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“A child whose integrity is harmed does not stop loving his parents; he stops loving himself.”


—JESPER JUUL



FOREWORD





In September 2001, I was finishing my last assignment as a Special Agent in the FBI. A high-ranking executive in the Counterterrorism Division, Terry D. Turchie, had asked me to conduct a behavioral study of domestic “lone wolf” terrorists. I had earned a Ph.D. in Clinical Psychology during my FBI career, and the Bureau needed to know if social science research could contribute to the identification of lone wolves before they appeared—seemingly out of nowhere—to stage their devastating attacks. 


Theodore Kaczynski, the “Unabomber,” had single-handedly carried on a bombing campaign for eighteen years before we finally found him in a remote cabin in the Montana wilderness. Timothy McVeigh acted alone in placing a vehicle loaded with explosives outside the Federal Building in Oklahoma City. And Eric Robert Rudolph, the bomber who targeted the Olympic Games in Atlanta, spent five years hiding out in the North Carolina forests without talking to another living soul until his arrest in 2003 for his solitary attack on a birth-control facility in Birmingham, Alabama, that killed a policeman and maimed a nurse.


What made them tick, these American lone wolves who were overlooked by everyone who might have noticed them? They all ended up on “Bomber’s Row” in the federal maximum-security prison in Florence, Colorado, for the rest of their lives. Each of them had acted alone, and none of them had a criminal background. They had not been members of any extremist group—at least not for long, but they were all firm believers in extremist ideologies, and they all killed horrifically in their service. 


Kaczynski believed that modern industry and technology were destroying the human race. McVeigh considered himself a patriot but believed that the U.S. government needed to be overthrown. Rudolph believed that support from the “godless” bureaucrats in Washington for abortion and gay rights was destroying America. 


As I formed my conclusions, the international terrorist attacks of 9/11 occurred. My report was noted and shelved. At the time, the imminent danger from a vast al Qaeda terrorist network trumped any other concern, and my findings about what makes lone wolf terrorists tick were largely ignored by those in law enforcement charged with what was regarded as a larger international “war on terror.”


By 2008, Terry and I observed in our first book that the merging of lone wolf terrorism with international terrorist ideology would endanger communities all over the world with mysterious attacks by their own citizens that seemed to come out of nowhere.


In 2011, when Anders Behring Breivik stunned Norway and the world by savagely killing seventy-seven of his fellow Norwegians—most of them teens—in a sequential bombing and mass shooting, I watched the news coverage with a kind of weary despair. Here was another lone wolf, determined to make his mark on the world. Terry and I were interviewed by media in the U.S. as well as Norway, and we provided answers to the same questions we’d been asked for years.


Yes, it was likely that Breivik was the latest incarnation of the lone wolf terrorist. No, he was most certainly not likely to be a member of any terrorist group. Yes, his objective was to call attention to his own version of an extremist ideology. No, he likely had not targeted any specific individuals and did not know any of his victims. No, he was unlikely to have any history of violent criminal offenses, and law-enforcement and counterterrorism officials had not known of his intent to kill his fellow citizens. Until July 22, 2011, his preparation and planning for his attacks had been carefully hidden by the fact that he was isolated and had no close associates of any sort. And so he appeared to have come out of nowhere, alone, to wage war on his government by killing his fellow citizens. 


Billions of dollars have been spent in the “war on terror,” on weapons, training, intelligence operations, and task forces. In the case of lone wolves, however, Terry and I had said for years that the key to recognizing lone wolves before they act is citizen awareness and involvement. It was not in a criminal underworld or a prison—or in a terrorist group—that lone wolves are formed and primed to attack, and so they are virtually invisible to law enforcement. Their own communities are where they grow into lone wolves.


Unni Turrettini contacted me through her editor in June 2013. Born in Norway and living in Switzerland, she trained as a lawyer and had been transfixed by the depredations of Anders Breivik since the attacks two summers before. How could this have happened in her peaceful homeland? She wanted to know how and why, and she conducted her own investigation to find out.


Unni has a unique perspective on the country she left to conduct her life with her family elsewhere. Prosperous and peaceful as they appear to the rest of the world, Unni regards her former countrymen as “sleepwalking” through life. From an early age, she says, Norwegians are discouraged from standing out in a crowd and asserting their individuality. 


When she began interviews and research for this book, Unni intended to conduct a sociological study of the attacks of July 22, 2011. But there is a subset of psychology that focuses on the development of an individual within society: social psychology.


This expansive and keenly reasoned social-psychology study is a model of concerned citizen involvement in understanding and combating one of the most critical dilemmas of our age: the lone wolf terrorist.


Unni became fascinated with, and focused on, how Anders Breivik developed into a solitary warrior for his twisted cause within the context of Norwegian society. She and I had many discussions of exactly what makes a lone wolf tick and what makes him try over and over again to connect with other extremists who share his ideology but are distracted by the normal social world they inhabit. 


Breivik and other lone wolves have no position in the social world. Because of a specific inability to develop meaningful relationships with other people, they are driven instead to intense relationships with extremist ideologies. Being human, they are hardwired to connect; a group was the primeval avenue of survival for a species, like humans, without fangs and claws. Being unsuccessful in connecting with other people would have earned a solitary individual a swift death early in human evolution. 


Today, different strategies are possible. What do you connect to when you can’t connect meaningfully to other people? In the industrialized Western world, you have a number of opportunities. If you’re intelligent, you might connect to the world of art or one of the sciences. You might become a naturalist, most comfortable in the natural world and largely uninvolved with people. Many people prefer their own company to that of others, and a solitary life is their choice. 


But what if it isn’t your choice? What if, no matter how many opportunities exist for you in the world, you are utterly unable to have the connections you most crave?


Because you are unable to establish the kinds of social connections that preoccupy most human beings, you can’t be satisfied by gathering with friends in a park, going on dates, marrying, and having children. And in the absence of such social distractions, you are free to develop grandiose plans to grab attention for yourself and your grand ideas. You are free to live in the basement of your mother’s house, or on a remote farm, and make your preparations, unnoticed, as Breivik did.


Throughout history, thousands—if not millions—of violent criminals have placed or sent bombs, shot, or otherwise killed their victims. Many committed their crimes alone; however, there are two things I found in my study that differentiate the lone wolves from other solitary criminals. First, their crimes had to be big, at a societal level. Second, they were shaped and motivated by ideology. They didn’t know their victims, and they weren’t out for money or any personal gain outside the notoriety of their acts. 


