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“For all the genuine horror and revulsion they inspire in us, there’s no point in denying that serial killers exert a dark attraction. They appeal not just to our morbid interest but also to our need to comprehend an ultimate human mystery: how people who seem so ordinary, so much like the rest of us, can possess the hearts and minds of monsters.”


—From THE A TO Z ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SERIAL KILLERS
by Harold Schechter and David Everitt
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Preface to the Second Edition


In the decade since our book first appeared, the phenomenon it explores—the brand of compulsive, sexually sadistic homicide we now call serial murder—continues to maintain a tight grip on the public imagination. Indeed, the serial killer has become such a pervasive part of our popular culture that a comprehensive list of all the movies, TV shows, and bestselling thrillers that feature such villains would now require a volume of its own.


Even the horrific events of September 11,2001, haven’t managed to stem the tide of serial killer entertainments. Though we now face far graver threats to our national well-being than psychopathic sex-killers, we continue to crave stories about the latter. At the time we wrote the introduction to the first edition, for example, David Fincher’s Se7en was Americas number-one film. At the present moment (we are writing this in the spring of 2005), the same director is in the midst of shooting Zodiac, about the search for the notorious serial murderer who terrorized the San Francisco area in the late 1960s. Plus ça change.


In the news, real-life serial killers also continue to command widespread media attention. The savage exploits of Angel Maturino Resendez—aka the “Railroad Killer”—held the country in thrall in the summer of 1999. Two years later, Gary Ridgway’s arrest for the infamous “Green River” killings was front-page news across the country. So was the apprehension, in early 2005, of Dennis Rader, the seemingly ordinary city worker and churchgoer who confessed to being the notorious murderer known as “BTK.”


That such long-unresolved cases as Green River and BTK have finally been closed in recent years represents one main reason for the existence of this new edition of The A to Z Encyclopedia of Serial Killers. A great deal has happened since the book first came out in 1995. Major new cases have occurred (like that of Dr. Harold Shipman, now regarded as the most prolific serial killer in modern history). There have been important new developments in old cases (including a supposed “final” solution of the most legendary serial murders of all, those committed by Jack the Ripper).


Significant shifts have taken place in our understanding of the subject (it is clear, for example, that both female and African-American serial killers are far more common than previously thought). We have even managed to trace a different—and significantly older—origin for the phrase “serial killer” itself.


In revising our book, then, we have tried to make it as up-to-date as possible. But The A to Z Encyclopedia was never meant to be simply a reference tool. It always aimed to be something else: a book which acknowledged that the subject of serial murder exerts a dark but undeniable attraction—the kind of “dreadful pleasure” that, as children, we derive from immersing ourselves in the fairy-tale world of demons and witches and flesh-eating ogres.


There’s little point in denying the fact that, for whatever reasons—anxiety management, morbid curiosity, latent sadism—people enjoy reading about monsters. Like the first edition of our book, this revision is meant to both enlighten and entertain. It is offered, in short, not only in the spirit of serious scholarship but in frank recognition of what Joseph Conrad calls “the fascination of the abomination.”





Preface to the First Edition


We are writing this preface in the fall of 1995, when the number-one film at the box office is Se7en, a dark, intensely creepy thriller about a serial murderer who contrives to kill his victims in accordance with the seven deadly sins (lust, greed, gluttony, sloth, pride, anger, and envy). The American public’s long-standing interest in psychopathic butchers—the same morbid fascination that, back in 1991, made Jeffrey Dahmer a People magazine cover boy and Jonathan Demme’s The Silence of the Lambs an Oscar-winning blockbuster—is still going strong.


Indeed, what was initially a fringe phenomenon—an obsession with blood-crazed psychokillers that was more or less limited to diehard splatter-movie fans—has become so mainstream that publications as traditionally staid (if not stuffy) as The New York Review of Books and The New Yorker have jumped on the bandwagon of late. The former ran a major essay on serial killers by novelist Joyce Carol Oates, while the latter did an extended, pre-execution profile of John Wayne Gacy that included exclusive excerpts from the unpublished writings of “America’s most notorious killer.”


Moralizing critics have been quick to condemn this phenomenon (labeled “serial chic”) as still another nasty symptom of societal rot, along with gangsta rap and ads for Calvin Klein underwear. We would point out that in considering the significance of pop phenomena it is always useful to put things in a broader cultural context. For better or worse, human beings have always been intrigued by anything that is monstrous, aberrant, or criminal. And grisly murder has been the subject of story and song, of art high and low, for centuries. True-crime books have been around since at least the 1600s, when John Reynolds’s God’s Revenge Against Murder and Adultery was one of the most popular works in England. During the late eighteenth century, the British public devoured the true-crime accounts in The Newgate Calendar, while Victorian readers thrilled to the gory details of murders, mutilations, and torture dished out by The Illustrated Police News, the most popular periodical of its day.


In our own country, the media frenzy set off by the atrocities of Dr. H. H. Holmes, “America’s first serial killer,” was akin to the hysteria generated by the O.J. trial a century later. In 1895, Chicagoans lined up around the block when an enterprising showman opened an H. H. Holmes “Murder Museum,” complete with gruesome mock-ups of the “arch-fiend’s” crimes. And the exploitation of mayhem and murder has not been restricted to schlockmeisters. Serious artists from Cézanne to Francis Bacon—as well as novelists from Dostoevsky to Dreiser—have made violent crime the subject of their work.


In short, we don’t see America’s fascination with serial killers as an aberration but rather as a contemporary manifestation of an age-old human reality. Moreover—insofar as telling stories or swapping jokes or watching movies about fearful things represents a method of coping—this fascination is not at all unhealthy. In late-twentieth-century America, the serial killer has come to embody a host of gnawing anxieties: anxieties about runaway crime and sexual violence and the breakdown of civil conduct. If we are haunted to the point of obsession by the figure of the psychopathic killer, it is not because we revel in the sadistic and ghastly (though there is some of that, too, built into the archaic depths of the psyche) but rather because, like children who love to hear spooky stories at bedtime, reading or hearing about serial killers is a way of gaining a sense of control over our fears.


Though there have been plenty of books about serial murder in the past few years, The A to Z Encyclopedia of Serial Killers is the first to deal with the phenomenon in all its aspects: historical, biographical, criminological, psychological, and cultural. The entries cover every topic we could conceive of, from Ads and Animal Torture to Zombies and Zoophilia. Readers will notice that some words within each entry are boldfaced; these are key names and concepts that are treated in separate entries of their own.


For all the genuine horror and revulsion they inspire in us, there’s no point in denying that serial killers exert a dark attraction. They appeal not just to our morbid interest but also to our need to comprehend an ultimate human mystery: how people who seem so ordinary, so much like the rest of us, can possess the hearts and minds of monsters.


