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“John Douglas is a brilliant man. . . . [He] knows more about serial killers than anybody in the world.”

—Jonathan Demme, director of The Silence of the Lambs

“Mr. Douglas leaves us shaken, gripped by a quiet grief for the innocent victims and anguished by the human condition.”

—Dean Koontz, The New York Times Book Review
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JOURNEY INTO DARKNESS

“An unsparing account of a brutal business . . . The real genius here lies in the analytical rigor of Douglas’ crime-scene investigations. . . . Gutsy, hard-nosed police work of the most difficult—and readable—kind.”

—Gene Lyons, Entertainment Weekly

“Passionate, intelligent, and heartbreaking, the message of Journey into Darkness is a hard-hitting, no-holds-barred attack on our namby-pamby, wishy-washy, ‘politically correct’ age.”

—Roy E. Perry, Nashville Banner

“A hard-hitting, no-holds-barred look at [behavioral profiling] and how it has been used time and again to solve crimes across the country.”

—Anniston Star (AL)

MINDHUNTER

“In this chronicle of his remarkable and chilling career, John Douglas allows all of us to accompany him into unthinkably dark places where we find the bloody tracks of the Ted Bundys, John Hinckley Jrs., and Charles Mansons.”

—Patricia Cornwell, bestselling author of Hornet’s Nest

“A quirky, winning tale of awful crimes and awe-inspiring detective work. . . . Douglas gives us a pair of human eyes through which to view crimes and criminals that are at once grotesque and compelling. . . . In the end, Mindhunter rings the bell because Douglas knows what all the great crime writers know—that the criminologist must be at least as interesting as the crime. On that score, Douglas fits the profile.”

—Richard Willing, USA Today

“Although Douglas’ profiles reflect years of experience, there’s an uncanniness about their level of detail: He can predict the make and color of a killer’s car. In the Trailside Killer case in which Northern California hikers were slain in 1979, Douglas rightly predicted the assailant was a stutterer. . . . Called the ‘FBI’s modern Sherlock Holmes,’ Douglas says he comes up with such details by going into a trancelike state in which he becomes both killer and victim. . . . Douglas’ conservative estimate is that there are between thirty-five and fifty serial killers hard at work around the country right now, leaving ‘several hundred’ dead people in their wake each year.”

—Deb Price, Detroit News

“A fascinating journey into the thrill killer’s psyche. . . . Douglas seems to have a true gift of instinct Mindhunter is gripping. . . .”

—Lou Grieco, Dayton Daily News (OH)

“In this . . . fascinating memoir of his twenty-five-year career with the FBI, John Douglas contends that psychopathic serial killers have a warped need to kill. . . . The key to Douglas’ approach is to look for the ‘signature’—as opposed to the modus operandi—of serial killers. . . . Douglas is at his best describing the terrible crimes that were committed and explaining the logic of his profiling method.”

—Charles P. Thobae, Houston Chronicle

“Douglas . . . is one heck of a storyteller. Mindhunter is the book that will make you lock up the house, take the phone off the hook and just keep reading. You won’t be able to put it down.”

—Rima L. Firrone, Ocala Star-Banner (FL)

“Hannibal Lecter may have been a fictional creation but his counterparts exist in real life, and Douglas has tracked down, testified against or just sat down and talked with dozens of them. . . . A chilling memoir . . .”

—Lynda Hurst, The Toronto Star

“In his spellbinding book, the legendary Douglas . . . delves into much of the gritty how-to of criminal personality ‘profiling.’ . . . He’s downright gifted. . . . I defy anyone interested in psychology, detective work, or logic and puzzle-solving, to put Mindhunter willingly aside once begun.”

—Ann G. Sjoerdsma, The Virginian-Pilot
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FOR JACK DOUGLAS

March 19, 1918-May 14, 1997

Father, friend, and our greatest supporter

With love, and the hope you’re just as proud of this one



AUTHORS’ NOTE




Our deepest and most heartfelt appreciation goes out to the team that has made this book possible: our intrepid editor, Lisa Drew; her able assistant, Blythe Grossberg; our own talented assistant and researcher, Ann Hennigan; our agent, manager and confidant, Jay Acton; all of our friends at Scribner and Pocket Books; and, of course, Mark’s wife Carloyn, our Mind-hunters chief of staff.

We’re also profoundly indebted to all of the heroic people who shared their insights, their professional experience and, in some very real instances, their lives. These are, strictly in alphabetical order: David Beatty, Director of Public Policy of the National Victim Center; Jack and Trudy Collins; Carroll Ann Ellis, Director of the Fairfax County, Virginia, Victim-Witness Unit; Linda A. Fairstein, Chief of the Sex Crimes Prosecution Unit of the New York County District Attorney’s Office; Hans Hageman, Director of the East Harlem School at Exodus House; Katie and Steven Hartley; Dr. Stanton Samenow; Gene, Jeni and Peggy Schmidt; Kansas State Attoney General Carla Stovall; and Sandy Witt, Victim Coordinator of the Fairfax County Victim-Witness Unit.

As always, the work of colleagues Dr. Ann Burgess and Roy Hazelwood has proved invaluable. We’d also like to thank: Jim Adler; Lynn Allen; Richard Berlin; Det. Dick Cline, Gavin de Becker; Dr. Park Dietz; Darron and Kelli Farha; Heather Haas; Inge Hanson; Det. Dennis Harris; Shannon Marsh; Det. Bob Murphy; Stacey Payne; Eric Rittenhouse; Chief M. Douglas Scott; Bill Whildin; and all of John’s colleagues and Mark’s friends at the FBI.

