and was due for release at 21. However, evaluations deemed him incapable of living a normal life and a danger to society, with the recommendation that he should never go free. He is now a model prisoner, studying environmental science.














SACHIKO ETO – THE DRUMSTICK KILLER 









Apart from the cult she ran, the exorcisms and the murders, Sachiko Eto lived a very ordinary life. A quiet, unassuming woman, she was born in 1947, graduated from high school with good grades, found a job in cosmetic sales at which she enjoyed success, and married her childhood sweetheart, a paint craftsman. The couple had one daughter and lived in a nice house along the Abukuma River in the Tōhoku region of Japan. By 1990, they were happy and settled. Life was good.




  Then her husband injured his back. Unable to work, he started drinking and gambling, driving them into debt. Forced to sell their home, the family fell in with a religious organization called Ogamiya-san, which taught spiritual faith healing. But the couple were kicked out for using the organization's headquarters without permission. At this point, Sachiko Eto's husband had a mental breakdown and disappeared, never to be seen again.




  Then things got weird. Eto moved 100 miles north of Tokyo and proclaimed herself a psychic and a healer. She could drive away demons. In fact, she was a god.




  A growing number of followers came to her, to the extent that neighbours began complaining about all the cars parked outside, the chanting and the endless sound of drumsticks on taiko drums. Little did they know that these drumsticks also had a more sinister purpose.




  Eto had developed a ritual for driving out demons. To do this, she had to, as she put it, kill the dirty body and purify the soul. This technique involved Eto beating the subject of the ritual with drumsticks. Her daughter Yuko would help her. In June 1995, one of her female followers ended up in hospital after one of the beatings and told the hospital her husband had gone missing. He had also suffered a ritual beating; she hadn't seen him since. The police decided to pay Eto a visit.




  What they found shocked them. On the first floor, they found six corpses wrapped in futons: two men and four women, each beaten to death. The state of decomposition indicated that the deaths had happened several months earlier. Asked why the bodies were left there, Eto argued that since the soul did not die, she wanted to leave them alone. She believed they were hibernating and would rise again.




  Eto, her daughter and three followers – including the woman in hospital – were arrested and charged with the deaths. During the trial, Eto maintained that she had not intended to kill the victims, only the "ugly devils" inside them. She had done so as part of a religious service, claiming she never thought the people would die. She also tried to plead insanity, but this was rejected.




  Sachiko Eto was found guilty of murder and sentenced to death. Each of her followers, including her daughter, received a life sentence. Despite a number of appeals, she was hanged on 17 September 2012, aged 65, becoming the first woman executed in Japan in 15 years. 




  Eto never spoke about what had driven her to consider herself a god or to believe that she could drive out the demons of her followers. Did she hear voices in her head? Perhaps she was a visionary serial killer, or it was just hedonism. We do know that, like the six corpses rolled up in futons, she has not risen again after a period of hibernation.














LEONARDA CIANCIULLI – THE SOAP-MAKER OF CORREGGIO









The names by which serial killers become known are not, except in rare cases such as the Zodiac Killer, chosen by themselves. Sometimes, as in the Beauty Queen Killer, the type of victim inspires the name. Sometimes, as in the Giggling Granny, the name reflects the killer's personality. Sometimes, as in the Stoneman, the title refers to the murder weapon. And sometimes, the moniker indicates what becomes of the victims. There are no prizes for guessing the unique thing that happened to some of those killed by Leonarda Cianciulli – the Soap-Maker of Correggio.




  It was a fortune teller who first got into Cianciulli's head. Cianciulli, born in 1894, dreamed of having a big family. But the fortune teller also told her that while she would have many children, all would die young, which Cianciulli ascribed to a curse her mother had put on her for marrying the wrong man.




  Sure enough, she became pregnant 17 times but had three miscarriages. Ten more of her children died in their youth. These circumstances made her fiercely protective of her four remaining offspring. She would do – it turned out – anything to protect them.




  The fortune teller did tell her one thing that puzzled her for a long time: "In your right hand, I see prison; in your left, a criminal asylum." The statement would turn out to be prophetic.
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