In recognition of the need to confront and explore that “mystery of iniquity” (as Herman Melville describes it), we offer the following pages.
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ADS


Back in the old days, desperate singles in search of a mate might turn to a professional matchmaker. Nowadays, they are more likely to look in the personals section of the classified ads or subscribe to an Internet dating service. Of course, when it comes to getting anything that people are peddling in newspapers or online—whether it’s a used car or themselves—it pays to take heed of the old warning: Buyer Beware! Those Handsome SWMs and Sensual DWFs who make themselves look and sound so attractive in their digital photos and printed descriptions might turn out to be very different when you meet them in person.


Occasionally, in fact, they might turn out to be serial killers.


Using classifieds as a way of snaring potential victims is a ploy that dates back at least as far as the early 1900s. That’s when the infamous American Black Widow, Belle Gunness, lured a string of unwary bachelors into her clutches by placing matrimonial ads in newspapers across the country: “Rich, good-looking widow, young, owner of a large farm, wishes to get in touch with a gentleman of wealth with cultured tastes.” There was a certain amount of misrepresentation in this classified, since Gunness was actually fat, fiftyish, and bulldog-ugly. She wasn’t lying about being a rich widow, though, since she had murdered at least fourteen husbands after separating them from their life savings.


In France, Gunness’s near contemporary, Henri Landru, known as the “Bluebeard of Paris,” also found his lover-victims through the newspapers. Some of the classifieds were matrimonial ads in which Landru presented himself as a wealthy widower searching for a mate. In others, he pretended to be a used-furniture dealer looking for merchandise. In either case, if the person who responded was a lonely woman of means, Landru would turn up the charm. The results were always the same. The woman’s money would end up in his bank account. The woman herself would end up as a pile of ashes in the stove of his country villa.


In the late 1950s, a sexual psychopath and bondage nut named Harvey Murray Glatman (see Photographs) was able to procure victims by posing as a professional photographer and placing ads for female models. After luring an unwary woman into his “studio,” Glatman would rape her, truss her up, take pictures of her while she screamed in terror, then strangle her. (Glatman’s case served as the real-life basis for Mary Higgins Clark’s bestselling novel Loves Music, Loves to Dance, which—as the title suggests—deals with the sometimes perilous world of the personals.)


In more recent times, a vicious sociopath named Harvey Louis Carignan lured young women to their deaths by advertising for employees at the Seattle gas station he managed. Carignan’s MO earned him the nickname the “Want-Ad Killer” (the title of Ann Rule’s 1983 bestselling true-crime book on the subject). At roughly the same time, an Alaskan baker named Robert Hansen—who was ultimately convicted of four savage sex killings, though he was allegedly responsible for seventeen—used the personals page of his local newspaper to attract several of his victims. Hansen, who was married with children, would send his family off on a vacation, then take out a classified, seeking women to “join me in finding what’s around the next bend.” After snaring a victim, he would fly her out to the wilderness in his private plane. Then, after raping her at knifepoint, he would strip off her clothing, give her a head start, and (in a sick, real-life duplication of Richard Connell’s famous short story “The Most Dangerous Game”) stalk her like an animal.


Even scarier was the wizened cannibal and child killer Albert Fish, who regularly scoured the classifieds in his endless search for victims. In 1928, Fish came across a Situation Wanted ad placed by a young man named Edward Budd, who was looking for a summer job in the country. Masquerading as the owner of a big Long Island farm, the monstrous old man visited the Budd household, intending to lure the youth to an abandoned house and torture him to death. Fish altered his plans when he laid eyes on Edward’s little sister, a beautiful twelve-year-old girl named Grace. It was the little girl who ended up dead, dismembered, and cannibalized—and all because her brother’s innocent ad brought a monster to their door.
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Albert Fish; from 52 Famous Murderers trading cards


(Courtesy of Roger Worsham)





Arguably the most bizarre advertising gambit in the annals of psychopathic sex crime occurred in 2002, when a forty-one-year-old German computer technician, Armin Meiwes, posted an Internet ad that read: “Wanted: Well-Built Man for Slaughter and Consumption.” Though it is impossible to conceive of a less enticing come-on, it caught the fancy of a forty-two-year-old microchip designer named Bernd-Jürgen Brandes, who showed up at Meiwes’s door, eager to be butchered. With the victim’s enthusiastic cooperation, Meiwes cut off Brandes’s penis, cooked it, then served it up for the two of them to eat together. He then stabbed Brandes through the neck, chopped up the corpse, froze certain parts for future consumption, and buried the rest (see Cannibalism).


To describe Herr Meiwes as “disturbed” is clearly an understatement. It must be acknowledged, however, that—in contrast to such wolves-in-sheep’s-clothing as Robert Hansen and Albert Fish—at least he wasn’t guilty of false advertising.
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Advertising for Victims


In the 1989 film Sea of Love, a serial killer with a seductive line goes trolling for male victims in the classifieds. When a sucker bites, the killer reels him in, then leaves him facedown on the mattress, a bullet in the back of his skull.


As he did nine years earlier in Cruising, Al Pacino plays a homicide detective who goes undercover to catch the killer. By placing his own ad in the papers, he turns himself into live bait. In the process he plunges into a turbulent affair with Ellen Barkin—who may or may not be the killer.


A riveting thriller, Sea of Love is especially good at conveying the dangerous undercurrents that run beneath the surface of big-city singles life, where lonely people looking for a good catch sometimes end up with a barracuda.
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ALLIGATORS


When it comes to getting rid of human remains, most serial killers prefer to keep things simple, relying on such standbys as shallow graves, basement crawl spaces, river bottoms, and remote, densely wooded areas (see Disposal). Occasionally, however, a serial killer may resort to more exotic expedients.


Back in the 1930s, for example, a hard-drinking reprobate named Joe Ball ran a seedy roadhouse called (ironically enough) the Sociable Inn on Highway 181 outside Elmsdorf, Texas. Ball installed a cement pond and stocked it with a brood of five full-grown alligators. To keep his pets fat and happy, Ball fed them a diet of horse meat, live dogs, and human body parts—the remains of various female employees he murdered and dismembered. The exact number of his victims is unknown, since Ball went to his death without confessing. When two sheriffs who were investigating the disappearance of a pretty young waitress named Hazel Brown showed up to question the brutish barkeep, he whipped out a pistol from the drawer beneath his cash register and fired a bullet into his heart.


(Tobe Hooper, the auteur who directed the original Texas Chainsaw Massacre, used Ball’s crimes as the basis for his uninspired follow-up, Eaten Alive, a 1977 dud about a psychopathic, scythe-wielding hotel keeper whose guests have an unfortunate tendency to end up in the reptile-infested swamp behind his establishment.)