Finally, we’d like to take this opportunity to pay special tribute to John’s father, Jack Douglas, who passed away on the morning of May 14, 1997, as we were writing this book. We had no greater or more enthusiastic supporter and we will miss him very much, which is why this book is dedicated to him.

—John Douglas and Mark Olshaker


The mind is its own place, and in itself Can make a heav’n of hell, a hell of heav’n.

—John Milton, Paradise Lost

“Nothing happened to me, Officer Starling. I happened. You can’t reduce me to a set of influences. You’ve given up good and evil for behaviorism, Officer Starling. You’ve got everybody in moral dignity pants—nothing is ever anybody’s fault. Look at me, Officer Starling. Can you stand to say I’m evil? Am I evil, Officer Starling?”

—Thomas Harris, The Silence of the Lambs
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MOTIVATION X



They were all dead. All four of them. The entire family.

It was 1979. I sat at my desk at Quantico concentrating on the color crime-scene photos. Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Peterson were in the bedroom of their one-story wood home in this medium-sized Mid-Atlantic city—he on the bed, his wife, Sarah, nude on the floor, her head sprawled to one side. Both had been bound with black electrical tape and white venetian-blind cords, which, from the ligature marks encircling their necks, appeared to be the means of death. Thankfully, their eyes were closed, but there was no peace evident on their bloodied and swollen faces. Eleven-year-old Melissa was in the basement, bound upright by white cords and tied by her neck to a drainpipe. She was gagged with a towel, naked below the waist except for her socks, panties bunched around her ankles. I stared at the close-up of her head, her long, dark hair sprawled in matted tufts across her face. She looked as though she had been a pretty girl, but it’s always hard to tell from crime-scene photos. Violence robs a person of so much; violent death robs her of everything. Daniel, nicknamed Danny, was only nine. He was lying on the floor of his own bedroom next to his bed, fully clothed, bound with cord with a plastic bag over his head. Whatever other wounds were evidenced on each body, both kids also died from ligature strangulation. The butchery had occurred between about eight and ten o’clock on a Wednesday morning in February of 1974—more than five years ago. Now there were two, possibly three, more killings, and an unknown subject—UNSUB—still apparently active. That’s why the local police had called us in.

The names and some of the details in this case have been changed for reasons that will become apparent. The facts, however, speak for themselves.

I studied the other pictures in the Peterson file and the detectives’ reports. Despite the mayhem at the scene, this was not a haphazard or opportunistic crime. There was no sign of forced entry, but one photo showed that the telephone line had been cut before the intruder entered the house, and a search by detectives indicated that the binding cord had been brought to the scene. Whoever had done this had it all planned out.

I was unclear what, if anything, was missing from the house, but the family car had been stolen. Police found it abandoned in a food-store parking lot.

In 1979, our profiling program was just getting established. I’d only been at Quantico for two years, first as a National Academy counselor, then as an instructor, after serving stints as a field agent in Detroit and then Milwaukee. FBI director William Webster had recently given the Behavioral Science Unit official approval to offer psychological profiling consultation as an adjunct to our educational and research responsibilities. A few years later, I would be the first to move over from training to full-time profiling, but at this point, my main job was still teaching, specifically the Applied Criminal Psychology course given to new agents and police fellows from around the United States and the world. Bob Ressler, Roy Hazelwood, and a few of the other instructors were also starting to consult as their teaching schedules allowed.

Even though we were new and still relatively unknown, we’d already developed a procedure: Send us your crime-scene photos and officer-on-the-scene accounts, witness statements, autopsy photos, protocols and medical-examiner reports, maps of crime scenes and/or body dump sites, anything else that might be relevant to the case. Tell us anything you know about the victims, their habits, their lifestyles. But don’t give us your suspect list, if you have one, or tell us who you think might have done it; we don’t want to be influenced by your opinion.

Kenneth Peterson was forty-one at the time of death. His wife, Sarah, had been thirty-four, the same age I was now as I sat here reading this. Kenneth had retired from the Army, where he’d been stationed in Germany. He came with his family back to the United States, settled in this pleasant Eastern-seaboard city, and worked as a pilot and mechanic at a small airfield just south of the metropolitan area. Roughly a month before, the Petersons had moved into the house in which they died.

I glanced through the cold, clinical facts of the four autopsy reports. Just as the crime-scene photos suggested, all four of them had died of asphyxia due to compression of the larynx by ligature, causing pulmonary edema and congestion of the viscera. There were other wounds on Sarah, and the Gross Description noted that Melissa was also wearing a white bra, which had been cut in the front. Yet there was no evidence of sexual assault on either female.

Though there were no bullet wounds on any of the bodies, I figured he had to have had a gun. Otherwise, he couldn’t have controlled that many people at the same time, particularly when one was a former military man. But clearly, he never intended to use the gun except as a last resort to save his own life. He definitely went in intending to kill—no chance this was a burglary or robbery gone bad—but he wasn’t interested in killing quickly and “cleanly” with a bullet.

The police had come up with a number of well-publicized suspects, but none of them was strong. Then in October, a local newspaper editor received a phone call directing him to look in a particular book in the main branch of the public library. Inside was a letter purporting to be from the killer. It claimed that the suspects the police had examined “know nothing at all” To authenticate his claim of responsibility, under the heading “PETERSON CASE,” he typed out specific descriptions of each victim, including position, type of binding, clothing, and means of death. He also threw in additional random “Comments” under each victim, such as the fact that Kenneth had thrown up and that Sarah had not made the bed. He even complained that the car he stole was dirty inside and practically out of gas.

