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Praise for

The Ethical Assassin

In this, his first novel, Dr. William Ferraiolo brings us a damaged hero stumbling through the ruins of his once perfect life, who has chosen murder as his path instead of making sense of the causes of his destruction, a path that takes us through the deepest, darkest woods of the mind.

Tim McGarvey, author of Only the Days We Danced
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Editor’s Note

The text of this book is taken from a leather-bound journal found lying on a table at a diner in Sonora, California. At the owner’s request, the name of the diner is not included here. There is no indication as to the identity of the author, apart from a vague description offered by the waitress who found the book and waited on the man who, apparently, left it along with his payment for breakfast (and left a significant tip as well). That man, according to the description offered, is a tall, white male around the age of sixty. He is also described as being very polite and soft-spoken. At the time, the man wore a full, salt-and-pepper beard, and he was either fully bald, or he shaved his head. Beyond this, there is no further description of the presumed author of the memoir contained in these pages.

This book is published without any claim regarding its authenticity. The events described herein may have occurred, or they may be invented to some degree or other. They may be entirely fictitious. Researchers have been unable to determine the accuracy of the general account offered in these pages or of the specific crimes mentioned herein. This might be a true story. The title was provided by the author. It was written on the first page of the journal. The text has been edited only insofar as grammar, punctuation, spelling, and general structure are concerned. The substance of the text is entirely attributable to the unknown author. Anyone with information about the crimes alleged and described in this journal is encouraged to contact the relevant legal authorities. The killer (if he is a killer) is, as far as anyone knows, still at large.
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For My Victims





The Ethical Assassin’s Story





What I Do

I only kill people who deserve to die. That is my judgment about these people because of what they have done to harm the innocent. If anyone else ever reads this account, then the reader must render an independent verdict regarding the people I mention here. Presumably, the reader will also render judgment about the author as well. Those opinions on the part of the reader are not up to me. Very little is, ultimately, up to me.

Hopefully, my assessment of the people I have killed is correct or, at the very least, morally defensible. This is, at any rate, what I tell myself. In this way, I practice my new life’s purpose, as I understand it. I hope that there is something worthwhile in what I have done. It is hard to know whether I have been in the right or in the wrong regarding the crimes I describe here. After reading this memoir, some may conclude that I also deserve to die. Perhaps they are correct. Who am I to judge such matters, after all? I am just another talking primate among billions of others on this planet. I have killed a few of the other talking primates, but my assassinations are not very numerous yet, and I may be caught and imprisoned or have killed myself before I can end many more lives. So far, I have been lucky where killing other people is concerned, I suppose.

Time will tell.

Though I hope that I am an ethical assassin, it may be that I have done things that should not have been done. A man can only know so much, after all. While I am able, however, I may continue to kill people who, in my judgment, need killing. At the time of this writing, I am undecided as to whether or not I am done killing. I certainly keep meeting people who, in my judgment, need killing. Obviously, I do not kill all of them. That would be an enormous undertaking, and it almost certainly would have gotten me killed or captured by now. Some of the people who need killing continue to breathe both in and out. They continue to do terrible things. To me, it seems that such people can be found just about everywhere.

Is there anyone who really disagrees that some people need killing? Do most parents disagree that a man who raped and murdered their children would need killing? Do the perpetrators of genocide not need killing? Do child traffickers not need killing? It is difficult for me to believe that anyone really disagrees here. People do, however, say that they disagree. I have heard people claim that “no human being deserves to die,” in those exact words, as well as in other terms that amount to the same thing. It is impossible for me to take these people and their claims seriously. I cannot help but wonder if they have actually met many human beings or paid any attention to current events, or learned anything about the history of the human race. Mao did not deserve to die? Stalin and Hitler did not deserve to be killed? Those guys were human beings, were they not?

There are millions of “lesser” destroyers out there as well. They cannot match history’s greatest mass murderers in terms of the number of lives that they destroy, but that is due to limitations on their abilities. It is not because they are less evil than the genocidal maniacs who periodically seize political power. The “little” villains simply lack the capacity to kill and torture millions because they do not run nations or have access to militaries and storm troopers willing to obey their commands. They are small people. Their reach is limited. Though they cannot perpetrate evil deeds on a societal or international scale, does anyone really doubt that they would if they could? People who intentionally destroy children are not prevented from destroying whole societies by their consciences, after all. No, I reject the proposition that no human being needs to be killed. I reject it so thoroughly that I have taken it upon myself to remove some of the worst people I have encountered from the company of the rest of those who walk the face of this planet. I have killed people who needed killing.