Lone wolves like Breivik need to matter in the world. They are repeatedly thwarted in this by the fact that no one recognizes their true genius. They have the answers to the issues that bedevil society, if only they were recognized. Very well, then. The world will be forced to recognize them. Too bad that people have to die to make that happen. Nothing personal. As Timothy McVeigh said of the children he murdered in Oklahoma City, there is always collateral damage in accomplishing a goal.


Police and counterterrorism officials, limited in number, look primarily at extremist groups and the people who socialize in them. They miss the hidden development of lone wolves because they aren’t in those groups. 


The only way to uncover and intervene in the development of a lone wolf is to enlist the help of the community he comes from in recognizing the repeated attempts he makes to connect with those groups. 


Unni Turrettini does a magnificent job of illustrating the evolution of Anders Breivik in the context of modern Norway, a world she knows is fertile ground for the development of a lone wolf terrorist. She recognizes what Norwegian authorities have preferred to ignore: that privilege and comfort in a society do not eliminate the likelihood of a terrorist blooming in its midst. She is adamant that viewing Breivik as an aberration or as insane only serves to reassure Norway that sleepwalking is the best way to proceed in life. 


In doing so, she represents a level of citizen involvement unparalleled by anyone else in the examination of how and why Norway grew a lone wolf like Breivik, and what can be done to prevent the savagery lone wolves inflict on the population in any country. 


Kathleen M. Puckett, Ph.D.


Hunting the American Terrorist—


The FBI’s War on Homegrown Terror






INTRODUCTION





THE KILLINGS 


This is the big day you have been looking forward to for so long. Equip yourself and arm up, for today you will become immortal. . . .


—ANDERS BREIVIK MANIFESTO


189 MINUTES OF TERROR


This is my last day, he thinks as he wakes that morning. Eight A.M. He needs to hurry. Convinced that he’ll be killed, Anders Behring Breivik struggles to send the e-mail manifesto he’s compiled. Too many addresses slow down his computer and make him late. That won’t do. Last night, he’d put the bomb in his minivan, which he parked a short walk from his house. Fertilizer and fuel oil, like McVeigh’s.


He’s exhausted, and he doesn’t want to die. For three months, he’s been taking anabolic steroids. He drinks a cocktail of ephedrine, caffeine, and aspirin. The e-mail goes through. Now, from this manifesto, more than eight thousand people will know who he is. And soon, many more. By the time they read this, it will be over. And he may be dead.


168 VICTIMS


Today the world will know his power. Twenty-seven-year-old Timothy James McVeigh sees himself as a warrior and hero who must defend the Constitution. In the early morning of April 19, 1995, McVeigh drives into downtown Oklahoma City in a rented Ryder truck containing a lethal fertilizer bomb that he and his friend Terry Nichols have made. After arriving at the Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building, he parks in a handicapped zone, jumps out of the truck, and disappears into a maze of streets and alleys. At 9:02 A.M., the bomb demolishes a third of the building, killing a total of 168, including nineteen infants. More than five hundred are wounded. McVeigh, wearing earplugs, is so far away that he cannot hear the emergency sirens clearly. Near the site, his explosion is so powerful that it lifts pedestrians from the ground. 


A 102-HOUR MANHUNT


Although Tamerlan Tsarnaev is on multiple U.S. and Russian watch lists prior to 2013, neither the FBI nor the CIA can justify investigating him further. Dzhokhar (Jahar), his brother, manages to fly under everyone’s radar. On one occasion, Jahar does tell a friend that the September 11 attacks on the United States may have been justified; but, true to form in the case of lone wolf killers, the friend does not recall this statement until it is too late for Tamerlan, Jahar, or their victims.


On Patriots’ Day, April 15, 2013, the annual Boston Marathon begins with sun, cheer, goodwill, and—thanks to two checks by officials—no signs of bombs. Few notice the two young men, one in a black baseball cap, the other in a white cap turned backward, as they round the corner from Gloucester Street onto Boylston Street at 2:38 P.M. Each carries a bulky backpack. They stride toward the finish line, where, just a short time earlier, the governor has hugged race organizers.


No one is sure when Tamerlan and Jahar put down their bags, but they do. They then pause several minutes and leave the scene, moving calmly. 


Then, at 2:49 P.M., about two hours after the winner crosses the finish line, and with more than 5,700 runners yet to finish, the worst happens on Boylston Street near Copley Square: about 200 yards from the finish line, two bombs detonate. 


The blasts blow out windows on adjacent buildings but do not cause any structural damage. Some runners continue crossing the line until eight minutes after the explosions. The bombings kill three people—including an eight-year-old boy—and reportedly injure as many as 264 others, many losing limbs. 


Shortly later, the FBI announces that the Tsarnaev brothers are suspects in the bombings and releases images of them. As the manhunt ensues, the brothers kill an MIT police officer, carjack an SUV, and engage in a shootout with the police in the Boston suburb of Watertown, during which Tamerlan is killed and an MBTA police officer is critically injured. Jahar Tsarnaev, although injured, escapes. 


Three mass killings. Four killers who could have been detected before they struck but who were free to go about planning and carrying out their crimes—because they left no paper trail. These are the lone wolf killers, who operate outside of any particular affiliation with a terrorist group, and who must be identified before they strike again. Anders Breivik is the key to finding them.


WHY BREIVIK MATTERS


Anders Breivik is the only one of these lone wolves who is still alive and willing to discuss his crimes. Although Theodore Kaczynski entered into a plea bargain, and McVeigh and Jahar, the surviving Tsarnaev brother, pleaded not guilty, Breivik made his trial a verbal manifesto, an explanation of why he did what he did. 


Understanding how this man in a presumably peaceful country committed crimes as terrifying as other lone wolves in the United States and other countries is the only way law enforcement can figure out how to prevent the next massacre. Contrary to a common belief, Breivik is not a Scandinavian nut case or freak that will never again reproduce itself. Few realize that his story is just like, or extremely similar to, those of the American mass murderers. Until now, FBI experts and psychologists have been guessing and speculating as to these killers’ profiles. Breivik’s case finally sheds the necessary light on a devastating problem, not only in the United States but also in the rest of the world. 


COLLATERAL DAMAGE


When investigators finally gained access to the boat where Jahar was hiding, they discovered a jihadist rant on its walls. In it, according to a thirty-count indictment handed down in late June 2013, Jahar appeared to take responsibility for the bombing, although he insisted that he did not like killing innocent people. But “the U.S. government is killing our innocent civilians,” he wrote, presumably referring to Muslims in Iraq and Afghanistan. “I can’t stand to see such evil go unpunished. . . . We Muslims are one body, you hurt one, you hurt us all.” With this, he echoed the cliché sentiment of Islamic militants. Then, according to Rolling Stone, he wrote a final “Fuck America.” 


