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To the inmates and offenders, who told me their often-untold stories


and


To the victims and their families, who have not been forgotten.
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Two Wolves


There are two wolves inside every person.


One is Evil. It is anger, envy, jealousy, sorrow, regret, greed,
arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, inferiority, lies, false pride,
superiority and ego.


The other is Good. It is joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility,
kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, compassion
and faith.


They fight each other every moment of every day, they fight.


Eventually one will win and control the other. But that depends
on the one that is stronger.


Which one will win? The one you feed.


Old Cherokee.




PREFACE


Some jobs haunt you before they even begin.


The prison looked like it belonged to the era of Charles Dickens, with its twin towers and archway at the entrance, turrets, little windows and fortress walls. I went through the turnstiles, manned by an officer who executed his job of checking the incoming arrivals with a military precision that instilled intimidation. Once through, there was a central road with bluestone buildings on either side. Men in green could be seen. I was surprised and nervous, as they seemed to be unchaperoned, without a prison guard in sight. I turned left into G Division, the area for psychiatric prisoners. It was the only section that boasted some green grass, a veggie patch, and a rose garden of all things, fenced in with barbed wire, where the inmates worked daily. I wasn’t sure if a rose garden in a prison was an oxymoron or offered a visual relief, a hope, or a beauty against the thorny wires.


My designated office amazingly overlooked this fertile ground, offering respite from the barbed wire. I could often see inmates gardening. The office was large with a generous desk and a Victorian feel. There was an old-fashioned kitchen, with a wooden table in the centre, always dressed in a gingham tablecloth, an old stove, painted cream cupboards with green handles, and a perpetual smell of toast. It was homely, you might say, and the hub of prison gossip.


Inside G Division proper, there was a big yard with cells on either side down dark corridors. The cells looked like dark caves lined up, black uninviting spaces, voids where men or monsters lurked. Most mornings commenced with a team meeting in the cell block, which I looked forward to and learnt a lot from, as the inmates were reviewed by experienced psychiatrists and longstanding staff. That’s how I remember it anyway. I was given a bunch of heavy keys that jangled incessantly and opened and locked every door with a set of strict instructions. At times, the protocol made me feel like the culpable crim, incarcerated, doing time under lock and key.


There was no doubt, I knew I was in prison.




INTRODUCTION


Under Lock and Key






I didn’t know it then, but this job would change the way I saw everything. Before accepting the position as forensic psychologist at HMG Pentridge, a maximum-security prison, I asked to see the prison and the office I’d be assigned.


It was a stinking hot day when two prison officers took me on a tour of the bluestone fortress. They showed me where the infamous last prisoner was hanged in D Division. There was a wooden trapdoor on the third level. With relish they showed me how far he had fallen with the noose around his neck.


We visited the wet cells in the psychiatric G Division - dark concrete tombs, each with its own sink and toilet - and saw the prisoners’ weapon collection from the ‘overcoat brigade’ days of Chopper Read: razor blades hidden in remelted soap, all neatly catalogued behind locked glass cabinets in the Governor’s office.


Funny what you remember, what leaves an impression. The weapons were used by prisoners on other prisoners. It was a slaughterhouse. I stood before the steel doors of Jika Jika: the silence and the isolation of the high-tech metal walls imprinted like hot molten lead in my mind.


When I finally got into my car, beyond the prison walls, I gagged. I wanted to shower, change my clothes, decontaminate. No way. I did not want the job.


But then, I didn’t have much choice. It was the only psychology position advertised, I needed a job, I was newly qualified, and my therapist was ten minutes away. I had a young child and knew I was going to be time-poor. Somehow, I knew I was going to be offered this most undesirable job. There were only two applicants after all, and I was the more qualified.


Many years later, I now write about the work of true crime within and outside the bluestone walls. The work takes years to digest, to remove oneself from the brutality and trauma of it all. I draw on my archives and my cobwebbed memories. Sometimes I use the old, scribbled notes of some dream fragments and life events. Each story chronicles an offender’s journey, ranging from initial assessment through to treatment. I necessarily disguise the identities for everyone’s protection – perpetrators, victims, their families and agencies – and the psychologist-offender assessment and treatment confidentiality and relationship, by changing some biographical details or details of the crime, but I always retain the core of the character and the true crime. Sometimes I associate in order to contextualise further the character of the offenders, their biographies and motivations, their crimes and their stories and, in doing so, highlight aspects of their experiences or mine. In the context of assessment or therapeutic encounters, equivalences or analogies have been used in order not to compromise professional privacy.