I read the grayish photocopy, each sheet protected by a plastic sleeve. What are you going to tell me about yourself from this? I wondered.

The text that followed the descriptions was only semicoherent, going on for several paragraphs about how hard it was to control himself and that, since the murders, he didn’t have any effective way of dealing with the urge to kill, since he couldn’t approach anyone else about his problem.

“When this monster enters my brain I never know. But, it is here to stay. How does one cure himself? If you ask for help after you have killed four people they will laugh or hit the panic button and call the cops.”

In a way, it reminded me of the crime-scene plea of William Heirens, the seventeen-year-old college-student serial killer in 1940s Chicago who had used the lipstick of one of his victims to scrawl on her wall, “For heAVens Sake cAtch Me BeFore I Kill More. I cannot control myselF.” He had been caught and attributed his kills to a George Murman (probably short for “Murder Man”), who he eventually acknowledged lived inside him. He was tried and sentenced to life in prison, where Bob Ressler and I had recently interviewed him as part of our Criminal Personality Research Project. The difference, though, was that whereas there might have been something heartfelt in Heirens’s lipsticked plea, this guy was playing with his audience.

He described his modus operandi (MO): “. . . following them, checking up on them, waiting in the dark, waiting, waiting.” Like Heirens, he attempted to split off responsibility, saying, “Maybe you can stop him. I can’t. He has already chosen his next victim or victims and I don’t know who they are yet,” then finished the note with, “Good luck with your hunting,” before signing off, “YOURS, TRULY GUILTILY.”

He added a PS: “Since sex criminals do not change their M.O. or by nature cannot do so, I will not change mine. The code words for me will be . . . Search and Destroy.”

That was the key, I realized. Not only is he taking credit for the murders, he’s putting his own stamp on them, giving himself a persona. Whatever else this guy has accomplished in life, and my guess was it wasn’t much, this is the thing he was most proud of. This is the thing he spends most of his time thinking and fantasizing about. He sees himself as an artist and this is his “art,” his life’s work. The second part of the letter is just an explanation, a facile excuse, for why he’s going to keep doing it. This is what makes him feel most alive. For this moment, he can get away from his inadequate, ineffectual existence and exercise the ultimate power over other people. No matter what they are or have been, he’s more powerful than they are. This is the thing he wants to be known for.

That was it for a while, as far as anyone could tell. No more crimes, no more communications.

But even without the documentary evidence I had in front of me, it was clear this UNSUB wasn’t finished. I took a closer look at the first page of the letter. The detail was incredible; I’d never seen anything quite like it. He even noted where Melissa’s glasses were left lying. How’d he do this? Was he compulsive enough to go through the entire house taking meticulous notes? He sure as hell wasn’t doing it from memory eight months later.

Of course not! He was looking at crime-scene photographs, just as I was. Only he’d made his own. He’d brought a camera to the scene or, more likely, taken one from the Petersons. Unless you know to look for it, that’s not the kind of thing that would be missed. And unless he was a photography buff himself with his own darkroom setup, it had to be a Polaroid. He couldn’t take a chance on sending film out with those images on it.

And why had he made the photos? Not to be able to recount the scene to the police and media, though he certainly got a charge out of that. He made the pictures, I realized, so he could relive the moment over and over. Some guys take jewelry or underwear. This guy takes crime-scene photos. Of course he was going to keep killing. He was enjoying it too much not to. And he’d start again as soon as his memories didn’t do the job for him any longer.

The next murder in the suspected series occurred a little more than three years later, in May of 1977. A white male forced his way into Frances Farrell’s house at gunpoint. He locked her three children—two boys and a girl—in a bathroom, then tied up and strangled their mother, twenty-seven-year-old Frances. A ringing telephone apparently scared away the intruder before he could complete his agenda. The children managed to free themselves and call the police. If it was the same guy, he’d neglected to cut the phone line this time, or maybe it wasn’t accessible. Police got a few more details to add to the composite descriptions of witnesses who thought they’d seen someone around the Peterson house. One of Frances’s sons had been stopped on the street that morning by the man he thought was the killer, asking for directions in the neighborhood.

The crime-scene photos of Frances Farrell were pretty horrific, possibly even more so than those of the Petersons. Like Sarah Peterson, she was nude, bound with black electrical tape and white venetian-blind cord. Her arms were tied behind her back with the tape and cord and a pair of her own stockings. As with Danny Peterson, Frances had been found with a plastic bag tied over her head. When it was removed at the crime scene, her face was almost completely blackish red from cyanosis and hemorrhaging, and bloody vomit was dried around her nose and mouth. Yet the autopsy report noted no defense wounds on the hands nor evidence of sexual assault.

Then on November 6 of the same year, twenty-three-year-old Lori Gallagher returned home and was surprised by an intruder who had come in through the bedroom window. This time, he had cut the phone line. She was facedown on her bed, clad in a pink, long-sleeved sweater with her panties pulled down, her own panty hose binding her wrists behind her. There were additional pairs of panty hose of various colors that had been fashioned into a gag around her neck and across her mouth, which, along with her nose, had been bleeding. Her entire body had a reddish cast from petechial hemorrhage. Again, no defense wounds and no apparent vaginal or anal assault. And again, the cause of death was ligature strangulation.

Most noteworthy about this particular murder was the way police found out about it. The next morning, the killer called them and directed officers to the scene. The police traced the call to a public phone booth on a busy downtown corner. A couple of witnesses vaguely recalled seeing a tall blond man using the phone at about the right time.