In the note in the boat, he also wrote that he didn’t mourn the death of his brother, that Tamerlan was a martyr in paradise now, and that he expected to follow his brother there soon. His victims were “collateral damage,” he wrote, a statement eerily similar to the way McVeigh and Breivik described their victims.


HOMEGROWN TERRORISM


Inside the building McVeigh had destroyed, many of those who were not out for coffee or other tasks were lost in the explosion (an estimated 168 out of 646). Demolition was even more horrible in the children’s day-care center directly above the bomb. Floors crushed those beneath them and set up a chain reaction of destruction. Rescue workers rushed to the scene almost immediately, employing listening devices in search of the living. Professionals and volunteers clawed through the rubble to help dig out the wounded and remove the dead. 


One twenty-year-old woman lay bleeding in a foot of water. She had lost her mother and her two children, and for five hours her leg had been pinned under a pile of cement. The massive pile could not be shifted, so the rescue team’s only hope of getting her out alive was to amputate her leg without anesthetic, which could send her into a fatal coma. Following the operation, she was finally dragged from the ruins and hospitalized, her life and body shattered.


With McVeigh’s acts of violence, terrorism took on a new face—not the crazy killer on every police record. Not the predictable ones. Writing in a crime blog, Ted Ottley (www.crimelibrary.com) summarized the growing danger McVeigh’s crimes represented: “Homegrown terrorism had arrived with a vengeance, and the terrorist was the kid next door. And he was cruising away from the carnage—down Interstate 35.”


Homegrown terrorism has spread out its roots in these days when we don’t know when and where the next killer will strike—only that he will. That day in Boston, the area had already been swept twice for bombs. The last sweep took place only one hour before the explosions. So relaxed was the area that anyone, including the killers, could freely carry bags in and out. 


Disbelief spread with the news of the bombing. “I felt like a bullet went through my heart,” Jahar’s old wrestling coach, Peter Payack, told Rolling Stone magazine about Jahar. “To think that a kid we mentored and loved like a son could have been responsible for all this death. It was beyond shocking. It was like an alternative reality.” And later, “There are kids we don’t catch who just fall through the cracks, but this guy was seamless, like a billiard ball. No cracks at all.” 


But there were cracks. They just weren’t visible. Beneath the surface, Jahar was tormented by his family’s broken dreams. And as was the case with other lone wolf killers, his torment turned to deadly fury, searching for an outlet and a focus. The eventual cause Jahar found became radical Islam.


Killing for a cause was McVeigh’s mantra as well. The day of the bombing, he wore what was said to be his favorite T-shirt. On the front was a picture of Abraham Lincoln and the words “sic semper tyrannis,” which is what John Wilkes Booth was said to have shouted either before, as, or right after he shot Lincoln. Thus ever to tyrants. The entire statement is “Thus always I eradicate tyrants’ lives.” 


On the back of the T-shirt, a tree with blood dripping from the branches illustrated the statement “The tree of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants.” This quote, which originated in a letter Thomas Jefferson wrote to William Smith in 1787 in reference to an uprising in Massachusetts after the American Revolution, is frequently taken out of context. The rest of the letter suggests that we must accept a certain amount of violence to keep freedom free, but it is not intended to incite violence. Both McVeigh and Breivik, however, used that quote to explain their acts. Jefferson could never have imagined that his eloquent statement would be used to justify the bloodshed in Oklahoma and Norway.


KILLING THE GOVERNMENT


When I heard the news in the afternoon on July 22, 2011, I was driving up to our mountain chalet in Switzerland, with my young son and daughter in the car. A friend called and told me about the killings, her voice breathless and panicked on the phone. I immediately turned on the radio. A bomb at the government building. The gunning down of young people on an island, many of whom jumped into the icy water only to drown or be shot.


Paralyzed with shock and disbelief, I felt an even greater blow when I learned that the terrorist was Norwegian, one of us. How could something like this happen in my native country? 


Soon, the world knew the details. Yet no one has answered the question I asked myself that day.


That summer afternoon in southern Norway was rainy and cold. Until that day, the only thing in the country that wasn’t predictable was the weather. Anders Breivik had dressed for it in the uniform of a private security guard, a move to distract attention from himself. He pulled into the parking lot in front of the Justice Department building, despite the no-entry sign. Having been raised there, Breivik knew that people in Norwegian society are basically sleepwalking, the citizens going about their daily lives as if in a daze. No one would be focused on guarding the gate. He would have had a more difficult time carrying out his plans in most other countries, where security is always a cause for focus and diligence. But here, where even the king and the prime minister are accessible to the public, no one responded fast enough to remove the van that should not have been there. 


The parking spot Breivik wanted was occupied. He had planned to place his white Volkswagen Crafter so that the explosion would destroy the support structure and collapse the whole building as McVeigh’s bomb had done in Oklahoma City. Instead, frustrated, he parked in the next space over. 


Due to the public holidays, the offices weren’t well guarded. A silver-gray Fiat waited at Hammersborg Square, and Breivik hurried in its direction, away from what he knew would happen next. 


At 3:25 P.M., the Volkswagen exploded near the offices of the prime minister. Chaos ensued. Phone lines were jammed. Norway was not used to dealing with a disaster of this magnitude. Witnesses managed to get the license plate number of the Fiat; but in the confusion, the police couldn’t act fast enough, and Breivik was able to flee the city.


News of the bombing spread to the tiny island of Utøya, which is only about 600 yards into Tyrifjorden Lake, about twenty-five miles northwest of Oslo, where participants of the Labor Party’s Youth League summer camp annually come together in the camp’s main house. The island is only 26 acres in size, 1600 yards in circumference.


At approximately 4:55 P.M., Breivik arrived at the landing, where he boarded the ferry to his next target—Utøya and the young people gathered there. Still in uniform, wearing an ID card around his neck, and carrying a handgun and rifle, he introduced himself to his victims as Martin Nilsen from the Police Intelligence Service and asked if they would help him carry his large black suitcase onto the ferry. Trusting of the police and unaware that the suitcase was full of weapons and ammunition, they agreed.