The alligator’s first cousin—the West African crocodile—has also been exploited for this nefarious purpose. In the 1920s, Carl Panzram—arguably the most unregenerate murderer in the annals of American crime—journeyed to Portuguese West Africa as a merchant seaman. Making his way down the coast, he hired a canoe and the services of a half-dozen locals to help him hunt crocodiles. Panzram ended up shooting all six of the Africans in the back and feeding their corpses to the ravenous reptiles.
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Carl Panzram; from 52 Famous Murderers trading cards


(Courtesy of Roger Worsham)





Crocodilians haven’t been the only creatures whose indiscriminate eating habits have come in handy to homicidal maniacs. In turn-of-the-century California, a farmer named Joseph Briggen fed his prize hogs the body parts of butchered farm hands. Briggen’s porkers invariably fetched top dollar at local auctions. When people asked for the secret of his success, he would just smile and reply, “Its all in the feeding.”


Another Canadian pig farmer, Robert Pickton—alleged to be that country’s worst serial killer—apparently relied on the same porcine method of corpse disposal. Arrested in 2002, Pickton, as of January 24, 2004, has been implicated in the murders of up to thirty-one women.




“I have no desire whatever to reform myself. My only desire is to reform people who try to reform me, and I believe the only way to reform people is to kill ’em. My motto is: Rob’em all, rape ‘em all, and kill ‘em all.”


CARL PANZRAM





ANIMAL TORTURE


Childhood cruelty toward small, living creatures isn’t necessarily a sign of psychopathology. Lots of little boys who enjoy pulling the wings off of flies grow up to be lawyers or dentists. The sadistic behavior of budding serial killers is something else entirely. After all, it’s one thing to chop an earthworm in two because you want to watch the separate halves squirm; it’s quite another to eviscerate your neighbor’s pet kitten because you enjoy listening to its agonized howls.


The case histories of serial killers are rife with instances of juvenile animal torture. As a boy, for example, Henry Lee Lucas enjoyed trapping small animals, torturing them to death, then having sex with the remains. The earliest sexual activity of the appalling Peter Kürten—the “Monster of Düsseldorf”—also combined sadism with bestiality. At thirteen, Kürten discovered the pleasures of stabbing sheep to death while having intercourse with them.


Instead of more conventional items, like baseball cards and comic books, little Jeffrey Dahmer collected roadkill. According to neighbors, he also liked to nail bullfrogs to trees and cut open live fish to see how their innards worked. One of the favorite childhood pastimes of Moors Murderer Ian Brady (see Killer Couples) was tossing alley cats out of tenement windows and watching them splat on the pavement. Cats, in fact, are a favorite target of youthful sociopaths. Edmund Kemper was only ten when he buried the family cat alive, then dug up the corpse and decapitated it. And former FBI Special Agent Robert K. Ressler—the man credited with coining the term “serial killer”—mentions one sadistic murderer who was nicknamed “Doc” as a child because he liked to slit open the stomachs of cats and see how far they could run before they died.


Animal torture is, in fact, such a common denominator in the childhoods of serial killers that it is considered one of the three major warning signals of future psychopathic behavior, along with unnaturally prolonged bed-wetting and juvenile pyromania (see Triad).


The vast majority of little boys who get their kicks from dismembering daddy longlegs or dropping firecrackers into anthills lose their stomach for sadism at an early age. The case is very different with incipient serial killers. Fixated at a shockingly primitive stage of emotional development, they never lose their craving for cruelty and domination. Quite the contrary: it continues to grow in them like a cancer. Eventually—when dogs, cats, and other small, four-legged creatures can no longer satisfy it—they turn their terrifying attentions to a larger, two-legged breed: human beings.


ARISTOCRATS


For the most part, the only truly remarkable thing about modern-day serial killers is their grotesque psychopathology. Otherwise, they tend to be absolute nobodies. It is precisely for this reason that they are able to get away with murder for so long. No one looking at, say, Joel Rifkin—the Long Island landscape gardener who slaughtered a string of prostitutes and stored their bodies in the suburban home he shared with his adoptive parents—would ever suspect that this utterly nondescript individual was capable of such atrocities.


For many serial killers, in fact, the notoriety they achieve through their crimes is, if not their main motivation, then certainly an important fringe benefit. Murder becomes their single claim to fame—the only way they have of getting their names in the paper, of proving to the world (and to themselves) that they are “important” people.


In centuries past, the situation was frequently different. Far from being nonentities, the most notorious serial killers of medieval times were people of great prominence and power. The most infamous of these was the fifteenth-century nobleman Gilles de Rais. Heir to one of the great fortunes of France, Gilles fought alongside Joan of Arc during the Hundred Years War. For his courage in battle, he was named marshal of France, his country’s highest military honor.


Following Joan’s execution in 1431, however, Gilles returned to his ancestral estate in Brittany and plunged into a life of unspeakable depravity. During a nine-year reign of terror, he preyed on the children of local peasants. Unlike today’s low-born serial killers, the aristocratic Gilles didn’t have to exert himself to snare his victims; his servants did it for him. Whisked back to his horror castle, the children (most of them boys) were tortured and dismembered for the delectation of the “Bestial Baron,” who liked to cap off his pleasure by violating their corpses. Executed in 1440, he is widely regarded as the model for the fairy-tale monster Bluebeard.


A female counterpart of Gilles was the Transylvanian noblewoman Elizabeth Bathory, a vampiric beauty who believed she could preserve her youth by bathing in the blood of virgins. According to conservative estimates, Bathory butchered and drained the blood of at least forty young women before her arrest in 1610.


Her tally was topped by her near contemporary, the French noblewoman Marie Madeleine d’Aubray, marquise de Brinvilliers. Having run through a fortune, this profligate beauty decided to knock off her father in order to get her hands on his estate. In her efforts to concoct an indetectable poison, she volunteered her services at the Hôtel Dieu—Paris’s public hospital—and began trying out different formulas on her patients, ultimately dispatching at least fifty of them. In 1676, she was beheaded for her crimes.


Closer to our own time, some Jack the Ripper buffs (or “Ripperologists,” as they prefer to be called) speculate that the legendary “Butcher of Whitechapel” was actually Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence, Queen Victoria’s grandson and heir to the throne of England. As tantalizing as this theory sounds, it is almost certainly a complete fantasy, akin to the wilder Kennedy assassination scenarios. The unglamorous truth is that Jack was probably nothing more than a knife-wielding nobody—just like the scores of hideously sick nonentities who have followed in his bloody footsteps.


ART


Serial killer art can be divided into two major categories: (1) works of art about serial killers, and (2) works of art by serial killers.