Near the beginning of February 1978, the killer mailed a poem to the local newspaper, but it somehow found its way to the circulation department, where no one noticed it for several days. Evidently ticked off over this slight, not to mention the lack of publicity he so desperately craved, the UNSUB took a different tack, sending a letter to a television station that served a large part of the region. Not only did he reassert credit for the Peterson murders, he also claimed responsibility for Farrell and Gallagher.

The station immediately brought the letter to the police, who took it seriously.

The letter’s description of the Farrell and Gallagher murders was just as detailed as the original depictions of the Petersons had been. He said how lucky the Farrell children had been that the phone had rung, saving their lives. He had intended to kill them as he had Danny Peterson. Only this time, his letter gave an even greater insight into his methods and motivations. At the end of the paragraphs on both Farrell and Gallagher, he had written identical commentaries: “Chosen at random with little planning, Motivation X.”

And he promised another one, in a scenario similar to the one in which he had killed Melissa Peterson, a scenario he described in hideous and vulgar detail. She would be chosen at random with a little more planning this time. And the driving force, again, would be “Motivation X.”

“How many do I have to kill before I get my name in the paper or some national attention?” he practically pleaded. “Do the cops think that all those deaths are not related? Yes, the M.O. is different in each, but look at the pattern that is developing.”

As if he hadn’t made himself clear enough already, he explained, “You don’t understand these things because you’re not under the influence of Motivation X. The same thing that made Son of Sam, Jack the Ripper, the Boston Strangler, the Hillside Strangler, Ted [Bundy] of the West Coast and many more infamous characters.”

He called his affliction “a terrible nightmare,” but admitted he didn’t “lose any sleep over it. After a thing like Gallagher I come home and go about life like anyone else. And I will be like that until the urge hits me again.”

Even as early in my profiling career as this was, I knew he wasn’t going home and going about life like anyone else. But I’d already learned how to read the deeper message, the “subtext,” as actors call it, and here he was saying something profoundly accurate, not only about himself but about virtually all serial predators. And that is, on an everyday basis, they do appear to go about their business and ordinary lives just like the rest of us. Even though they’re monsters, they don’t look or act like monsters, and that is why they become successful. We see them, but we look right through them. What makes them monsters is not how they look; it’s that they “don’t lose any sleep” over what they do.

He closed by appealing, “How about some name for me?” and suggested, formally this time, “SEARCH AND DESTROYER.”

Technically speaking, I suppose, it should have been Searcher and Destroyer, but even with the shoddy syntax, he’d managed to get his point across. He hadn’t spent much time on his style, but he’d sure as hell spent a lot of time working on his image. If we were going to catch him, we’d have to play his game.

The police had already made a good first step before they even came to us. Not only had they formed a task force to assimilate all the evidence and leads and hunt for the killer, the same day the letter came in to the television station, the chief held a press conference and publicly announced the communication and the department’s belief in its authenticity.

“I want to restate that there is no question in our minds but that the person who wrote the letter killed these people. This person has consistently identified himself with the phrase Search and Destroy and wants to be known as the Search and Destroyer. Because we are sure this man is responsible for six murders, we wish to enlist the assistance of each citizen of this community.”

As new as I was at profiling and criminal investigative analysis, I already knew how good the chiefs instincts were, a feeling that has only strengthened in me throughout my law enforcement career.

There is a tendency in this kind of work to want to withhold and control information, and sometimes, of course, that is necessary. In each open case, you have to keep certain details secret so you can evaluate and authenticate your various suspects and witnesses. Any sensational crime or crime series, and Search and Destroyer certainly qualified as that, is bound to have a bunch of crazies coming out of the woodwork claiming credit. In other words, you’re going to have confessions from people who’d like to have done what the killer did, but couldn’t, so this is an attempt to get the recognition and have the fantasy come to life as it had for the real offender. And there’s got to be a way to screen them out before they waste too much of your time.

But on the whole, I have found over and over and over again that the public is almost always your best and most effective partner in bringing UNSUBs to justice. Someone out there knows him. Someone out there has seen or heard something. Someone out there has the missing piece to the puzzle. “Douglas’s First Rule of Crime-Solving” states that the more you share with the public, the more they’re going to be able to help you.

Partially because of this, I wasn’t the first to offer a “profile” of Search and Destroyer. The media went crazy with “Motivation X,” with psychiatrists and psychologists weighing in on what it meant and how the UNSUB had come to be the way he was. There was actually merit in some of what was stated, but our approach to profiling is, by its very nature, going to be much different from that of most of the mental health community. It’s their job to use raw psychological data to tell them how he became the way he is. It’s my job to use the material to figure out what he’s like right now, how we can recognize him, and what we can do to catch him before he does any more.

For example, one psychologist wrote a column theorizing that the killer had studied extensively in medical or psychological journals trying to better understand himself and the motivations for his deadly acts, and that he had sought counseling as far back as adolescence to deal with his impulsive feelings and violent fantasies.

Maybe, maybe not. What I was seeing, from a practical criminal-profiling perspective, was a guy fascinated with police life, procedure, and culture. He was either in some form of law enforcement or very much wanted to be and fantasized about the power that status would give him. Not only was I convinced he was taking crime-scene photos as the real police would, his written descriptions of the bodies and scenes were methodical, procedural, and full of police-type jargon, such as giving north-south, east-west orientations to how the bodies were placed or found. With the kind of pictures he was taking, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was also making sketches, fantasizing and planning the future crimes he promised in his letter.