At 5:18 P.M., Breivik arrived at Utøya. Four minutes later, he began shooting.
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When I finally went to sleep that Friday night, ten people were reported dead on Utøya, and no number of victims had yet been confirmed from the bombing in Oslo. When I awoke the next morning and immediately turned on the news, eighty-four people were reported dead. Chaos and disorganization hindered the job of identifying victims. By Monday, it was confirmed that seventy-seven people had died, and hundreds more, most of them teenagers, had been injured. The entire country was in mourning; in my home in Switzerland, so was I. 


Although no one knew it then, Breivik would inspire copycat killers, including Adam Lanza, the Connecticut school gunman, who imitated him in much the same way Breivik had borrowed from Kaczynski and McVeigh. But in the wake of the aftermath, before the copycats, Breivik would go through a trial where Norwegian experts would deem him sane. He would be sentenced to Norway’s maximum penalty of twenty-one years in prison.


As the drama and debates played out, I continued reflecting on my original question. How could this happen? How could the Norwegian society create a monster who would attack his own government and young teenagers? How, in Norway, the second wealthiest nation in the world in monetary value, with the second highest gross domestic product per capita? How, in Norway, with its 2.6 percent unemployment rate and its Nobel Peace Prize? 


Any country can produce madmen, one might argue. But Breivik’s story is more than pure coincidence. Some of the books published in Norway look at his life, blaming his childhood and parents. Many blame capitalistic influences in the country, while others target anti-Muslim Internet blogs and contra-jihadists. No one, least of all the Norwegian authors, is examining the psychological and sociological issues that help form similar killers in our societies. And perhaps most incredibly, none have brought up the issues raised by Breivik himself in his manifesto. 


Maybe they’re afraid or in denial. And maybe I would be too, if I hadn’t left Norway when I did. But I did leave. I do understand the issues; I have lived them. And although I could never justify his crimes, let alone empathize with such a killer, I can relate to a great deal of the suffering Breivik endured. 


That is how this book began, as a sociological study. I believed it would confirm my theories about how Norway facilitated the personality disorders that led to Breivik’s killing spree. I wanted to understand how a country could be so stunned and unprepared that the killer himself had to call the police to come out and arrest him.


Writing this book became an act of discovery for me, as I began researching and interviewing experts. I began to discover information I’d never dreamed of when I was originally shocked into writing about Breivik in the context of Norwegian society.


An attorney by profession, I began researching the book by speaking to psychologists. This led me to Kathleen M. Puckett, Ph.D., FBI Behavioral Analyst (ret.). In her work as an FBI profiler, Dr. Puckett wrote her Ph.D. dissertation on what she calls lone wolf killers. Her co-authored book on Theodore Kaczynski, the Unabomber, examines the psychological development of these killers, and she is considered one of the leading experts in the United States on this rare type of mass murderer who symbolically “kills his government” for reasons we will examine shortly. 


Although her dissertation belongs to the FBI, Dr. Puckett spoke candidly with me in great detail and explained why she believes Breivik, like Kaczynski and McVeigh before him, is indeed a lone wolf killer. What I learned from her was confirmed by my own research, but Dr. Puckett was the expert who first changed my thinking and greatly altered my plans for a book regarding the Norwegian massacre. As a result, this book is no longer just a sociological study.


Instead, the information I present here will show how countries such as Norway and the United States facilitate lone wolf killers. It will also describe how to separate and identify the lone wolf—the murderer who plans for a major event, as Kaczynski, McVeigh, and Breivik did—though he leaves no paper trail to lead authorities to him. 


The lone wolf doesn’t murder for fun, for profit, or as a shortcut to suicide. This killer is so shut off and shut down from humanity that the only way for him to matter is to connect so completely with a cause that he is compelled to kill for it. 


When she studied the psychological profile of Timothy McVeigh, Dr. Puckett was surprised to find that his personality echoed Kaczynski’s. “He didn’t write down every thought he’d had as Kaczynski did,” she said, “but there were persistent and compelling similarities in the way they saw themselves and their places in the world.” 


The same is true of Breivik. And though he didn’t write down every thought, his manifesto is both an unparalleled glimpse into his psychology and a key to the psychology of others like him.


The lone wolves of the world can be stopped before they strike. We don’t have to wait for the next attack at a marathon in Boston, in an outwardly peaceful country such as Norway, or anywhere else. We can take aggressive, positive steps toward stopping these killings. 


According to Dr. Puckett, we first need to understand the mental state of these killers—before they strike. By analyzing Breivik, we will also be able to shed light on other mass murderers like Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold of the Columbine massacre. The Columbine killers and other school shooters are not lone wolves in the strictest sense of the term. They are often suicidal and leave a paper trail that can lead authorities to them, and can be easier to stop—if we know what to look for. 


Because of Breivik, we now know what that is.






CHAPTER ONE





PLANNING THE ATTACK:
TRAINING FOR CARNAGE


I have been storing three bottles of Château Kirwan 1979 (French red wine), which I purchased at an auction 10 years ago with the intention of enjoying them at a very special occasion. Considering the fact that my martyrdom operation draws ever closer, I decided to bring one to enjoy with my extended family at our annual Christmas party. . . .


—ANDERS BREIVIK MANIFESTO


Once the lone wolf decides on a plan, he still goes undetected by family and friends. These killers may have already been perceived as “weird” by those who know them, so even bizarre behavior is frequently overlooked. Yet the signs are clearly there.


McVeigh had been buying and reselling guns to those who didn’t want those weapons traced to them. On September 13, 1994, he learned that laws were being passed to halt manufacturing of handguns, semiautomatic rifles, and other weapons. Not only did this threaten his ability to make a living, but it stirred his feelings of paranoia, and he knew he could no longer wait. He wrote to Michael Fortier, with whom he had briefly stayed in the Fortiers’ mobile home in Kingman. He, Fortier, and Terry Nichols planned to blow up a federal building. Even though Fortier refused to join them in the end, McVeigh and Nichols, using bomb-building manuals as their guides, began stockpiling materials—such as blasting caps and liquid nitromethane—to make a bomb, just as Breivik did on his façade of a farm. 


In May 2009, Breivik founded a farming company he named Breivik Geofarm. Registered to his mother’s address in Oslo, the enterprise’s functions were listed as the purchase, sale, and management of stocks and project development, including the acquisition and development of real estate. He tried to be as vague as possible, because he wanted to have options regarding what he did with this company. His primary goal was creating the best cover with which to build his bomb, and possibly even a hiding place for after the attacks. By pretending to be a farmer, he could order fertilizer without arousing suspicion. 