To start with the latter: the best known of all serial killer artists was John Wayne Gacy, who began dabbling in oil painting while in prison. Though Gacy painted everything from Disney characters to Michelangelo’s Pietà, his trademark subject was Pogo the Clown—the persona he adopted during his prearrest years, when he would occasionally don circus makeup and entertain the kids at the local hospital. Gacy’s amateurish oils could be had for a pittance a decade ago, but their value increased as they became trendy collectibles among certain celebrities, like film director John Waters and actor Johnny Depp. Since Gacy’s execution, the price for his paintings has shot even higher. While some of his oils are explicitly creepy (like his so-called Skull Clown paintings), even his most “innocent”—like his depictions of Disney’s Seven Dwarves—have an ineffable malevolence to them.
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Pogo the Clown; painting by John Wayne Gacy


(Courtesy of Mike Ferris)





For a while, Gacy’s exclusive art dealer was the Louisiana funeral director and serial killer enthusiast Rick Staton (see The Collector). Under Staton’s encouragement, a number of other notorious murderers have taken up prison arts and crafts. Staton—who started a company called Grindhouse Graphics to market this work and has staged a number of Death Row Art Shows in New Orleans—has represented a wide range of quasicreative killers, including Richard “Night Stalker” Ramirez (who does crude but intensely spooky ballpoint doodles); Charles Manson (who specializes in animals sculpted from his old socks); and Elmer Wayne Henley. Henley—who, along with his buddy Dean Corll, was responsible for the torture-murder of as many as thirty-two young men—likes to paint koala bears.


As devoted as he is to promoting the work of these people, even Staton concedes that they possess no artistic talent. There are a couple of exceptions, however. Lawrence Bittaker—who mutilated and murdered five teenage girls—produces some truly original pop-up greeting cards. The most gifted of the bunch, however, is William Heirens, the notorious “Lipstick Killer,” who has been in prison since 1946 and who paints exquisitely detailed watercolors.


As far as serious art goes (i.e., art about, not by, serial killers), painters have been dealing with horrific sex crimes since at least the nineteenth century. The Victorian artist Walter Sickert, for example, did such disturbing pictures of murdered prostitutes that crime writer Patricia Cornwell has accused him of being Jack the Ripper. Scholars have also discovered that, in addition to the post-Impressionist landscapes and still lifes he’s best known for, Paul Cézanne did a whole series of paintings and drawings depicting grisly sex crimes.


Throughout the twentieth century, hideous murder often appears as a subject of serious art. In The Threatened Assassin, a 1926 painting by Surrealist René Magritte, a bowler-hatted man wields a clublike human limb while a nude woman lies bleeding in the background. Even more unsettling is Frida Kahlo’s 1935 A Few Small Nips, in which a gore-drenched killer, clutching a knife, stands at the bedside of his savaged girlfriend. In 1966, the German postmodern painter Gerhard Richter caused an uproar when he displayed his Eight Student Nurses, realistic portraits of Richard Speck’s victims, based on their yearbook photos. That controversy was minor, however, compared to the outcry provoked in 1997, when a highly publicized British art show included Marcus Harvey’s Myra—an enormous portrait of the notorious Moors Murderer created from the handprints of children.


Of all serial murder paintings produced in the twentieth century, probably the greatest are those by Otto Dix, the famous German Expressionist who was obsessed with images of sadistic sexual mutilation and produced a series of extraordinary canvases on the subject. His contemporary George Grosz (who posed as Jack the Ripper in a famous photographic self-portrait) also created a number of works about sex-related killings, including the harrowing Murder on Acker Street, which depicts a cretinous killer scrubbing his hands after decapitating a woman, whose horribly mangled corpse occupies the center of the picture. (If you’re interested in a brilliant study of sexual murder in Weimar Germany—which reproduces several dozen works by Dix and Grosz—check out the 1995 book Lustmord by Harvard professor Maria Tartar.)


The spiritual heir of Dix and Grosz is Joe Coleman, America’s preeminent painters of serial killers (see The Apocalyptic Art of Joe Coleman). Coleman’s work has inspired a number of younger artists, including the young Brooklyn painter Michael Rose, whose subjects range from religious martyrdoms to grisly accidents to the atrocities of Albert Fish. Another Brooklyn artist, Chris Pelletiere, has done a series of stunning portraits of some of America’s most notorious killers, including Charles Starkweather, Henry Lee Lucas, and Ed Gein.


Finally, there is the well-known Pop surrealist Peter Saul. Now in his sixties, Saul has been offending sensibilities for the past three decades with canvases like Donald Duck Descending a Staircase, Puppy in an Electric Chair, and Bathroom Sex Murder. Rendered in a garish, cartoony style, Saul’s recent paintings of serial killers—which include grotesque depictions of John Wayne Gacy’s execution and Jeffrey Dahmer’s eating habits—are among his most electrifying works.
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The Apocalyptic Art of Joe Coleman


America’s premier painter of serial killers, Joe Coleman is also the only significant artist ever to perform as a geek. Indeed, one of his most powerful self-portraits—Portrait of Professor Momboozoo—shows the crucified Coleman with a bitten-off rat’s head jutting from his mouth. Like so much of Coleman’s work, it’s an astounding image, one that sums up three of the major themes of his art: horror, sideshow sensationalism, and (insofar as devouring the body and blood of a rodent represents a grotesque parody of the Last Supper) religious obsession.
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Joe Coleman in his “odditorium” (Photo by Steve Bonge)





Coleman was born on 11/22/55—a date (as he likes to point out) full of doubles, prefiguring his own fascination with linked dualities: sinner and saint, heaven and hell, corruption and purity, killer and victim. Growing up across from a cemetery and steeped in Catholicism, he developed an early fascination with death and disease, suffering and sacrifice. His childhood imagination was also shaped by two books: the Bible (particularly its juicier stories of sex and violence) and a volume on Hieronymus Bosch, whose teeming, demonic dreamscapes made a profound impression on Coleman’s budding artistic sensibility.


Indeed, though Coleman is often classified under the ever-so-slightly disparaging category of “naive” or “outsider” artist, his work falls into a mainstream tradition that extends from such medieval painters as Bosch and Breughel to modern German Expressionists like Dix and Grosz. It’s also true, however, that—as accomplished and sophisticated as Coleman’s paintings are—there is, in his densely textured, meticulously detailed style, a distinctly folk-art quality. He is, in short, a complete original, an all-American delineator of the darkest recesses of the soul. If Bosch had coupled with Grandma Moses, their unholy offspring would have been Joe Coleman.


In the festering landscape of Coleman’s art, legendary serial killers like Carl Panzram and Charles Manson become mad visionaries, driven by a savage need to rip away the comforting illusions of conventional society and expose the terrible realities of existence: random horror, inexorable death. Coleman is quick to point out that his paintings are self-portraits, and the same ferocious drive is evident everywhere in his work. He uses his paint-brush like a vivisectionist’s scalpel, to penetrate to the bloody innards, the guts of existence. Beneath our skins, his art seems to say, we are nothing but blood, shit, and phlegm, with a latent tumor undoubtedly lurking somewhere in our cells. But there is another element, too, one that redeems his work from sheer morbidity: the belief, or at least the hope, that if he penetrates far enough, he will discover something much deeper—the soul.