The offices of the Behavioral Science Unit were in a subbasement at Quantico, sixty feet underground. The suite had originally been designed as a relocation center for the national law enforcement brain trust in case of national emergency. The bunker mentality might be a good one in case of enemy attack, but on a daily basis I found it somewhat stifling. So when I had a case that I really wanted to think about and focus on, I used to go over to an adjacent building, up to the top floor of the library, where the Legal Unit did its research, and isolate myself with the case materials. I would sit there by myself and try to visualize the scene as it was happening—what must have taken place between the victim and the subject. I would try to do an extensive analysis of the victim, what we came to call victimology, equally important as understanding the perpetrator in getting a handle on the crime.

And unlike my tiny basement office, the library had windows and plenty of light. You didn’t feel as if you were working in a crypt.

As my first step, I tried to imagine how each particular victim would have reacted when confronted by the subject. I would analyze the wounds, try to interpret them to understand why the victim was treated as she was.

For example, if you found out from your research that this would have been a compliant victim, but you found evidence of torture on the body, that would tell you something about the UNSUB and his signature. It would tell you that he inflicted pain for its own sake, that that’s what he needed to make the crime satisfying.

I tried to visualize, to internalize, the terror young Melissa Peterson, this eleven-year-old child, must have gone through as her attacker forced her at gunpoint to undress, as he bound her wrists together, as he tied her around the waist and legs. Had he already killed her parents? My guess was that he had—you have to neutralize the greatest threat first. Did she know they were dead and couldn’t come to her aid? She must have heard the commotion, heard them scream or beg for their and their children’s lives. Did she know that this would only turn on her tormentor even more? My stomach churned and I became almost physically ill as I imagined him cinching the cord ligature tighter and tighter. He knew that the image of him, her torturer, would be the last thing this young girl ever saw, and he must have reveled in the thought. How could anyone do such a thing to another person, much less someone this young and blameless? Once you’ve seen pictures like this, how can you not be obsessed about hunting down the one who did it?

Melissa, I cannot now, nor will I ever be able to, put you out of my mind, or stop thinking about your mother and father and brother, and all the others like you, who are dead now because someone else decided you should be. And just because other people have not seen what I have seen does not mean it could not have happened to them just as easily as it happened to you and your wonderful family. You could be any of us, and any of us could be you.

And yet, merely being angry, merely craving the blood of the guilty to avenge the blood of the innocent, accomplishes nothing. What does the evidence tell you? What could I intuit from the crime-scene photos and the other material I had to work with?

Later, we would come to use terms such as organized and disorganized to characterize offenders. What I could say as I looked at the evidence was that this one certainly seemed to have his act together in terms of implementing what he set out to do. I saw no evidence that he knew the victims personally, which meant he had been surveilling them (another thing he’d consider policelike) and constructing his fantasy of control, degradation, and murder before he went in. Because that was one thing we knew from our prison interviews and research: with sexual predators, the fantasy always precedes the act.

The police report described semen found on Melissa’s leg. No surprise; we see a lot of predators masturbate at the scene. But how does it tie in with the rest of the behavioral evidence?

He’s very visual, I noted. Not only does he take photos and take pains to describe the scene, he stages his victims the way he wants to. This was particularly true of Melissa, to whom he seemed to have devoted the most time and attention. What this meant to me was that even though he’s sexually obsessed, he feels deeply inadequate and therefore more comfortable with children than with his chronological peers. His inadequacy is evident by the fact that even though he strips the women, he doesn’t penetrate them. Instead, he just uses them as props for his masturbatory fantasies. In fact, he probably jerked off on her after she was already dead.

Though he certainly puts his victims through a horrible ordeal, it is not physical torture in the sense that we see it in sexual sadists, who have to inflict intense physical pain to get off. The torture is mostly mental, his way of asserting power and superiority. Though he may fantasize about physical torture, this is no more a part of his signature than actual intercourse with his victims.

His arrested development would probably have shown up first in Peeping Tom or voyeuristic situations, which would tie in with his propensity for surveillance. He spent so much time with the victims that he had to feel confident he was in control of the environment. He had to know that there were only four members of the family and no one else was likely to break in on him.

Just as significant as what he did to Melissa was what he did to her little brother. In one of his letters he stated that he placed the bag over the boy’s head to suffocate him, just as he claimed he intended to do to Frances Farrell’s sons before he was interrupted by the telephone. But he also used ligature strangulation on young Daniel, just as he did to his parents and sister. So the bag was, in our terminology, overkill, which meant there had to be another reason for it. And the reason, I felt confident, was that, unlike the others, he didn’t feel good about this kill. He wanted to cover it up and also prevent Danny’s dead eyes from accusing him.

Why? Because this was the one he identified with, just as he identified with Frances Farrell’s young boys and shut them up in the bathroom so they wouldn’t see what he was going to do to their mother. Whether he would have treated the girl in the same way remains open to speculation.

Sitting alone at the library table, I began constructing my profile, longhand on a yellow legal pad, heading the first page “MULTIPLE HOMICIDES,” with the name of the city.

I began with what had already become our usual disclaimer, “It should be noted that the attached analysis is not a substitute for a thorough and well-planned investigation,” and went on to point out that the information contained in the profile was based on our knowledge of behavior in similar cases, but that no two criminal acts or criminal personalities are exactly alike.

I then went on to describe the Search and Destroy murders as the result of fantasies acted out by an inadequate type, a nobody, who, for the first time in his life, has placed himself in a position of importance and control, finally receiving the recognition he believes has been his due for many years. He’s so inadequate, however, that he can’t even come up with original crimes and has to pattern himself after other well-publicized criminals. He’s so jealous of other killers’ publicity that he seizes on the Son of Sam as a model, even though the Peterson murders took place before Son of Sam was even active. In other words, he looks to killers who began after him in a wretched attempt to define himself.