By narrating their compelling experiences as stories rather than clinical case studies, I aim to make forensic encounters more accessible, extending beyond the professional sphere. Storytelling in the forensic world of crime serves to humanise, foster empathy and promote deeper, more nuanced understandings. This approach may inform and enrich public discourse on crime and justice, bridging the gap between professional analyses and public perceptions. The epilogue offers insights into prisons, offenders and forensic work, catering to both professionals and the public. I aim to create an immersive, experiential journey into the world of true crime, a journey that invites readers to live the experience rather than merely being told about it, though there is inevitably some telling.


So, now I tell the true stories, necessarily de-identified, of prisoners, men and women and young people. And, a salutary warning, as we enter the gateways of the minds of offenders, bear in mind their stories may be difficult to read, for the real world of crime is more compelling than fiction.




CHAPTER ONE


The Tomahawk


The first prisoner I encountered was a murderer. I wasn’t surprised – but the reality of sitting across from someone who had taken a life hit differently. It was my very first session inside, and I was expected to write a report for the Supreme Court. My nerves surged as I made my way to the office, doing what I could to steady myself. I was thrown to the lions solo – no on-site supervisor to guide or debrief me, no support to lean on. That would never happen today.


I entered a cell guarded by a burly prison officer. In the darkness, I could just make out the shape of the man I was here to see – Lorry. He hung his head and hunched his shoulders over his thin body. When I sat down, he lifted his head and nodded. I felt some reassurance. I told the officer he could step out.




‘Hello, Lorry. I’m here to listen to your story and write a report for the Supreme Court for you. After this, we can see whether more sessions are helpful.’


His eyes bored into me. Again, he nodded.


‘I know you’ve told your story a few times now and I have read your files. It’s helpful if you can tell me again’


He began his story. This is what he told me …





One day Lorry snapped. He picked up a tomahawk and in a frenzied attack killed the man who had sexually abused him as a child.


Lorry was a young kid living in the bush. He had a mop of blonde curls, big green eyes, and a cupid face. He was a pretty boy. His dad was a lumberjack who lunged at the large tree trunks with his saw. Lorry started logging when he was a youngster, helping his dad. His mother was a country woman, handy on the land, with a penchant for dungarees and gumboots and making scones. She kept some hens, a few sheep, chased the foxes with a sawn-off rifle and slaughtered a lamb every Christmas.


They lived in a simple two-roomed corrugated iron shack with a hard concrete floor, a pot belly, some sagging iron beds and collapsing couches, on a few acres that featured a small dam. Lorry used to enjoy catching yabbies from the waterhole. Sometimes he would sit all day sitting at the water’s edge, with a bucket next to him, holding a line. He would not go home till the bucket was full of yabbies. He liked the peace and quiet away from the noise of warring parents.


Often when his dad came home drunk at sundown the brawling started.




‘You drunken louse, go back to your booze and mates.’


‘You good for nothin’ bxxch, where’s my dinner?’


‘Why don’t you go rot in hell?’





The voices rose into shrieks and screams, like a castrated choir of cicadas, then his dad would lunge and strike his mother like she was one of those tree trunks, with a chilling hyena-like scream, and she would crash to the floor. That’s how it often went. Lorry hid behind the dresser.


He felt like a big boy taking his yabby trophies home to his mum. It made him feel good, not like the bad boy who made his mum sad. Not that his mum beamed any delight his way when he proudly fished out the yabbies and plonked them in the kitchen trough. She found Lorry a bother, always telling him to play outside and not to be a nuisance. His dad was almost never home so he wasn’t there to cheer his son’s crustacean catch. Neither of them took much interest in him. As Lorry grew older, he felt fobbed off and alone. His dad drank a lot with his mates down at the local pub. Sometimes these mates would come home and crash on the floor in a drunken stupor. George was one of these mates. George wore green overalls, had a beer pot belly and a bald patch. He swaggered.


Lorry’s parents had to go to a funeral out of town. They asked George to look after Lorry. It was only for a few days. George was a logger too. His wife died a few years before and his kids had left home. He came to stay. He cooked Lorry breakfast, slapdash toast, fried egg and greasy bacon, then went to work, dropping Lorry off on the way at the neighbours, then picking him up in the late afternoon. For dinner, George cooked sausages and dripping, opened a can of stout, filled his pipe, stoked the fire and, as the clock chimed eight, fell asleep, filling the room with loud snoring.