As one critic has commented, Joe Coleman has put the pain back in painting. But his work blazes with power and meaning. For those unfamiliar with it, we strongly recommend his book Cosmic Retribution (Fantagraphic Books, 1992)—the only art volume (so far as we know) with an enthusiastic jacket blurb by Charles Manson. More recent examples of his paintings can be found in Original Sin (Heck Editions, 1997) and The Book of Joe (La Luz de Jesus Press, 2003).
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My earliest drawings were of the crucifixion of Christ. That’s one thing that’s going to turn little boys on—that your religion has to do with a guy getting nailed to a fucking cross and all this blood spurting out and all these saints being set on fire.
That’s the kind of religion I like.”


JOE COLEMAN





AXE MURDERERS


Though the figure of the axe-wielding maniac is a staple of horror movies and campfire tales, he is largely a figment of the popular imagination. In reality, serial killers rarely rely on axes.


The most famous axe in American criminal history, of course, was the one that belonged to Miss Lizzie Borden, who, according to folklore, used it to give her sleeping stepmother “forty whacks” in the face (and when she saw what she had done, she gave her father forty-one). Lizzie, however, was no serial killer but a chubby, thirty-two-year-old spinster with long-simmering resentments who apparently went berserk one sweltering day in August 1892. In short, her crimes (assuming she committed them, which seems fairly certain, in spite of her acquittal) were a one-shot deal—a lifetime’s worth of stifled emotions exploding in a single savage deed.


Another fatal female who was handy with an axe was the notorious Belle Gunness (see Black Widows), who murdered at least fourteen of her husbands and suitors. Some apparently were poisoned, others were dispatched in their sleep with a hatchet. Though the fat, ferocious Gunness cut a more frightful figure than the ladylike Miss Lizzie, she was no wild-eyed thrill killer. Rather, she was a cold-blooded mercenary, killing to collect on her spouses’ life-insurance policies or inherit their savings.


Closer than either of these lethal ladies to the popular stereotype of the axe-wielding psycho was a hard-bitten drifter named Jake Bird. Roaming around Tacoma in 1947, Bird hacked a mother and daughter to pieces with an axe he found in their woodshed. Alerted by the victims’ dying shrieks, neighbors summoned the police, who managed to subdue Bird after a violent struggle. Bird pled innocent until forensic analysis established that the stains on his trousers were human blood and brain tissue. Before his execution in 1949, he confessed to no fewer than forty-four murders throughout the United States, a number of them committed with his weapon of choice—the axe.


The most fear-provoking axe killer in the annals of American crime, however—one who kept a whole city in a state of panic for over two years—was a maniac whose identity remains unknown. This is the shadowy figure known as the “Axeman of New Orleans.”


On the night of May 23, 1918, a New Orleans couple named Maggio was butchered in bed by an intruder who smashed their skulls with an axe blade, then slit their throats with a razor, nearly severing the woman’s head. Thus began the reign of terror of the so-called Axeman, a real-life boogeyman who haunted the city for two and half years. His MO was always the same. Prowling through the darkness, he would target a house, chisel out a back-door panel, slip inside, and find his way to the bedroom. There, he would creep toward his slumbering victims, raise his weapon, and attack with demoniacal fury. Altogether, he murdered seven people and savagely wounded another eight.
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Lizzie Borden; from 52 Famous Murderers trading cards


(Courtesy of Roger Worsham)





Panic gripped the city, particularly since the police were helpless to locate the killer. Hysterical citizens pointed fingers at various suspects, including a supposed German spy named Louis Besumer and a father and son named Jordano, who were actually convicted on “eyewitness testimony” that later proved to be fabricated. Since many of the victims were Italian grocers, there was also a theory (wholly unsubstantiated) that the killer was a Mafia enforcer. To cope with their fears, citizens resorted to morbid humor, throwing raucous New Orleans-style “Axeman parties” and singing along to a popular tune called “The Mysterious Axeman’s Jazz.”


Though the killer was never identified, some people believe that he was an ex-con named Joseph Mumfre, who was shot down by a woman named Pepitone, the widow of the Axeman’s last victim. Mrs. Pepitone claimed that she had seen Mumfre flee the murder scene. Whether Mumfre was really the Axeman remains a matter of dispute, but one fact is certain: the killings stopped with his death.
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Hatchet Man


Frailty, a creepily effective chiller released in 2002, stars Bill Paxton (who also directed) as a Texas widower whose fatherly devotion to his two young sons is somewhat undercut by his rampaging religious mania. Dad (the only name he’s given in the film) believes that God has chosen him to hunt down and destroy demons-in-human-form, using a very large axe as his weapon of divine retribution.


Complications arise when Dad comes to believe that his own twelve-year-old son, Fenton, is a demon in disguise. Reluctant to dismember his child, Dad settles for locking the boy in a dungeon until he repents. Thanks to this act of paternal solicitude, Fenton manages to make it to manhood. In the grown-up form of Matthew McConaughey, Fenton shows up years later at FBI headquarters to tell his story to an agent named Doyle (Powers Boothe), who is investigating an unsolved serial murder case known as the “God’s Hand” killings.


Solid acting, surprising plot twists—and the scariest axe-wielding father to appear in movies since Jack Nicholson went off the deep end in Stanley Kubrick’s The Shining—make Frailty a highly satisfying little horror film.
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BATHTUBS


Exploring the spooky labyrinth of Buffalo Bill’s basement at the climax of Thomas Harris’s The Silence of the Lambs, Clarice Starling happens on a ghastly sight: a “big bathtub . . . almost filled with hard red-purple plaster. A hand and wrist stuck up from the plaster, the hand turned dark and shrivelled, the fingernails painted pink.” Clarice has stumbled onto one of the monster’s former victims, who has been turned into some sort of grotesque tableau.


Like the rest of us, of course, real-life serial killers require an occasional bath and so can’t clog up their tubs with decomposed corpses encased in red-purple plaster of Paris. Some, however, have put their tubs to specialized uses.


For obvious reasons, bathtubs make a handy place to dismember corpses. After picking up a female hitchhiker in January 1973, for example, Edmund Kemper shot her in the head, then drove the body back home, hid it in his bedroom closet, and went to sleep. The next morning, after his mother left for work, he removed the corpse, had sex with it, then placed it in his bathtub and dismembered it with a Buck knife and an axe.


Dennis Nilsen’s tub, on the other hand, was used for a more traditional purpose. He liked to bathe his lovers in it. Of course, they were dead at the time. Like Jeffrey Dahmer, this British serial killer murdered his homosexual pickups partly because he was desperate for companionship. Turning them into corpses was his way of ensuring that they wouldn’t leave in the morning. After strangling a victim, Nilsen would engage in a regular ritual, tenderly cleaning the corpse in his tub, then lovingly arranging it in front of the TV or stereo or perhaps at the dining room table, so he could enjoy its company until it became too decomposed to bear.