The UNSUB would be a white male in his twenties or early thirties. He could be married, but if he was, there would be ongoing problems of both a personality and sexual type.

This guy is alienated, lonely, and withdrawn. He’s probably never had a normal heterosexual experience with a woman. His victims appear to be people who, unlike him, are outgoing and loved by others, so he renders them worse off than himself—not only vulnerable but completely helpless, begging for their lives.

Based on the profiles we’d composed of similar offenders in our prison interviews, I expected the UNSUB to come from a broken family and to have been raised primarily by an overbearing mother who was inconsistent in her discipline. She may have been highly religious and placed a burden of guilt on her son from an early age. His father probably left home or died when the UNSUB was young, maybe around Danny’s age or even younger. I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn he was raised by foster parents.

In school, he would have been an average student, but more interested in disrupting the class than in doing his work. His language certainly suggests interest in law enforcement, but it could also mean that he’s been in the military. This was underscored by his use of the phrase search and destroy, but I didn’t make too much of it. In 1974, Vietnam was so much in the public consciousness that virtually everyone was familiar with the term. In his case, it could represent just one more bit of fantasy.

Any arrest record he’d have racked up so far would involve breaking and entering or voyeurism. Unlike a lot of sexual predators, we wouldn’t expect to see any outright rapes in his past.

He chooses the neighborhoods for his crimes based on his comfort level, where he has a choice of several different targets and where there is always an easy escape route or place to hide, such as a park. His targets, as he himself suggests, are a combination of some planning and then opportunity—the available victim when he has the urge to kill.

The extended periods between the murders could have had several causes. He might have been in the service or out of the area for some other reason. He could have been institutionalized in a mental facility, or he could have been incarcerated on an unrelated charge, such as B&E.

We know from his own words that he is closely monitoring the media and craves the recognition they offer. What we would also expect for a police buff of this type is that he would somehow attempt to inject himself into the investigation, such as by frequenting police hangouts where he could ingratiate himself with the cops and/or overhear conversations. This will make him feel like “one of them,” which is what he wants to be, and at the same time make him feel superior, which he needs to so as to assuage his own inadequacy, since he has been able to outwit law enforcement and create a high level of fear in the community. If he starts feeling sufficiently superior, he could offer more communication, either by phoning the police directly or by sending them or the press actual photos he’s taken at a crime scene. Because we could expect him to kill again and keep killing, perfecting his fantasy and gaining confidence each time he gets away with it.

A profile is an important tool, but it is only one of several. If the investigators believe in it, it can help them narrow down a suspect list or recognize a hot prospect when they see him. This is particularly true in situations in which we advise the police that they’ve probably already interviewed the UNSUB as part of their initial inquiries. But just as important, if not more so, is understanding the meaning of the profile enough to translate it into proactive techniques, and that had to be the next phase of our advice.

What we had to play on, I felt, was his overwhelming self-centeredness and arrogance. Somewhere along the line, he will brag to a friend or acquaintance or possibly even family member and let slip something about what he’s done. The police fascination could work to our advantage, too. If he’s not actually a member of some law enforcement agency, even if he’s just a security guard or part-time rent-a-cop at night, he might try to impersonate a police officer. From his interest in bondage, he probably reads the “true detective” magazines, since bondage and depiction of various forms of domination of women are staples of such publications. As a result, he’ll know from the ads how easy it is to send away for an authentic-looking police or detective badge, which he’ll carry on his person. In fact, he may even use this MO to gain admittance into his victims’ homes, since there is generally no sign of forced entry. He probably flashes his badge whenever the opportunity presents itself, such as when paying for drinks at the local bar.

He’s concerned about being caught, but so taken up by the hoopla he’s created that his ego might keep him in the area even after the heat is turned up.

I had learned that a branch of the state university, which wasn’t far from the murder sites, had a criminal justice department. I thought there was a good chance Search and Destroyer had taken courses there or, if not, had at least examined books on law enforcement. On our advice, police started monitoring copying machines there by making particular marks on the document glass and supplying the machines with paper bearing special watermarks. One of these watermarks on a later communication showed that he had, in fact, been hanging around the university.

I thought it was important to put as much stress on him as we could. It might be a good idea to announce that a suspect had been seen outside the Peterson or Gallagher residence cutting phone wires. The more pressure we could keep him under, the more his post-offense behavior would become apparent to those around him. Family, friends, or coworkers should be alerted to look for increased alcohol consumption, change in appearance such as weight loss, growing or shaving off a beard, general nervousness, and a preoccupation with the case, perhaps bringing it up often in conversation for no apparent reason. Just as the killings were always on his mind, so would be the search for their perpetrator. He would be both exhilarated and scared at the same time. And our job was to force his hand by forcing his behavior.

And what if he is actually a cop? I wondered to myself. This might be one of us. He could call me on another case he was working on and ask for my help and advice. I’ve often said so myself—they’re all around us; they make us see right through them. But it’s particularly damning when an offender turns out to be one who’s sworn to uphold the law. It’s a perversion of nature—the same sort of perversion of nature as when children precede their parents in death, a phenomenon I have seen all too often in my career.

Based on how I thought he felt about his various victims, I thought one way to bring him out would be by publicly focusing on Danny Peterson, or possibly even Frances Farrell’s sons, who survived her. This could be accomplished by a newspaper or magazine story or a television feature that got the UNSUB to relate to these victims as real people. Whatever remorse, whatever misgivings, he had about his acts might then come to the surface. That’s why I often liked to announce dates of memorial services or locations of graves, knowing from our research that, for a variety of reasons, offenders do return to visit their victims.