Lorry took himself to his rickety iron bed. He woke startled to heavy breathing, a stale odour, a sandpaper chin, and rough hands groping down his stripy blue pyjamas. Black shadows. There was a monster looming in the dark. Lorry lay rigid with fear. He could feel something big up his bottom. It hurt. The monster George returned to the rocking chair by the fire and Lorry could hear the snores. He lay awake in fright and dare not sleep.


‘Please Mummy,’ he cried, ‘help me, me not a bad boy.’


The monster returned the next night and the night after. His parents came home but George continued to visit him. Next time, it was down by the dam and thereafter, for eight more years. Lorry didn’t tell anybody. Well, he did try but they didn’t listen. It made them mad. That was the worst of it. He only had a few words, and a few goes at it. His mother was in the kitchen.




‘I don’t want George to look after me.


I don’t like George.


George does bad things.’


‘What rubbish are you talking about now?


What bad things?’


‘He puts his thing in my bottom.’


‘What nonsense! You gotta’ stop that lying, boy.’


She slammed the kitchen drawer shut.


‘If I hear you say things like that again, you’ll get a strapping for your lies. That’s just what your father will do. George is like an uncle.’





He only had his mum and dad. They did not believe him. He attended the bush school from time to time, his bully-boy teacher made him dirty his pants, and mates were few and far between. George told him he would bury him alive if he dared open his mouth. The sun stopped shining for Lorry. Sometimes when Lorry caught a yabby, he didn’t put it in the bucket. Instead, he would smash it with a rock and watch the claws quiver and then lie still.


Some ten years later, Lorry went to work in the opal mines in the Northern Territory, far from home. But he couldn’t work in the dark. Then he drifted from one shanty town to another. He had an aimless life. He did odd jobs and gardening and moved from town to town. He never settled. He did see a lot of outback Australia, but mostly in a haze. He became a bad boy. He drank and fought. He had a few girlfriends, but they never hung around. He used to rip into them or leave.


One day he listened to a radio program about sexual abuse. People were ringing in and talking about what happened to them as kids. This broadcast opened the flood gates. He was overwhelmed with fugue-like memories, the yabbies of his childhood clawing at his mind. He had buried his memories yet fragments began to surface with such force he could not forget them: they fissured his mind. His sleep became a torment of nightmares. He knew then he had been abused sexually. It had a name. He was a victim. He suffered a massive breakdown.


Lorry was placed in a locked psychiatric unit. He was shackled and drugged. He became catatonic. The shrink at the local hospital diagnosed him with psychosis and not post-traumatic stress disorder. The wall came down and he remembered the monster, George. Shafting glimpses of abuse, of a leering face, seared his mind, gutting him over and over. Rage, humiliation and revenge ate him up. So, it was George. So, it was sexual abuse. He told the doctors he had to face his demons. They thought he was hallucinating. He went to the coppers, they did not believe him, thinking he was delusional, but they told him to return to the scene of the crime and report the abuse to the coppers in his old hometown.


It was hard returning to the scene of the abuse. Memories ghosted the landscape and writhed inside him like poisonous snakes. He simply had to go to the police station. He felt like he was going to die.


The coppers listened to his story. They sent him out with some maps and told him he needed to chart the shack and each site of his childhood abuse. The cops prepared an investigative brief. The case was put on the back burner – more important cases to solve. Lorry could be seen at the pub every night drinking himself into a stupor.


One night he lifted his head out of his beer and froze: there was George! It took a suspended moment in time to recognise him. He saw a grey-haired monster. Lorry freaked out. He started to shake uncontrollably all over. All those years he had dreamed of what he would do if he saw him. He had dreamed of revenge, smashing his face in, kicking his arse, even killing him. This time he ran. He couldn’t stop crying. The tears ran like a raging river that had been dry for a lifetime. He got home and vomited. He sat up all night hunched over himself in a corner of the room and rocked himself until daylight.


Memories assaulted him, filled him with hot shame, humiliation, and rage. He began to remember it all as the past launched itself into the present. His hands, his leer, the brute that got away. Could he have stopped it? Worst of all, he remembered he got erections when he was older. George got him sexually excited, even though he loathed him. The erections were the worst of the memories, of the shame, of the hatred.