Contemplating this as something like a calling is part of what I do now. This might be my calling. I may have found a viable purpose for my life. Then again, I may have suffered something like a psychotic break. Surely, some psychiatrists would diagnose me as mentally ill, and as suffering from some form of dysfunction or other. How could an honest murderer simply reject such a diagnosis out of hand? When a guy starts killing people, it is at least possible that something has gone wrong with that guy’s brain. Then again, it may just be that some people really do need killing, and our culture has simply gone squeamish about admitting that this is so. That is also a possibility worth considering, is it not? I wonder how many innocent people have been killed and caused to suffer needlessly as a result of our culture’s irrational “tolerance” of hideous people and their nefarious deeds. Somebody has to do something about some of it, at the very least. I have done something. Perhaps others might do their part as well.

Time will tell.

It is notoriously difficult to know and understand oneself and the true motives behind one’s own behavior. I will not claim that what I have done, and what I describe in these pages, is virtuous or admirable in any way. Presenting myself as a moral exemplar is not a project that appeals to me. Nobody should hope to become what I have become. It is a fairly uncomfortable existence. I will not even insist that I am not mentally ill. Many crazy people do not know that they are crazy, after all. How can I know such things with anything approaching certainty, or even with a high degree of confidence? All of us struggle with confusion, reservations, challenges, and half-blind efforts to find lives that are worth living. Insanity is something of a sliding scale, it seems. Everybody “gets a little crazy” now and again, do they not? In this way, I suppose I am very much like just about everybody else I encounter. Most of the other people with whom I interact have probably not killed as many people as I have killed. Most people have not killed anybody, as far as I am aware. This is probably as it should be. People have different interests, do they not? Not everybody is going to be good at killing terrible people. Not everybody is going to derive a sense of satisfaction from doing the kind of things that I have done. I hope not, anyway.

Everybody needs a reason to get up in the morning, though. My family was that reason before my “new life” began. I loved my family more than I loved anything else in this world. Most people could probably say the same thing about their relationship to their families. Good for them. People should love their families (mostly). What happens to such people when the beloved family disappears? Well, I cannot speak for anyone else. In my case, the sudden loss of my entire family led, in conjunction with other events, to my decision to start killing some people who, in my estimation, needed killing. So, evidently, that is one possible result of the devastating loss of one’s family. There are, to be sure, more muted responses available. To each his own, I guess.

One day, I woke up and realized that my reason for getting up in the morning had been stripped away. It happened, more or less, all at once. There is more to say about that, and I will get to it at some point, but there is also more to my story than the loss of my family. There is always more to every story than the part that gets told or written down. For example, I have discovered many re-emerging memories that were once quite vague and indistinct to me. Some of these memories are now very clear and obtrusive, and this change has emerged after my family no longer exerted quite the same hold on my attention as when they were still alive and with me. I cannot seem to push the re-emergent memories away to the nether regions of my mind. They insist upon themselves. They refuse to be forgotten again. Good for them. I am grateful for these memories re-introducing themselves to me. I value them. What are any of us without our memories?

Something in me, it now seems, had been waiting quietly beneath the surface layer of the typical concerns about the family, the occupation, the friendly get-togethers, and all of the other trappings of a “regular” life among others in 21st Century United States. I was a normal guy, to all appearances. Only after my family ceased to be my primary concern did I begin to notice some habits of thought that had always been customary for me, but that had never erupted into actions like those I have indulged in after the bonds of basic civility and custom fell away. Some of these tendencies feel as if they run very deep in me. As far as I can tell, they have always been there. It seems that I have been, in some sense, “preparing” for a day when “the rules” ceased to mean anything to me. This may have been happening at a subconscious level. I cannot know for certain. That is one of the features of the subconscious. It is difficult to be entirely aware of what may be going on at that level of cognition. Indeed, most of what the mind is doing may be inaccessible to the consciousness. We can know and understand ourselves only partially at best. Each of us is, I suspect, a little mysterious.

Even as a child, it is now clear to me, I paid attention to things that my friends did not seem to notice, or things that meant nothing to most of the people in any room in which I found myself. As a child, I was surprisingly vigilant, I now realize. Perhaps I have something like a “sixth sense,” and it is more attuned to threats and dangers than most people can manage. Then again, maybe everyone has this faculty, but most do not pay heed to it in the way that I always have. How can I know the minds of others with that kind of specificity, after all? I only know so much about what my own mind is doing. I am, however, aware of some of it.