We gave the police a series of additional tips on forcing Search and Destroyer’s hand—trying to bring him out into the open before he killed again. I don’t want to get into too many of the specifics because they remain strategic this many years later. One thing I warned them about, especially with all the Motivation X psychologizing going on in the local media: I didn’t want officials to let him be portrayed as a psychotic animal, thereby giving him an out. I thought he was more likely to kill again if he could convince himself that the acts really were beyond his control and he therefore had a psychological excuse for perpetrating them.

While we all held our collective breath, there were no more murders that matched the pattern of the Search and Destroyer. But police did receive a drawing in the mail. It was both icily clinical in style and disgustingly pornographic in content, portraying a nude woman on a bed, gagged and tightly bound, having been penetrated by a large stake. It could have been a crime-scene drawing, except that so far as we could tell, it didn’t represent any actual crime. Rather, I thought, it was his fantasy conception of what he imagined his next scenario would be like. Police officers across the metropolitan area were given composite physical descriptions based on all the witness accounts and alerted as to what type of suspicious activity to be looking for, and what type of victims and MO to expect from the unknown subject.

I wish I could report that this story has a happy ending. It does not. In fact, it has no ending at all. As far as anyone could tell, after the murder of Lori Gallagher, the killer seemed to vanish. The case has never been closed, he could still be out there, and that is why I have changed the names and some of the details.

What happened? Why did he stop?

We may never know for sure. One possible explanation is that, like some other serial killers who suddenly seem to stop despite our best predictions and worst fears that they will continue, he might have been picked up for something else and sent to prison or a mental institution, never being connected with the horrible series of murders that terrified the region for so many years. He could have died in an automobile accident or been killed by a sometime accomplice or other enemy. Another possibility is that he injected himself too closely into the investigation—that he was interviewed, realized how close they were to reaching him, and got scared.

Most serial sexual predators keep going until they are stopped one way or another. But this case might have been somewhat special. This one was so visual, so laden with fantasy, so removed from any kind of real or meaningful human contact, that the fantasy itself might have been enough to keep him going, once he’d gotten a taste of the real searching and destroying that had become such an obsession to him. He may have been able to content himself with the idea that he had held the power of life and death over others, and exercised that power, and he had “outwitted” the combined forces of law enforcement, proving himself superior to them. He had been the center of media attention in ways that he never could have merited except through these flagrant acts of public outrage. In his own small and twisted mind, he had become a somebody. He still had his photographs and God knew how many drawings like the one he had sent to the police. They might have been enough for him.

Was I wrong about Search and Destroyer and that’s why he was never brought to justice? I don’t think so, but he’s the only one who knows for sure. And I’m not even really certain that that’s true, because I think, as a result of our work and research, we have more insight into his obsession than he does.

Years after all of this, there was another series of crimes that looked as if it might have had similar MO and signature elements. The media began speculating as to whether the Search and Destroyer was back. But a letter came in to one of the local media outlets, saying, in effect, “It’s not me.” Assuming that the letter was authentic, he was, and may still be, out there.

I begin intentionally with this cautionary tale from my early days as a profiler.

We might as well admit right here that the good guys don’t always come out on top. Like medicine, what we practice isn’t an exact science, and because of the stakes involved, our losses can be devastating to us, knowing that the predator is still at large, waiting to spring again. Predators come in many forms and guises, and they’re all dangerous. Despite our dedication, despite our own obsessions, we don’t always get them.

It’s a sad truth that we don’t win every battle, and we probably never will. And even for those in which we triumph, by definition we can never achieve more than a partial victory, because by the time we enlist, someone has already been victimized. It gives me some peace, however, to think that the obsession that came over me thinking about the killer of the Peterson family, of Frances Farrell and Lori Gallagher, and probably others as well . . . that that obsession stayed with me and my colleagues and helped us dedicate ourselves and fully focus on the thousands of other victims who became our clients and the thousands of other predators we helped pursue.

If the first lesson of this cautionary tale is humility on the part of those of us who go out to do battle, the second is knowledge, awareness, and some basic forethought and preparedness on all our pails—because the only total victory is when we can prevent these monsters from victimizing us, our family, and our friends in the first place. That isn’t an exact science either, but I know it can make a huge difference.

The war never ends and we’re all soldiers. But first, we have to understand the enemy and the fight we have to wage, individually and as a society. That’s what we need to be thinking about.
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THE HUNTER AND THE HUNTED



Manipulation. Domination. Control.

These are the watchwords of all sexual predators, be they stalkers, rapists, or killers. They also have to be my watchwords, and those of my colleagues, as we try to get inside their heads to hunt them down.

The key tool we use is profiling, or, as I began calling it when I became chief of the FBI’s Investigative Support Unit (which previously had been called the Behavioral Science Unit; I told people I was getting rid of the BS) at Quantico, criminal investigative analysis. This includes not only coming up with profiles of UNSUBs, but also proactive techniques for catching them, evaluation of case linkages, and then interrogation and prosecutorial strategies once an offender has been identified. But the important thing to remember is that we’re not the only ones doing the profiling and analysis. The people we hunt are doing it, too; you can be sure of that.