Not long after, Lorry exploded; he could no longer find solace in his tears. He was internally tormented and conflicted. On the one hand, he felt like a gutless arse and that he had to face him and on the other, that if he got near him all he could do was kill him. He knew all he had wanted to do, all his life, was to kill him. It’s just that he had buried his rage and hidden his murderous wishes. He became obsessed. He would do to him what had been done to him. This bolstered him and got him through the tough times when he felt floored by fragility.


A few weeks later and the night before the murder, Lorry got into a fight at the pub. He told the coppers he wanted to get locked up. He wanted his own demons to be locked up in the cells.


‘Lock me up. Lock me up!’


One of the coppers who broke up the fight screamed at Lorry, ‘It’s this damn abuse stuff that’s all in your head that’s making you mad. Fxxk off home.’


This was the trigger that made Lorry kill. A major fob-off. Indifference par excellence.


Lorry was relieved nonetheless to be sent home. He remembered his mother hadn’t helped him and nor had his dad. They had fobbed him off too and called him a liar.


But he didn’t go home. He drove to George’s house, crying the whole way. He was like a robot on a mission. He took a tomahawk from his van – he’d had it there for a while – knocked on the door then broke it down with the tool. He remembered walking into a dark room lit by a kerosene lamp. He saw George sitting in his rocking chair by the fire. That was it. There was the monster face flickering in the shadows. When George saw him, he leapt out of his chair. Lorry picked up the lamp and held it to George’s face. He wanted George to see him. He wanted to see George terrorised. There were no words. George turned away ready to take flight. Lorry swung the tomahawk with demon force and drove it between the cheeks of George’s arse. George let out a bloodcurdling scream and crashed to the floor.


Lorry went back to the cops and turned himself in.


***


Lorry told his story in the first session. I went way over time, as I got pulled into a borderline, black abyss and was gripped by a paralysing, claustrophobic, feeling, akin to a slipstream madness. A complete ‘no no’ in the psychoanalytic world. And in the psychological field, I had to ask myself why I went overtime.


His story was sketchy, his self was ravaged, atrophied, empty. No anger was evident. There was a fragile outline of a child that appeared, like an amoeba. The finger-like projections moved in and out of my mind. I struggled against feeling anaesthetised or drugged or falling forever into Death Valley, his world of darkness where light was obliterated. There was no story.


I saw Lorry twice a week for a year. Each session, I used to go into a fugue-like state – mesmerised. From one session to the next, he could be a wayward, odd, off-beat carpenter on the borderline edge of normalcy or madness, or a lost boy catching or smashing yabbies. Every session went overtime. I felt dragged down into the precipice, spiralling helplessly into a claustrophobic hole of timelessness, unnamed fear and rage. Drugged and incarcerated. But I had to listen in a stupor. He was super sensitive about not being listened too. As the story unfolded, I knew I couldn’t intrude on him and hurry up his story or fill it in, nor fob him off as his parents had done, as had the police. The psychs’ early on at the hospital had got it wrong too, diagnosing him as delusional.


We talked about the trigger of being ‘fobbed off ’. Then we came to feel it between us. One day I was late for a session. This was following a session that had to be cancelled, as the prison went into lockdown. I told him I had been detained by another urgent issue. Then anger flared energetically.




‘I don’t wanna’ to see you today. You have more important crims to see. And anyway, these sessions are a heap of crap. A total time waster. See you next week. Go on, go away, go away.’


‘So, I’m being given my marching orders. I think you are angry that the session was cancelled a week ago and then today, I have been delayed by another urgent matter. You feel deprioritised and palmed off. If we can think about this together it might be helpful.’


He somewhat reluctantly sat down.





‘The fob-off,’ I said. ‘I think you are telling me this is what triggered your rage in killing George. You felt repeatedly fobbed off – by police, psychs’, your parents and now me. You feel like you’ve been shoved aside, with no one really caring.’




He stared at his feet.


‘No-one believed me.’





After a long silence he said: ‘Yep, maybe it’d be different if everyone had listened to me.’




‘Yes indeed. Well, I’m listening now.’


The session resumed with a newly found and felt clarity.