And then there is the occasional serial killer who turns his tub into a killing device, like the British Bluebeard George Joseph Smith, the notorious “Brides in the Bath” murderer, who drowned three of his seven wives for their insurance money.


Of course, the most famous of these bathroom fixtures is the shower-tub combo where Janet Leigh meets her brutal end at the hands of Anthony Perkins as Norman Bates. Thanks to Hitchcock’s Psycho, countless unclad starlets have been butchered by maniacs while soaping up in the shower or relaxing in a bubble bath. Every now and then, a knife-wielding psycho will even pop out of a tub as in Fatal Attraction. But on the whole, these are perils that hardly ever occur outside the movies. For the most part, bathtubs are perfectly safe—as long as you don’t slip on the soap.


BED-WETTING


See Triad.
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David Berkowitz


It was the era of New York disco fever—of platform shoes, leisure suits, dancing to the Bee Gees while a mirrored globe spun and flashed overhead. But for a little more than a year, between 1976 and 1977, the disco beat turned into a pulse of fear as a gun-wielding madman prowled the city streets at night. His weapon was a .44 revolver—and at first the tabloids tagged him the “.44-Caliber Killer.”


The terror began on July 29, 1976, when two young women were shot in a parked car in the Bronx. Young people in cars—often dating couples—would continue to be the killer’s targets of choice. On one occasion, however, he gunned down a pair of young women sitting on a stoop. On another, he shot a woman as she walked home from school. Frantically she tried protecting her face with a book—but to no avail. The killer simply raised the muzzle of his weapon to the makeshift shield and blasted her in the head. Before his rampage was over, a total of six young New Yorkers were dead, seven more severely wounded.
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David Berkowitz; from Bloody Visions trading cards


(© & ™ 1995 M. H. Price and Shel-Tone Publications. All rights reserved.)





At the scene of one double murder, police found a long, ranting note from the killer. “I am the ‘Son of Sam.’ I am a little brat,” he wrote. From that point on, the killer would be known by his bizarre new nickname.


For months, while the city was gripped by panic, police made no headway. When a break finally came, it happened as a result of a thirty-five-dollar parking ticket. On July 31, 1977, when a couple was shot along the Brooklyn shore, a witness noticed someone driving away from the scene in a car that had just been ticketed. Tracing the summons through their computer, the police came up with the name and address of David Berkowitz, a pudgy-faced postal worker living in Yonkers.


When police picked him up, they found an arsenal in the trunk of Berkowitz’s car. Son of Sam had been planning an apocalyptic act of carnage—a kamikaze assault on a Long Island disco.


Under arrest, Berkowitz explained the meaning of his bizarre moniker. “Sam” turned out to be the name of a neighbor, Sam Carr, who—in Berkowitz’s profoundly warped mind—was actually a “high demon” who transmitted his orders to kill through his pet dog, a black Labrador retriever. Insane as this story was, Berkowitz was found mentally fit to stand trial. He was eventually sentenced to three hundred years in the pen, where he has recently undergone a religious conversion and become a jailhouse televan-gelist, preaching the gospel on public-access TV.
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“I didn’t want to hurt them,
I only wanted to kill them.”


DAVID BERKOWITZ





BLACK WIDOWS


Classic serial sex murder—in which a sadistic sociopath is driven to stalk, slay, and commit unspeakable acts on a succession of strangers—is an outrage perpetrated almost exclusively by men. As two-fisted culture critic Camille Paglia puts it, “There are no female Jack the Rippers” (see Women). On the other hand, women who murder a whole string of their mates, often for mercenary reasons, are relatively common in the annals of crime. These female counterparts of the male Bluebeard-type killer are known (in homage to the deadly arachnid that devours its mates after sex) as “Black Widows.”


The most infamous of this breed was the legendary Belle Gunness, née Brynhild Storset, who came to this country from a small fishing village in Norway in 1881. Like other nineteenth-century immigrants, the enterprising young woman found America to be a land of plenty, where she could put her God-given talents to the most profitable use. As it happened, Belle’s particular talent was serial murder. After a fire destroyed her Indiana farm in 1908, searchers found the decomposed remains of at least a dozen people on her property, some interred in the basement of the gutted house, others buried in the muck of the hog pen or planted in her garden. Most of her victims were either prospective husbands or hired hands who doubled as lovers. Their deaths allowed Gunness to cash in on their insurance policies and loot their bank accounts. Like the sow that devours its farrow, she also murdered two of her own infant children after insuring their lives. Gunness has gained legendary status not only because of the enormity of her crimes but also because she disappeared without a trace, slipping (like Jack the Ripper) into the realm of folklore and myth.
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Mary Ann Cotton; from Bloody Visions trading cards


(© & ™ 1995 M. H. Price and Shel-Tone Publications. All rights reserved.)





Other notorious Black Widows followed Gunness’s avaricious pattern. In the mid-nineteenth century, America’s “Queen Poisoner,” Lydia Sherman, bumped off one husband after another in order to inherit their savings. Reluctant to split her new bounty with anyone else, she also poisoned her children, dispatching more than one of her victims with arsenic-spiked hot chocolate. In a strikingly similar fashion, her British contemporary Mary Ann Cotton liquidated a whole string of spouses and children. Their deaths were attributed to “gastric fever”—until a postmortem on her final victim, her seven-year-old stepson, turned up traces of arsenic in his stomach.


Not all Black Widows, however, are motivated by greed. The matronly multicide Nannie Doss—dubbed the “Giggling Granny” by the press because she chuckled with amusement while confessing her crimes—became incensed when police accused her of killing four husbands for their insurance policies (which were, in fact, pretty paltry). An avid reader of true-romance fiction, Nanny insisted that she had murdered for love, not money. “I was searching for the perfect mate, the real romance of life.” When a husband didn’t measure up, she simply dispatched him (slipping liquid rat poison into his corn whiskey or stewed prunes), then went in search of another Prince Charming. Of course, her explanation was not entirely convincing, since her victims also included her mother, two sisters, two children, one grandson, and her nephew. Nannie Doss was sentenced to life in prison, where she died of leukemia in 1965 after writing her memoirs for Life magazine. She murdered neither for love nor for money. She killed because she enjoyed it.


BLASPHEMY


For the most part, this is an outrage perpetrated by devil-worshipping cultists who delight in blaspheming the orthodox rituals of Christianity (see Satanism). The central ceremony of satanic worship, for example, is the so-called Black Mass, an obscene travesty of the Catholic mass involving baby sacrifice, orgiastic sex, and other abominations.


There is, however, at least one serial killer who added blasphemy to his staggering list of outrages. After murdering his final victim—an eighty-eight-year-old grandmother named Kate Rich—Henry Lee Lucas carved an upside-down cross between the old woman’s breasts. Then he raped her corpse.