His descriptions, buying and selling shares and real estate, weren’t exactly functions one would associate with the name Geofarm, but his plan worked. Even after he had failed to change the registered purpose of his company, nothing prevented him from ordering the fertilizers, chemicals, and other products needed for building a bomb. When ordering the fertilizer, he said that his farm was set up to cultivate vegetables, melons, roots, and tubers, and again the changes in the list of functions drew no suspicion.


Breivik sought isolation on his phony farm, just as Kaczynski also sought isolation. Once Kaczynski left Berkeley, he moved in with his parents for two years in Lombard, Illinois. Just outside Lincoln, Montana, he built a cabin with no running water or electricity, where he hoped to live without interference from society. Kaczynski being jobless, his parents supported him financially. But even in this self-enforced isolation, society invaded. He wrote about how developers were ruining the land around him, and he planned retaliation.


Much about how Breivik was preparing for his massacre is divulged in the final pages of his manifesto, which he wrote at the farm. He referred to this section as his “Knights Templar Log—Personal reflections and experiences during the preparation phases.” Although his matter-of-fact tone remained constant during this several-thousand-word essay, there is something ominous in its totality. 


“This log,” Breivik wrote after his day’s work, “contains a lot of what can appear as ‘wining’ [sic], but it serves to reflect my mental state during the stay, a relatively detailed list of events, and how I overcame the obstacles that arose. It can also serve as an educational guide or a blueprint for which the goal is to create a more efficient time budget. Learning from other people’s mistakes is always preferable to making them all yourself. It should be possible to drastically reduce the time spent on preparation, assembly and manufacturing based on the experiences shared in this log.”


Within this detailed account, one can picture how consumed he had become with his project. His transformation was complete. In 2006, at the age of twenty-seven, without a job and in an effort to save money and drop out of the daily social mingling, Breivik moved back in with his mother. The first set of psychiatrists who evaluated him before the trial said in their report that his mental health had deteriorated at this stage, and he had gone into a state of withdrawal and isolation.


“Sure,” Breivik stated at the end of his manifesto, three years after moving in with his mother, “some people will think you are a freak for living with your parents at the age of thirty-one but this is irrelevant to a Justiciar Knight.” He lived with his mother because he was unable to connect with others. It was a way of removing himself further from society, into isolation, in order to refine his ideology, become one with it, and carefully plan the attacks.


A RETREAT INTO GAMES


After settling into his mother’s basement, Breivik spent hours playing games on the Internet, on some days as many as sixteen hours at a time. Yet no one was aware that he was also working on his manifesto. His friends from this time stated that they were frustrated with him for withdrawing himself and avoiding them. His mother and sister were also worried and frustrated by the way he had apparently retreated from all social activity to stay inside, brood, and play computer games. Although he had shut the door on Norway, he was very active in his own way. And in that strange world, he had friends under any number of identities.


In World of Warcraft, the biggest and most well-known of the so-called Massive Multiplayer Role-Playing Games or MMO (Massive Multiplayer Online), he logged in using three different avatars. They were Andersnordic (a part-man, part-magical creature), and, later, Conservatism and Conservative. These last two avatars were attractive, blond females, just like his mother and sister. In various places throughout the manifesto, he expresses his attraction to blond women. However, his motive for using them as avatars was probably to gain cooperation from the other male players. 


Other players liked Breivik under any number of his fictional selves. When he announced that he was considering leaving to play Age of Conan instead, many wanted to follow him. One even wrote him this e-mail on May 17, 2008: “. . . Things are going ok in the guild but new mage sucks compared to you and xxxxx’s missing you so much he’s losing hair even faster than before! . . . Anyway, we miss you a lot in the guild and i [sic] hope you’re (not :P) having fun in AoC and that you’ll come back to us soon :( ”


He communicated with about forty preferred websites and blogs, using approximately twenty different e-mail addresses and thirty different nicknames and aliases.


The last couple of years, Breivik spent a considerable amount of time on a Call of Duty series, called Modern Warfare 2. In his manifesto, he wrote that the game was excellent target practice. He also played other war-strategy games and watched Dexter, the American TV series about a forensic specialist who has a secret life as a serial killer. For Breivik, the TV series must have also been inspiring, for here was a hero who every week committed murder for the most honorable of reasons—and got away with it. 


In his manifesto, Breivik claimed that the games were a cover for his real activity, namely organizing his plan of attack into “phases,” as well as writing his masterpiece. The games also allowed him to escape from his old life and to feel part of something, a feeling that he had failed to achieve for very long in school or politics. After dropping out of high school, Breivik had attempted to have a career as a politician for the Progressive Party; however, despite all the efforts he made, the party rejected him.


This new world of games changed the way he communicated. The language in his manifesto is inspired by the language used in the games: strategizing, speaking of tasks, primary and secondary weapons, using percentages. 


For example, he wrote: “I know there is a[n] 80%+ chance I am going to die during the operation as I have no intention to surrender to them until I have completed all three primary objectives AND the bonus mission. When I initiate (providing I haven’t been apprehended before then), there is a 70% chance that I will complete the first objective, 40% for the second, 20% for the third and less than 5% chance that I will be able to complete the bonus mission.” This is game talk. 


However, Dr. Kathleen Puckett believes that games alone cannot take the blame for Breivik’s—or any other mass murderer’s—actions. “Games were his way of having a social life,” she said. “It does facilitate an artificial connection. He had to be the leader—it’s a matter of needing to get to the place where he thinks he needs to get in the world. Nobody knows how great and grand he is. All of these people who live online are dissatisfied with their person-to-person contact in real life.” Gaming does not create lone wolves, but they are drawn to that world. 


Breivik’s reality was now based on cover stories, fake identities, avatars, secret bank accounts, and lies. But the relationships he made via his computer would not keep him satisfied for long. And underlying all this, he had a wish to become someone, to be famous, to be free from anonymity.


IN SEARCH OF WEAPONS


In 2009, Breivik visited Prague in an attempt to purchase illegal weapons. In his manifesto, he speaks of being “fit as hell” during this time but says he was trying to avoid any sexual involvement with girls, as this would complicate his plans. No one-night stands for him. 


“I’m not that person any more. I did screw two girls in Prague, though,” he admits. “But that was mainly because there was a realistic chance that I would end up dead during establishing a weapons connection.” 