He was charged with murder, and his case came before the Supreme Court. There was a frenzy in the papers. Was he guilty? Was he innocent? The clinicians whispered amongst themselves in the confines of the bluestone walls. Should he be punished? He killed a man. He knows how to pull the heart strings. But then, he was abused. No-one listened to him or believed him in the past. I was assailed by these whisperings too.


I wrote a report in support of his freedom, as did others. The judge set him free. He said the law sat on its bum. An innocent boy was raped. His childish dreams were prematurely axed by George. The judge said the cop belittled the abuse and made Lorry look foolish. He fobbed him off. For Lorry, it was as if he had bashed his head against a concrete wall of blindness and shut down until his screams smashed through the impenetrable stone into an explosive rage. The axing was a symbol of anal rape. George was now the object of public shame and degradation.


‘Mummy, mummy please help me!’ Lorry had cried. Now justice was done. Lorry walked out a free man, but forever manacled by the damaging abuse of long ago. The abuse which gratified George, poisoned the innocence of little Lorry and festered in his being forever.




CHAPTER TWO


Mick the Chick


I sat at my desk, hand on cheek, tapping the keyboard aimlessly with the other hand. I had seen a few psychopaths over the years. When this psychopathic offender truly got to me, he became the snake of all snakes—vain, slick with greasy venom, slithering with poison. Was it my condemnation or his reptilian deadliness? I was required to write a report assessing his risk profile for release, or not. I reflected on my sessions with him over the years of torment. I picked up some notes I had written that lay loosely in the file. His crime was unspeakable and haunted me for years. It is a terrible story of an innocent child murdered. But then, he had his own story too. I never cracked it all.


***


He willingly provided details of the offence. I share them, with some hesitation, aware of the potential gratuitous violence, yet compelled by the need to bear witness to the unspeakable ordeal of the victim.


A spray of bullets shattered the silence. Wild boys out for a joy ride and maybe to kill a rabbit or two. Annie, aged, 15, froze momentarily in fright, like a hunted kangaroo. Her dog barked. She heard footsteps behind her. She was grabbed and spun around roughly. She stared down the barrel of a gun, her arms pinioned by a masked man. He shoved her up against a tree and shifted the gun till the barrel cocked hard under her chin. He kicked the dog.




‘Go on, get the hell out of here, you mongrel.’


She began to beg.


‘Please stop! Don’t hurt my dog! Don’t hurt me! Leave us alone!’


‘Don’t make a sound. You’re coming with me. Walk calmly. I’ll blow your brains out, chick, if you start clucking on me.’





He yanked her down the bush track by her blonde plait and shoved her into an old blue Ute. He handcuffed her and covered her face with his black mask strewn with chicken shit. He had dropped it in the chicken coop a few hours before and stood on it as he reached for the eggs.




I imagine the horror …





Annie gagged on the stinking smell. She saw a face made ugly, contorted, in twisted violence and hate. The brilliant light of the scorching sun was extinguished in a moment and blackness enveloped. Annie was gripped in a lightning bolt of deathly white fear. Her whole body violently retched. She was suffocating on the smell, stunned by the suddenness of the attack. The whimpering? Hers or her black kelpie dog, Casper?




‘Here we go, chick, for the drive of your life!’


The car took off with a screech in a cloud of dust.


‘Don’t worry, the car’s stolen so no-one is looking for me.’





Hours later, it seemed, Annie came to. She was all tied up and trussed like a chicken. Where was she? Her head pounded. Tap dancing, that’s it, tap dancing at the local hall in readiness for the end-of-year concert. Then she had taken Casper for a walk in the late afternoon. Her grandpa wanted some groceries. The paddocks were all fresh and green and Casper was frolicking along, stopping to sniff and play. The billy buttons were a dance of jolly, dotted yellow in the sun. She was homeward bound on the dirt, bushy track only a mile or so from home. It all went black.


Annie struggled to open her eyes. She could just see through the eye sockets in the balaclava. It was dusk. She saw him again. He had a ponytail; gold rings studded his fingers, and he was swigging on a beer. You might say he had a handsome face. Tattoos crawled all over his arms. His face wore a thunderous grimace. His rings held her transfixed.


There were other men present, with leering faces, some drooling, others mimicking the sexual act in a grotesque way.




‘Awake? Well now we can have some fun.’


‘Hey Pete, over here. The chick’s awake.’