ROBERT BLOCH


Say the word psycho to most people and they will immediately visualize scenes from the classic horror film: Janet Leigh getting slashed to pieces in a shower, Martin Balsam being set upon by an old biddy with a butcher knife, Anthony Perkins smiling insanely while a fly buzzes around his padded cell. But while it was Alfred Hitchcock’s genius that made Psycho into a masterpiece, it was another imagination that first dreamed up Norman Bates and his motel from hell. It belonged to Robert Bloch, one of the most prolific and influential horror writers of the century.


Born in Chicago in 1917, Bloch began publishing stories in the pulps while still a teenager. He received encouragement from his pen pal and muse, horrormeister H. P. Lovecraft (who named a character after Bloch in his story “The Haunter of the Dark”). After working as an advertising copywriter in Milwaukee, Bloch quit to become a full-time writer in the early 1950s. He specialized in tales whose macabre twist endings make them read like extended sick jokes. Psychopathic killers figure prominently in his fiction. One of his best-known stories is titled, “Yours Truly, Jack the Ripper.”


In 1957, Bloch—who had relocated to Los Angeles to write screenplays—moved back to Wisconsin so that his ailing wife could be close to her parents. He was living in the town of Weyauwega, less than thirty miles from Plainfield, where police broke into the tumbledown farmhouse of a middle-aged bachelor named Edward Gein and discovered a collection of horrors that sent shock waves around the nation. Fascinated by the incredible circumstances of the Gein affair—particularly by the fact (as he later put it) “that a killer with perverted appetites could flourish almost openly in a small rural community where everybody prides himself on knowing everybody else’s business”—Bloch hit on the idea for a horror novel. The result was his 1959 thriller, Psycho, about the schizophrenic mama’s boy, Norman Bates—a monster who (like Dracula and King Kong) has become a permanent icon of our pop mythology.


Bloch wrote hundreds of short stories and more than twenty novels, in addition to dozens of screenplays and television scripts. However, when he died, on September 23, 1994, the headlines of his obituaries invariably identified him (as he predicted they would) as the “Author of Psycho.” As interpreted by Hitchcock, this pioneering piece of serial-killer literature set the pattern for all cinematic slasher fantasies of the past forty-six years. In spite of his lifelong obsession with psychopathic killers, Bloch himself was the gentlest of men, who had little use for the kind of graphically gory horror movies his own work had inspired. When asked his opinion of films like The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, the man who gave birth to Norman Bates admitted, “I’m quite squeamish about them.”


BLUEBEARDS


Reputedly modeled on the fifteenth-century monster Gilles de Rais (see Aristocrats), the folktale character Bluebeard is a sinister nobleman who murders a succession of wives and stores their corpses in a locked room in his castle. In real life, the term is used to describe a specific type of serial killer who, like his fictional couterpart, knocks off one wife after another.


There are two major differences between a Bluebeard killer and a psycho like Ted Bundy. The latter preys on strangers, whereas the Bluebeard type restricts himself to the women who are unlucky (or foolish) enough to wed him. Their motivations differ, too. Bundy and his ilk are driven by sexual sadism; they are lust murderers. By contrast, the cardinal sin that motivates the Bluebeard isn’t lust but greed. For the most part, this kind of serial killer dispatches his victims for profit.


The most infamous Bluebeard of the twentieth century was a short, balding, red-bearded Frenchman named Henri Landru (the real-life inspiration for Charlie Chaplin’s black comedy Monsieur Verdoux). In spite of his unsightly appearance, Landru possessed an urbane charm that made him appealing to women. It didn’t hurt, of course, that there were so many vulnerable women around—lonely widows of the millions of young soldiers who had perished on the battlefields of World War I. An accomplished swindler who had already been convicted seven times for fraud, Landru found his victims by running matrimonial Ads in the newspapers. When a suitable (i.e., wealthy, gullible) prospect responded, Landru would woo her, wed her, assume control of her assets, then kill her and incinerate the corpse in a small outdoor oven on his country estate outside Paris. He was guillotined in 1922, convicted of eleven murders—ten women, plus one victim’s teenaged son.


Even more prolific was a German named Johann Hoch, who emigrated to America in the late 1800s. In sheer numerical terms, Hoch holds some sort of connubial record among Bluebeards, having married no fewer than fifty-five women, at least fifteen of whom he dispatched. Like Landru, he never confessed, insisting on his innocence even as the hangman’s noose tightened around his neck.
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Victorian engraving, showing Bluebeard’s collection of chopped-off female heads.





Another notorious Bluebeard from across the sea was the Englishman George Joseph Smith, who became known as the “Brides in the Bath” murderer for his habit of drowning his wives in the tub in order to collect on their life insurance. Like Landru and Hoch, Smith vehemently proclaimed his innocence, leaping up during his trial and shouting, “I am not a murderer, though I may be a bit peculiar!” The jury didn’t buy it, at least the first part. He was hanged on Friday, August 13, 1915.


Though the killer who snares his female victims with his suave, attentive manners seems quintessentially European, our own country has produced its share of Bluebeards. Born and bred in Kansas, Alfred Cline looked like a Presbyterian minister—one of the reasons, no doubt, that he was able to win the trust of so many well-to-do widows, eight of whom he married and murdered between 1930 and 1945. Even Cline’s favorite killing device—a poisoned glass of buttermilk—was as American as could be.


Then there was Herman Drenth, who dispatched an indeterminate number of victims in his homemade gas chamber outside Clarksburg, West Virginia. He was hanged for five murders in 1932. Unlike most Bluebeards, Drenth was an admitted sadist, deriving not only financial profit but also sexual pleasure from his crimes. Watching his victims die, he told police, “Beat any cathouse I was ever in.”




“I may be a bit peculiar.”


GEORGE JOSEPH SMITH,


the “Brides in the Bath” murderer





BOARD GAMES


Though it seemed unlikely to become the next Trivial Pursuit, a board game called Serial Killer set off a firestorm of outrage when it was put on the market a few years ago. The brainchild of a Seattle child-care worker named Tobias Allen, Serial Killer consisted of a game board printed with a map of the United States, four serial-killer playing pieces, “crime cards,” “outcome cards,” and two dozen plastic “victims” (in the possibly ill-advised form of dead babies).


With the roll of a die, each player would move along the map and draw a crime card. Each card would involve either a “high-risk” or a “low-risk” crime, and the player would collect victims accordingly. As Allen explained, “A high-risk crime might be breaking into the house of a prominent citizen and killing him. A low-risk crime would be murdering a prostitute or a street person. Whoever has the highest body count at the end of the game wins.”
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Game cards from Serial Killer board game (Courtesy of Tobias Allen)





Though Allen intended the game as “a bit of a spoof on the way we glorify mass destruction,” many people failed to see the humor. A number of Canadian politicians mobilized to ban the game’s sale in their country. The fact that it came packaged in a plastic body bag apparently didn’t help.




“A quiet dorm could turn into a house of horrors when you visit! This campus is crawling with cops, though—so beware!”


Crime card from Serial Killer board game





BODY PARTS


See Trophies.