Biological needs were evidently his rationalization for sex outside of marriage, a small sin, he claimed, when compared to the “huge amount of grace I am about to generate with my martyrdom.” He referred later to how he must keep his morals and motivation at a high level. “A week prior to the execution of my mission,” he wrote, “I intend to spend a portion of my funds on a high quality escort girl.” But first he would attend his final martyr’s mass at Frogner Church in Oslo, hoping to ease his mind. “I will get tense and very nervous,” he predicted. “It is easier to face death if you know if you are biologically, mentally, and spiritually at ease.” At this point, Breivik had given up on having a meaningful intimate relationship, and he had replaced a connection with humans with a connection to his ideology. 


The only gun he had was a Benelli that he had obtained in 2005 after his hunting-license application had been approved. His friends, who were also shopping for hunting rifles at this time, found his choice strange, as it was not the best hunting rifle. But then again, Breivik wasn’t planning on using it for deer hunting. Nor was he planning to hunt animals when he purchased the €800 silencer, created specifically for automatic rifles, in 2011. He had other game in mind.


Unable to obtain the weapons he had deemed necessary during his trip to Prague in 2010, he decided to purchase a semiautomatic Ruger rifle and a semiautomatic 9-mm Glock 17 pistol through legal channels back in Norway, using his hunting license and his affiliation with a pistol club as justification.


So far, he had managed to hide various items he had collected for these phases in waterproof Pelican cases that he buried in a remote area of the forest. He also hid equipment and materials in his mother’s apartment, as well as the basement storage room. In the police investigation following the attacks, they discovered 112 relevant purchases, from ninety sellers in ten different countries between September 2009 and July 2011, of effects that could have been connected to the planning and execution of the massacre. Most of these sales took place via the Internet, especially eBay. The police weren’t able to find any relevant purchases before the autumn of 2009, which led them to believe that that was when Breivik had started planning his mayhem. (However, this turns out not to be correct. That may have been the time that he decided to go through with the killings, but his planning had begun much earlier.)


After having kept busy in front of his computer for almost three years, and content that he needn’t worry about his mother or friends discovering his motives, Breivik returned to working out in 2009, trying to replace the body mass he had lost while writing his masterpiece and playing computer games. At this time, he also began “another steroid cycle.” In the gym, he made a special effort to keep to himself. 


The few people he did interact with said that he spoke about a book project, and that he soon would be traveling to market his book, which was why he needed to be in good shape. The book he referred to in these conversations evidently was his grand creation, his manifesto. Realizing that no publishing house would want to buy his masterpiece, he started gathering (farming) e-mail addresses of people on Facebook who would be interested in his cause and who would also likely spread the information to others. The massacre was his “marketing plan” for his vision, the largest-scale advertising he could think of, just as their bombings were for Kaczynski and McVeigh.


While still in Oslo, he noted that his funds were running low. He decided to sell his dear Breitling Crosswind watch and his Montblanc Meisterstück pen, along with other luxury items, in order to strengthen his operational budget. He sold the Crosswind for €1,800 and the pen for €200. This left him with €3,750 in the bank, and the same amount in cash, along with a car he valued at €4,500. The Montblanc was one he had purchased on the way back from Liberia in 2002, a symbol, at that time, of the successful businessperson he hoped to be. 


A QUIET, ISOLATED PLACE


In 2010, he began looking for a remote hiding place in Sweden, not far away from Oslo. During July of that year, he contacted several real estate agents, explaining that he was in the process of writing a book about investing in stocks and that he needed a quiet and isolated place. Agents responded to his polite, eloquently written e-mails and personal inquiries, but he changed his mind and decided to remain in Norway. 


Only in the spring of 2011 did he sign a rental agreement for a farm located in the rural town of Åmot. Why did he stall? Maybe he wanted to gather more material. He might have been trying to save money. Perhaps he was just putting off the inevitable.


As he was now pressed for time, he moved all the materials he had been storing at his mother’s home to this new residence, and not a moment too soon. Seeking a property had taken him more time than he had planned—which is curious, considering how well organized he was. Perhaps, at that last minute, he was unconsciously sabotaging his own efforts. After all, the lone wolf killer does not necessarily take any pleasure in the actual killing. It is, as they themselves say, “collateral damage.” However, his ideology got the best of him, and he continued with his plan.


Norwegian law requires that anyone leasing farmland must cultivate it according to the public listing. Breivik was permitted to use a specific farming ID number, mandatory for the ordering of large amounts of fertilizer from the national supplier. His scheme, justifying his order, ran ten pages and stated his purpose as testing the production of sugar beets. Following him along through his obsessive planning, trying to get into his head and read his thoughts, one can’t help but imagine what this clever and focused young man might have accomplished if he had not been so twisted. 


With limited time and limited capital, there was little opportunity for introspection. He had made his bed, so to speak. Now he would check the list of items still essential for a successful mission and what capital he would have to lay out for their purchase:




1.    Plastic sheeting: 30 Euro.


2.    Aluminum/wood ramp for loading and unloading truck: 30 Euro. 


3.    Fertilizer—large 500 kg bag: 1 × CAN, 1 × N34, 1 × 0-5-17 (for show), repeat after a couple of weeks: 2,000 Euro. 


4.    Cement mixer—rent or buy: 100 Euro. 


5.    Ethanol 96%, × 6L: 30 Euro. 


6.    Blue Police flashing LED light—for one of the trucks: 150 Euro. 


7.    Splash proof face mask: 30 Euro. 


8.    Fork jack—for 600 kg sacks: 200 Euro. 


9.    Plastic base for 600 kg sacks (used with above): 200 Euro. 


10.  Refrigerator: 100 Euro. 


11.  Freezer: 100 Euro. 


12.  Fume hood: 1,000 Euro (not yet decided). 


13.  Micro balloons, 20 kg. Glock 17: 700 Euro. 


14.  More ammo: 1,000 Euro. 


15.  Dunnage air-bag for securing transport load, bought from eBay: 100 Euro.


16.  Straps/net for securing large load in truck, may use aluminum/metal profiles with screws to support them.


The chemicals proved to be a hellish mixture, much like the one used by McVeigh, and it is unnerving to learn how readily available they were at nearly any agricultural wholesaler. Breivik must have been concerned about how ordering these dangerous ingredients went unquestioned. Surely the chemicals, along with the various mechanisms needed for ignition, would cause a stir somewhere along the line. 


“If I messed up by being flagged,” he wrote, “I would be neutralized before I finalized my operation.”


On Monday, July 11, 2011, Breivik had to transfer €2,000 to his credit card in order to reserve a second vehicle from Avis. The vehicles were to be used on that deadly day of the attacks, July 22. He also consumed “a lot of exquisite food and candy” in order to “recharge” his batteries and increase his morale. He had to take care of more dangerous chemical mixing that required wearing his protective suit. As was his habit, he drank a Red Bull and swallowed one of his dangerous ECA stacks (a combination of ephedrine, caffeine, and aspirin) as rewards for the difficult tasks and to give him the extra energy he needed.