He seemed to come alive, jumping to his feet with a look of relish. He strode over to her slumped body tied to a silver gum tree. He breathed heavily. He stank, a foul mix of beer and rancid chicken shit.


He tore at her dress and pulled down her cottontails while the light reflected on the knife he held to her throat. With a sneer, he forced himself on her repeatedly, his expression twisted in cruelty and triumph. Strutting arrogantly over the dirt, a crow circling, he signalled to the others. Calling out to Pete, he indicated it was his turn. Annie was trussed up like a chicken. Pete turned her over despite her restraints and assaulted her from behind. He had a crew cut and a scar marking his bloated, flushed face. When he was finished, he called for Mick, who then called for Lennie. One by one they took their turn until they were done.


Afterwards Mick strolled over with a beer can in his hand. A flicker of irritation crossed his face – he wasn’t finished. With his black leather boots, he kicked a log, mocking her with cruel words as he did so.


Mick was revving up into a blind fury. The dust flew with his boots. She looked like a rag doll. He kicked the log again. He knew what he had to do. Kill her. The sight of her peachy face was too much. He wanted to destroy it. Visual fragments. It reminded him of the baby to be born, the baby that wasn’t his. He couldn’t procreate but he could kill.


One could only imagine Annie was in a terrifying hell. That her mind shut down. There was blackness. Summoned stillness. Shoved. Raped. Pinioned. Paralysed. Her eyes lost focus as he strangled her with his ring-studded hands, summoning death. Her blood-curdling scream was silenced in a second: his hands sliced it in half.


He told Pete they should have her for dinner, his voice laced with a callous amusement. He looked at the ‘roadkill’ with contemptuous delight. He reckoned her pretty looks screwed her over big time. Annie was covered in blood. They left her there, all trussed up in her torn paisley dress and little white socks. Her blonde hair had escaped its plait, and tendrils fell about her punched-up face. They went on drinking. Mick was sated and knackered. What a long night.


The preceding events flamed, flickered and expired.


***




‘Hey, Angie babe, can you get me a can?’


‘No, I can’t. Get it yourself, you prick! You seem to forget


I’m eight months pregnant.’


‘How can I forget, babe? You look like a beached whale.


Now get me a can.’


‘What are you? Spoiling for a fight, you pig?’





Mick moved like a panther over to the couch where she lay. He scowled at her with a rogue’s grin, gripping her chin roughly.




‘Well, if you won’t grab me a can, then let’s party.’


He pulled her skirt up to her crotch.


‘Get your hands off me, you low life.’


He slapped her hard across the face.


‘Have you forgotten you’re my wife or are you just the local whore round here?’


He was excited. He swaggered. He sneered.


‘You seem to forget I’m doing you a favour since I ain’t the father.’


‘Get the hell off me, you pig, you can’t get it up.’





She was wearing a cornflower blue dress that illuminated her blue eyes. He looked at her pretty, peachy face then spat in it. He twisted her black hair. He hit her again and rolled off.


‘You’re nothing but a low-life piece of chicken shit.’


He couldn’t shake it. He saw himself covered in chicken shit. He could still smell it after all these years. Suddenly it could hit him. At school, Stewie had got him in the chicken coop and pulled down his pants. Mick was a small boy for his age.


‘Show me your willy,’ Stewie sneered. ‘Now get it up.’


For the life of him Mick couldn’t. His willy was flaccid in fright. Limp. Stewie towered over him and taunted him in a wheedling voice that screeched to a furious crescendo.


‘Chicky, chick, chick.’


Stewie tarred him in shit. Chick became his nickname, Mick the Chick. Mick became the tough boy on the block but no matter he couldn’t shake that name, and humiliation stuck to him all these years, just like the chicken shit did that fateful day.


‘I’m goin’ out with the boys and don’t do no whoring or else.’


‘As if I am going anywhere.’


He slammed the door hard behind him.


***


Mick was a psychopath, considered the most dangerous on the scale of criminal violent psychopathology, and his crime of murder the most heinous. Neville Symington, a psychoanalyst, said the psychopath has relinquished any endeavour to love (see ‘Sources’). And in the act of murder, he murders any capacity to love. The psychopath illuminates an undiluted template of evil, of remorseless murder in a loveless world. Against this sharp delineation of evil there exist bad, not evil, men, perhaps once ordinary, who have been victims and perpetrators, frightened children, and bullies, who through tragic lives struggle to become good.
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