I have almost never, for example, entered a room without noticing every exit and every object that could potentially be used as a weapon if need be. This is a long-standing habit of observation for me. Sitting with my back to the door has always made me extraordinarily uncomfortable, and I generally work to avoid finding myself in a place that does not allow me to observe the entrance to the room and the majority of the people in my immediate environment. I am uneasy if I cannot see everything around me that could potentially become a threat. I pay attention.

Even in grade school, I always tried to sit in the back corner furthest from the classroom door, not because I wanted to misbehave without the teacher seeing me, but because I wanted to be able to observe everyone in the classroom, and anyone who might enter. It was important to me to be prepared to be the first to respond to any potential danger or disruption. Something might happen. Someone had to be prepared for whatever might be coming. I generally positioned myself like a security guard in the classroom and at recess, and I watched the playground as if someone had ordered me to be on the lookout for any trouble that might arise. What the other little kids did to each other was not my primary concern. Some greater danger seemed always just over the horizon, from my perspective. I always stayed prepared for something.

Even as a fairly young child in school, I always identified potential threats and always knew where to get my hands on the heaviest and sharpest objects in any room. Nobody was going to “get me” without a fight, and I was ready to protect others as well, if need be. I learned how to spot the bully in any classroom, and the bullies generally seemed to sense that they should not try to pick on me. Well, the bullies never tried me more than one time, at any rate.

These memories once seemed much more distant to me than they do now. This is odd, is it not? Memories tend to fade over time. The more distant the memory, the less clear and distinct it is, for the most part. Memories of my youthful attentiveness, however, are far more urgent to me today than they were just a few years ago. Now, I recall my sustained vigilance quite readily and very clearly. I even remember other kids occasionally looking to me for protection at various times about which I had completely forgotten for many years. They sensed that I was prepared in some way that they were not. People often seem to perceive that there is someone else paying attention in a way that is protective or attuned to potential trouble, even when there are no real signs, to the untrained and less-than-vigilant eye, that trouble is brewing. I was always the kid paying attention in that particular way. Evidently, I am still the guy paying attention in that way. I suppose most of us do not change in terms of the most fundamental features of our character or our behavioral tendencies. I think I always have probably been, in some sense, what I am today. I could be mistaken, of course. Perhaps my memories are playing tricks on me these days.

Even today, I am always paying attention. Nobody who looks potentially dangerous or possibly in the process of trying to “get away with something” escapes my notice for very long. I feel compelled to “be on the lookout” at all times. It is actually pretty taxing on my mental energies, but I am willing to make the trade of somewhat heightened anxiety or worry, if that is what is needed for constant vigilance. Especially in public places, I am always in a condition of hyper-readiness. Some may regard this as an unhealthy habit of mind. Those people are wrong. The world is a dangerous place, and nobody gets out alive. I am sure I have read that somewhere. Carelessness is, in my view, inexcusable for adults. Carelessness is apt to get people killed. I should know. I have killed some people who were guilty of carelessness, as well as guilty of particularly heinous crimes. Those people really ought to be more careful. Those who do horrible things ought to consider the possibility that they will suffer the consequences of their actions. Luckily, many of them seem to be fairly oblivious regarding potential consequences. That comes in handy for me.

Perhaps a moment of carelessness will be my undoing one day. Nobody is perfect, after all. Even someone as vigilant as me can fail to notice some danger or other, and end up suffering for it in some unanticipated fashion. Perhaps my story will end in prison. I do not want to go to prison, but neither do most of those who find themselves there, I suppose. I might end up where I do not want to be.

Time will tell.





Wile E. Coyote

I was, to all appearances, an extraordinarily ordinary guy for many years. My family, my job, and the place I lived were the stuff of, to use an admittedly hackneyed phrase, a Norman Rockwell painting. Sitcom dads are fairly similar to my former self (although I was never particularly funny). I had a wife and two children whom I supported in, more or less, the usual way. There was one son and one daughter in my family. Statistically, I was strikingly average. I managed to provide my family with a house, food, insurance, two vehicles, private school, and most of the stuff that most Americans generally regard as necessities or as instruments for attaining something like normalcy or stability. I was a husband and father. That was my primary identity. Now, I am neither of those things. Does a father and husband continue to be a husband and father when his wife and children all die simultaneously? That simply cannot be the truth of things. A husband must have a wife and a father must have children (preferably living children). Dead children, I can regrettably report, are just not the same feature of one’s “family life” as are living children. I do not feel like much of a father these days.