So far, his cover had been effective. The farmer working the land adjacent to his later described Breivik as a city-slicker type who seemed to know nothing about actual farming. Moreover, his neighbor must have thought it strange that this young man, wearing fancy clothes, had covered up all his windows. Yet, this suspicion did not amount to anything further. The owner of a bar not far away, who had once worked as a body-language profiler for the airport in Oslo, later informed the police that there was nothing unusual about this young man who would order an occasional drink in his establishment.


Now living on the farm, Breivik was extremely isolated, working on his manifesto and his bomb, occasionally watching a little television. Although he had been working as covertly as possible, he did break his pattern once to visit his three best friends since childhood.


On June 30, 2011, his log noted: “I guess I have been somewhat reckless in regards to maintaining my social network. Choosing complete isolation and asocial behavior would probably have better ensured my secrecy. However, complete isolation and asocial behavior can also defeat the whole purpose if you end up losing the love for the people you have sworn to protect. Because, why would you bless your people with the ultimate gift of love if every single person hates you?”


It is not clear in his log whether or not he actually spent much time with his friends. However, he worried that he would appear suspicious if he didn’t visit them. He may have even, in a brief moment of loneliness, wanted to say good-bye. In their eyes, he was probably improving his life by moving away from his mother’s house, to the farm, and breaking free from his obsession with computer war games. 


Claiming to be the “glue/social administrator” of this group of pals, he wrote how, in his absence, a particular member had been stepping up to fill his shoes. Whether or not Breivik actually was the metaphorical glue of his small circle is unclear. His narcissistic thoughts seemed to increase the closer he got to his mission, almost as if he were developing a bravado to propel himself through the final days of preparation. If he were to carry out his actions, he needed to justify them to himself. In short, he needed to convince himself that he was a savior. 


The last two or three months before the massacre, he estimated, using the language of his beloved games again, that he had a thirty-percent chance of being reported to the system protectors at the National Intelligence Agency in the middle of his pursuit. 


Was there ever a time that he paused to reflect on the carnage he was striving desperately to commit? Here, in his own words, written in the spring of 2011, he explains how he evaluated what his actions could mean to the innocent people whose lives would be in jeopardy should his efforts not be stopped.


“My concerns and angst relating to this phase impacted my motivation to a point where I had to initiate specific counter-measures to reverse the loss of morale and motivation. I decided that the correct approach to reversing it was to initiate another DBOL steroid cycle and intensify my strength training. I also spent some time locating and downloading new music. A lot of new vocal trance tracks and some inspirational music by Helene Bøksle. In addition, I decided I would allow myself to play the newly launched expansion, World of Warcraft—Cataclysm. The combination of these three counter measures, in addition to my 3 weekly indoctrination/meditation walks, resulted in my morale and motivation again peaking.”


So, there would be no searching his soul at this point. 


THE COUNTDOWN


On Day 8, in his log, he continued his online search for the correct way to purify salicylic acid. After many hours of searching the Net, using various search phrases, he managed to locate a single YouTube clip, with very few hits (views), which explained in detail an unconventional method for synthesizing acetylsalicylic acid from aspirin. Breivik, not one to settle for the first method he found, figured out a way to substitute an air-drying method of his own for the more expensive laboratory pumps in the illustration. Confident that his method was viable, he set out to create this material that most people can’t even pronounce.


The following day, he decided to form an evacuation plan, in case his neighbor, or anyone else, decided to stop by and see what he was up to. The potential scenarios must have been chilling, as he began to mentally sketch out an emergency plan in his head. He wrote later that day: “I would have to pack my largest backpack with survival gear and relating [sic] equipment, including survival rations, 10L of water, weapons, ammo and suitable clothing. I started to prepare the above.” 


When Day 14 of his log rolled around, he seemed to be in a lighter mood. Evidently, he had been following the Eurovision song contest with a passion. “Crap music,” he admitted, “but a great TV show, all in all.” He had been following the semifinals and would watch it online after a day’s work. Norway had entered with—what he considered a crappy, politically correct contribution—an asylum-seeking Kenyan who performed a bongo song. 


“Very representative of Europe,” he said, obviously aiming his sarcasm at Norway. “In any case,” he added, “I hope Germany wins.”


“BOOM”


In the middle of June, Breivik was ready to test his first bomb. He prepared his test device and drove off to an isolated site he had picked out for the event. He lit the fuse, sprinted out of range, and waited. It was probably the longest ten seconds he had ever endured. Here is his description of what happened. Breivik’s written language and the smiley face he added makes one think he was sending an e-mail to a friend, instead of rehearsing for mass murder:


“BOOM! The detonation was successful!!! :-) I quickly drove away to avoid any potential unwanted attention from people in the vicinity. I would have to come back a few hours later to investigate the blast hole, to see if both compounds had detonated.”


After returning from a restaurant, where he had celebrated his success, he went back to the blast site and evaluated the explosion. His primary compound had detonated successfully, but the dry picric acid booster had not detonated at all. He felt that he could solve the problem, commenting in his log that “Today was a very good day as I really needed this success.” 


There was no turning back for him. Yet was he moving forward with purpose, or putting off the inevitable? Because of his indecision about finding the right property for his pseudo-farm, he was already behind schedule. His mishaps, if that was what they were, would continue.


His Day 52 log entry speaks of how much he had been relying on the Internet, both for his continual flow of journaling his thoughts, and the functions he would be counting on to promote his book (his manifesto) when the time came for him to publish it electronically. His day included an attempt to reinstall Windows 7 on his computer, to no avail. Something was wrong, either the network card or the phone line itself. 


He drove into town to get it fixed by a computer expert. Told the machine would be ready for him the next day, he returned to prepare the chemistry equipment required to manufacture more batches of a chemical called DDNP, which, when triggered by a detonator, acts as a primary charge that then ignites the main secondary charge. When finished with that task, he purified the last batch—yes, the last and final batch—of picric acid, yielding several liters that had to be chilled. Drawing closer and closer to the day he had been working toward for years, he then drove to town and bought three portions of Chinese takeout. “Beef with noodles and fried rice, yummy!” he wrote. “I took an early night as I didn’t have any PC.” 