BTK


The insatiable urge to kill is not a passing fancy. On the contrary, it is more like an addiction. And for serial murderers, like heroin junkies, it is very hard, if not impossible, to kick the habit.


True, there have been rare occasions when a string of savage murders comes to a sudden, mysterious halt: the Jack the Ripper case, for example, or the original Zodiac killings. Few experts believe, however, that those two psychopaths simply decided to quit committing random murder and return to their day jobs. It is far more likely that they were either locked away on some unrelated charge or died, either of natural causes or by suicide.


There’s an exception to every rule, however, as the case of the so-called BTK murders proves. Twenty-eight years after that madman’s last reported homicide, police finally arrested a suspect. His name was Dennis Rader, a colorless bureaucrat who—after allegedly terrorizing the city of Wichita, Kansas, in the 1970s with a series of horrific murders—somehow managed to set his homicidal impulses aside and retreat into a life of bland Midwestern normality.


The nightmarish case began in January 1974, when the killer murdered a husband and wife and two of their children. He went on to kill three more people, all young women, over the next three years. All the victims were bound and strangled and forced to endure prolonged suffering. As the murderer explained in one of the anonymous letters he sent to the media, his method was “Bind them, Torture them, Kill them.” He also supplied his own catchy moniker, as if to make it easier for the media to promote him. Using the acronym for his murder method, he called himself the “BTK Strangler.”


Always a hog for attention, the killer could get a bit peevish if he didn’t receive the response he thought he deserved. Once, he stewed for a week waiting for a newspaper to acknowledge his note, then wrote a TV station to complain: “How many do I have to kill before I get my name in the paper or some national attention?”


While all this was going on, Dennis Rader was working in his quiet, fussy way, first at a residential security system company, then as a municipal codes enforcer who harried citizens for failing to leash their dogs or for letting their grass grow too high (see Civil Servants). In his spare time, he volunteered at his local Lutheran church and led a Boy Scout troop. As a troop leader, the alleged binder and torturer was especially keen on teaching boys how to tie a proper knot.


After the BTK murders seemed to stop at the end of 1977, experts like legendary FBI profiler Robert Ressler concluded that the culprit was out of commission in some way. Events of 2004 proved that, in the BTK case at least, this bit of conventional wisdom did not apply.


In March 2004 the killer sent another package to the media that included photocopies of a woman’s driver’s license and of some photos of the woman’s dead body (see Xerox). Her name was Vicki Wegerle, and she was murdered in 1986. Until this latest message, the police had no idea that Wegerle was another BTK victim.
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Mug shot of Dennis Rader, aka “BTK”





Other messages followed, and eventually one of them provided the police with the lead they needed to crack the case. It contained a computer disk that was electronically traced back to a computer in Wichita’s Christ Lutheran Church. Before long, the police narrowed their search to Rader, the church’s balding, fifty-nine-year-old deacon. In all, prosecutors charged Rader with ten murders, the latest committed in 1991, five years after the Wegerle killing.


On June 27, 2005—exactly four months after his arrest—Rader, dressed in a beige sports coat and blue tie, stood in a Wichita courtroom and pled guilty to all ten murders. Speaking in a flat, dispassionate voice—as if he were “reading out of a phonebook,” according to one observer—he offered graphic details of his enormities, explaining how he had trolled for victims, then stalked them, killed them, and—in several cases—masturbated over their bodies.


When the judge asked him about his motivation, the onetime Boy Scout leader and church president calmly replied that he was simply acting out his sexual fantasies.
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Ted Bundy


He was a genuine Jekyll and Hyde—a clean-cut Joe College type, so attractive and charming that young women, meeting him for the first time, would climb into his car without hesitation. Once there, however, they found themselves face-to-face with a monster: an implacable lust murderer who tortured and killed with maniacal glee.


Ted Bundy’s bestial alter ego first came roaring to the surface during his student days at the University of Washington. In 1974, he killed seven women in as many months and inflicted permanent brain damage on another, using a metal rod to fracture her skull, then ramming it into her vagina. From Seattle, he moved to Salt Lake City, enrolling in the University of Utah school of law. Before long, he had established himself as an up-and-coming young Republican with bright political prospects. At the same time, however, the creature that lurked beneath this brilliant facade continued to lust after blood. Young women began disappearing from the Salt Lake area—including a police chief’s teenage daughter, whose nude and mutilated remains were eventually found in a canyon.


Bundy also made occasional forays into Colorado, where at least five other young women vanished and died. In 1976, he was finally arrested but managed to escape twice, once by climbing through a courthouse window, the second time by sawing a hole in the ceiling of his cell.
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Ted Bundy; from Bloody Visions trading cards


(© & ™ 1995 M. H. Price and Shel-Tone Publications. All rights reserved.)





In January 1978 he turned up in Tallahassee, Florida. By now, the monster inside him—his evil Mr. Hyde—was taking control. No longer did Bundy bother to coax young women into his car. Instead, he simply slipped into their rooms at night and pounced with demoniacal fury. In one case, he nearly chewed off the nipple of a victim, then bit her buttocks so savagely that he left teeth marks in her flesh. Those marks were his undoing. After Florida police arrested him in February—for driving a stolen vehicle—they were able to match photographs of the bite marks with impressions of Bundy’s teeth.


At his trial, the erstwhile law student acted as his own attorney. He failed to impress either the judge or the jury—though he was able to delay his execution for ten years following his conviction. In a desperate effort to fend off death, he also began cooperating with authorities. Interviewed by agents of the FBI’s Behavioral Science Unit, he offered invaluable insights into the psychology of serial killers. He also confessed to twenty-eight murders (though he is suspected of more, perhaps as many as one hundred).


Ultimately, the legal process caught up with him. He was electrocuted in February 1989. Outside the prison walls, hundreds of people toasted his death with champagne.
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“We serial killers are your sons, we are your husbands, we are everywhere. And there will be more of your children dead tomorrow.”


TED BUNDY
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CALENDARS
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Murder Can Be Fun Datebook


(Courtesy of John Marr)





As everyone knows, there’s a “theme” calendar available for enthusiasts of every stripe, from cat fanciers to Tolkien fanatics to connoisseurs of fine art. To satisfy the demand of hardcore horror fans (or “gorehounds” as they fondly refer to themselves), crime enthusiast John Marr—publisher of the popular “zine” Murder Can Be Fun—offered a handsome yearly datebook, the perfect gift for those discriminating people who like to keep track of such important anniversaries as the date of David Berkowitz’s second “Son of Sam” killing (October 23) and Gary Gilmore’s execution (December 4). A tour de force of research, Marr’s macabre desk calendar managed to come up with a different depressing event for every single day of the year.
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Film Threat magazine’s 1990 “Mass Murderer” calendar; art by Glenn L. Barr (Courtesy of Chris Gore, © 1989 Film Threat, Inc.)
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