The office in which I performed most of my occupational duties was also quite average in every respect that anyone might have noticed. It was neither large nor small. There was nothing impressive about the thing. It was not the “corner office” that so many seem to covet for reasons that, frankly, escape me. My professional responsibilities were neither insignificant nor fabulously important. I was a functionary. I was a factotum. I was a cog in a complex assemblage of interlocking wheels keeping “the machine” running. That was just fine with me. It put food on the table. It paid the mortgage. It provided health insurance for my family. I did not insist on getting much more than that out of my job.

The company for which I worked is exactly like every other mid-sized corporation of its type, and the industry in which I worked is one of those that has persisted in business across the nation and much of the Western World for well over a hundred years. Probably about one quarter of the people in every mid-sized town in the United States works in the same type of industry, or in one with which this industry is fairly closely associated. Think of an insurance company. I did not work in insurance, but my job was “kind of like that” in any respect that anybody might notice. There was a lot of paperwork, pointless meetings, a hierarchy of command, an HR department, and a bunch of employees functioning largely on autopilot. Most of us were just putting food on the table, paying the bills, etc.

With very few exceptions, nobody ever looked twice at me or thought about me if I was not in the room with them. Being a nondescript guy among a bunch of other similarly nondescript people working in a manner that was not particularly interesting was the way that I spent my time during most weekdays. I got a few weeks of vacation time each year. When I was on vacation, I doubt that anyone at my company really noticed. That was all fine with me, as far as I knew or cared, or ever bothered to think about my lot in life at the time. I had a family, I had a job, and I was grateful for all of it.

So, I was “doing just fine,” and I told people so any time they asked me how things were going. “No complaints,” I would almost always say. Also, I almost never actually complained about anything. I was “happy,” in the way that people often claim to be “happy” when they are not really thinking about what happiness means. My life was much as I had envisioned an adult life was supposed to be. The past tense is particularly operative here. My life is nothing like that now.

We often hear, of course, that “all good things must come to an end,” and all good things in my life did come to an end, and they came to that end very abruptly. I could not have been prepared for this abrupt end. Everything that mattered to me disappeared in the space of a few seconds. Everything. A few seconds. Gone.

It was literally impossible for me to comprehend this sudden and complete obliteration of the foundations upon which I had been living my entirely “normal” life in habitual and unreflective fashion. To this day, I cannot explain the magnitude of the sudden shift in my understanding of what I thought my life was supposed to be. Perhaps a more talented writer could do my story justice in a way that is beyond my abilities. I am not a talented writer. It is something of a shame that this account is the best that I can manage. Nonetheless, this is the best that I can manage. So, the shame is on me, I suppose. I can live with that. What, after all, is my alternative? I cannot very well hire a better writer to tell this particular story. Doing so would be ludicrous and extraordinarily unwise. Perhaps, if I end up in prison at some point in the future, a talented writer will come looking for me.

Time will tell.

Maybe I went into some form of shock upon learning about what had happened. I do not really understand what “shock” of this nature amounts to, after all. It is not as if I suffered some physical injury and lost too much blood too quickly. I understand (vaguely) what shock is when one loses too much blood too quickly. The body goes into a type of distress dysfunction. The organs, including the brain, are deprived of oxygen and other nutrients. Organs can fail under these conditions. Perceptions and cognition falter when one is in shock. Something in me faltered, for sure. This was not due to loss of blood, other fluids, or oxygen, at least not as far as I can tell. My body was, as far as I am aware, unchanged in any significant respect. Then again, I am not trained to understand how a disruption to the mind can impact the functioning of the body, and impact the brain in particular. Can the sudden deprivation of normalcy lead to similar symptoms as the sudden loss of blood and oxygen to the brain? Blood was lost, to be sure, but it was not lost from my body. It was all of the other blood that mattered to me that drained away far too quickly for me to be able to process what had happened. People disappeared from my life in, from my perspective, an instant. The people I loved the most were just gone, all at once. For this, I was entirely unprepared. My youthful vigilance did me no good on this occasion.

Is it correct that psychological “shock” is something like physiological shock due to bodily damage? Does the brain falter in similar fashion? I am not a psychiatrist and, frankly, I am not sure how much I trust pronouncements from that profession in general. Does anyone fully trust shrinks? How can they be so confident about what goes on in someone else’s mind? There has to be a significant amount of guesswork, or so it seems to me. It is not as if they have direct access to the relevant thoughts and to their processing at various levels of cognition. The shrink gets a description of events, and a recounting of conscious mental states from a patient who may or may not be telling the whole truth of the matter. Indeed, even the patient cannot know the whole truth of his own mind at levels unavailable to consciousness. We do not know ourselves that well. What can a psychiatrist discern from such unreliable reports about what has gone on in the patient’s mind?
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