After a full day’s work, Anders Behring Breivik went to bed early, exactly one month prior to the day he would commit the most reviled act that his nation would ever experience, an act that would forever brand him as the most evil and hated man in the world.


On Day 73 of his log entries, he wrote:


“Wednesday July 13—Day 73: I cleaned my 3M gas mask today. It was full of AL powder/smearing and the multifilter were [sic] full of AL dust. Unfortunately; these are my last multifilters (particle and vapor filter combined) so I can’t replace them. I do have a couple of sets of particle filters but I believe they won’t be of much use to filter the diesel fumes when mixing ANALFO.


“Continued to evaporate RC fuel outside and mixed 2 bags of ANALFO. After mixing the second bag I began to experience dizziness, blood pressure elevation and nausea, classical symptoms of excessive short-term exposure of [sic; if it isn’t already obvious to the reader, Breivik wrote his manifesto in English, which is not his native language] diesel. Diesel is a vicious substance as it is absorbed even through most glove material. Nitrile gloves are best, neoprene somewhat good, but vinyl gloves provide little or no protection. At this point in time, the clothing I am using to mix ANALFO are more or less soaked in diesel, and I knew it was not healthy. But the problem is that using a hazmat suit for mixing is problematic as it will be very hard to labor while wearing it. I have another chemical suit that are more comfortable than the hazmat suit so I will try using that for the last batch. Diesel poisoning isn’t lethal, but will weaken your body over time. However, excessive exposure over a long period of time can shut down your kidneys, which will obviously be lethal. To somewhat counter all the crap I’ve been exposed to the last two months I’m using anti-toxin tabs (herbal supplements strengthening the liver and kidneys), protein supplements, creatine and a multitude of mineral/vitamin supplements.”


This passage gives us an understanding of the mind of a lone wolf killer, and how self-preservation and taking care of himself were important for him. This wasn’t the writing of a suicidal rampage killer: it was the writing of a man who wanted to survive.


On July 14, Day 74, he wrote: “I’m not feeling so hot today. I’m in a weakened state . . . most likely due to diesel poisoning. It shouldn’t take more than 24 hours before my immune system has defeated the negative effects of this exposure. I hope I haven’t been overexposed as it may lead to acute kidney shutdown. Needless to say, I’m going to use my protective suit to mix the last 4 bags today. Finished the last 4 bags. Using the protective suit (fertilizer sprayer suit, used by farmers) proved to be better than expected, except the fact that I completely soaked my t-shirt and boxer with sweat by the time I was done.”


Now it was time to take care of all the small things that would ensure his project’s success, including a short YouTube movie to promote his manifesto. He had notified a few close friends that he was still in the final phase of his book, which he had hoped to conclude with a coinciding publishing tour, visiting cultural conservative organizations in western Europe. 


On Friday, he took an early morning train to Oslo, where he completed a few final errands and picked up the Avis van (carrying capacity, 1340 kg). He then went back to the farm. His preparation had come to an end. He now had a van in which he could load the bomb. He needed only to make final preparations before he drove the van down to Oslo to spend the last night at his mother’s apartment. That was where he would write the final entry in his manifesto. 


In that entry, he included a couple of age-old platitudes that he had heard during his upbringing. This is all he offered the reader.


“The old saying, ‘If you want something done, then do it yourself’ is as relevant now as it was then. And more than one chef does not mean that you will do tasks twice as fast. In many cases, you could do it all yourself. It will just take a little more time. AND, without taking unacceptable risks, the conclusion is undeniable.”


He signed off in this manner:


“I believe this will be my last entry. It is now Friday, July 22nd, 12.51. 


“Sincere regards,


“Andrew Berwick


“Justiciar Knight Commander Knights Templar 


“Europe Knights Templar Norway”


Breivik’s manifesto was an obsession that allowed him to write himself into the mental state he needed if he was to follow through with the massacre without any hesitation. He was without any other source of hope. He was convinced that he would be forever powerless and invisible if he did not go ahead with his plan—what appeared to be the only way forward for him. And go ahead he did. Not even his own unconscious attempts at self-sabotage, like putting off finding a farm to create his bomb or waking up late on the day of the massacre, could prevent what years of oppression and lack of meaningful relationships had put in motion.






CHAPTER TWO





TROUBLED CHILDHOODS


I didn’t really have any negative experiences in my childhood in any way. I had way too much freedom, though, if anything.


—ANDERS BREIVIK MANIFESTO


Breivik’s quote mirrors McVeigh’s childhood. “I have very few memories of my childhood, or the interaction with my parents,” McVeigh said in an interview with the authors Lou Michel and Dan Herbeck. “I can’t blame them for anything that happened to me. I was often by myself or with neighbors. Most of my memories focus on that.”


Like Breivik’s, McVeigh’s upbringing appears unremarkable at first glance. His father was a factory worker, and his parents divorced when he was a teen. Young McVeigh grew up in a middle-class American family, in love with TV, movies, and the outdoors. Like so many other kids, Breivik included, he loved sports and superhero comic books. 


Born April 23, 1968, McVeigh was the middle child of three, and the only boy. He grew up in Pendleton, New York—a small town near the Canadian border—a white, blue-collar, mostly Christian town where children could run into a neighbor’s house without knocking. “Timmy” did just that, and he was always welcome. As a child, Timothy McVeigh was likable and full of fun.


Conversely, Theodore Kaczynski grew up in a working-class neighborhood in Chicago. He remembered his mother focusing on his dialect, encouraging him not to talk like the kids in the street, and he responded by speaking one way at home and another way when interacting with his young peers.


By the age of eight or nine, according to Dr. Sally C. Johnson, who wrote a psychological report in connection with his trial, Kaczynski no longer felt accepted in the neighborhood or at school. The children “bordered on delinquency,” Kaczynski said, and he was neither willing nor interested in being involved in their debased activities. The family moved several times and eventually landed in Evergreen Park, Illinois—a middle-class suburb of Chicago—when he was ten. 


“He was the smartest kid in the class,” Russel Mosny, a classmate in math club, told a New York Times reporter. “He was just quiet and shy until you got to know him. Once he knew you, he could talk and talk.” But when the others began attending dances and dating, Kaczynski stayed home. “I’d try to get him to go to the sock hops,” Mosny said, “but he always said he’d rather play chess or read a book.”


While studious, Kaczynski was remembered by an aunt as affectionate. But the aunt, who asked the New York Times to let her remain anonymous, said she saw a change after his younger brother David was born on October 3, 1949. Kaczynski was seven then, and the aunt said he seemed crestfallen at having to share his parents’ attention.
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