Any sexual predator, before he’s been in the business for too long, has his own preferences and learns his own techniques. He knows how to locate and identify—profile, if you will—the victim of preference, the victim of opportunity. He knows how to get inside that victim’s head and create the effect he’s looking for: the manipulation, the domination, the control of that individual, then the manipulation, domination, and control of the law enforcement personnel trying to neutralize him. So we’ve got to be able to go through the same process he does, only we’ve got to do it better. We’re probably already dominating him— that is, the crime or crimes he’s committed will be taking up most, if not all, of his conscious thought. He’ll be following the media, trying to monitor the police investigation, so we’ve already got his attention. We’ve got to figure out how to manipulate the way he responds, the actions he contemplates taking, with the idea of being able to predict, and ultimately control, his next move. He’s playing a game, and it’s the most important thing in the world to him. We’ve got to be able to play that game as seriously as he does.

When I talk about playing the game, I’m not just talking about me, my fellow FBI agents, and all the dedicated police officers, detectives, and prosecutors across the country and around the world. I’m talking about you, all of you, all of us, because we’re all potential prey for these guys, and we can all do something to avoid playing that role of victim, to fight back. Because it’s great to be able to catch them after they’ve perpetrated some outrage. It’s a whole lot better to be able to prevent them from doing it in the first place. But to have a shot at that, we have to understand.

This is a book about obsession: the obsession of the creatures who prey on the innocent and vulnerable, and the obsession they’ve engendered in people like me who’ve spent their careers trying to understand them and put them out of business. More specifically, it’s about interpersonal violent crime and what we can do about it. And it’s also about the victims themselves, and their loved ones and survivors, as they pursue their own obsession for justice and closure and peace—as they struggle, quite literally, to get their lives back. And make no mistake, when violent predators go unchecked in our society, we all become victims.

As we did in both Mindhunter and Journey into Darkness, we’re going to relate some interesting stories and bring you into the heads of both the hunters and the hunted. But we want this book to be more than simply a collection of grim and fascinating case histories. While it is certainly that, we also want to show you how you can cut down the odds of victimization for yourself, your loved ones, your friends. And we also want to show that for all the bad people out there we need to neutralize, there are a lot of very good and very brave people, too, doing the work that needs to be done. We want to highlight those people and organizations whom we consider to be models for positive change, prevention, and healing. We are at war and they are our real comrades in arms.

I use the word war purposefully, and you might as well know right now where I’m coming from with all this. Violent, predatory crime is a scourge that has become intolerable. We either become victims of the criminal ourselves, or we become victims of fear for ourselves, our families, our children. Recently, there have been some national statistical declines in various types of violent crimes, and that’s certainly welcome. But I’ve got to tell you, I’ve been in this business a long time, and I’m not terribly optimistic that this represents an ongoing trend. It won’t take much—a decline in the economy, the next generation of crack babies coming of age without any realistic prospects or emotional support system—to make our society as violent as it’s ever been. A lot of experts think we won’t even reach the peak until between 2005 and 2010, and I wonder if the same politicians who are taking bows for the current decrease will still be around to accept the blame for what some of us already see coming. In the meantime, there’s still plenty of violence and plenty of fear to go around.

If we’re going to attempt to come to grips with this issue, which consistently rivals the economy and personal financial anxieties on polls of Americans’ number one concern, it’s only going to be by declaring outright war on the problem.

While preparing to write this book, I happened to be watching on television the debate on the 1997 Juvenile Crime Bill. I’ve had to testify a number of times on Capitol Hill before various committees and subcommittees concerned with law enforcement, crime, and its effects, so I was interested in hearing how the debate would be framed and which arguments—I think I’ve heard them all by this point—would be brought to bear, and by whom.

Some of the debaters said we need to get tougher on crime, with more prisons and stiffer sentences. Others said that this was just political posturing—that we need to spend money on social programs, and get to “the root of the problem” by attacking the foundations of poverty and social inequality. Some said the answer lies in improved education or job prospects, and that is where we should be concentrating our resources. Still others argued that the answer was early intervention with potentially problem children—to get them out of their damaging home environments and into the therapy and exposure to the positive role models they needed.

As if any of these people has the answer.

I say the real answer should be obvious. If we’re serious about this, and not just spouting off easy, hackneyed political rhetoric, then what we need is a real war on crime. And that means you throw everything you’ve got at the enemy.

None of these suggestions is, or should be, mutually exclusive. Of course we have to get to the root of the problems of poverty and inequality. Of course we have to identify potential problem children and individuals and attempt to intervene before it’s too late. Of course we have to give children the best educational opportunities we possibly can. Of course we have to offer better jobs and job training possibilities. And of course we need stiffer and more certain sentences so that the ones we haven’t been able to help aren’t free to continue their predatory ways. To hope that any one thing will work is like hoping that there will be a single cure for all cancer. It would be great if it happened, but none of the experts I know is counting on it. If you think by getting to the roots of poverty you’re going to eliminate the need for prisons, that’s just as naive as saying that any of us is going to feel appreciably safer or more secure if we give everyone who’s been convicted of a violent crime a fifty-year sentence his first time out. In the meantime, let’s see what we can do to feel more personally secure and in control.

• • •

When it comes time for sentencing, the defense attorney often asserts that despite what his client has just been convicted of doing, the defendant isn’t really a bad person; he’s got a good, kind, sensitive, caring, vulnerable side, too. That’s what they tried to show about Timothy McVeigh during the sentencing phase of the Oklahoma City bombing trial. They showed childhood photos and had friends tell touching and funny stories; jurors heard testimony about what a loyal soldier he was from Army buddies. They tried to explain that what happened was that Mr. McVeigh was so emotionally devastated over seeing women and children burned to death in the Branch Davidian compound in Waco, Texas, that he had to vent his fury at the federal government by blowing up one of its buildings and hundreds of occupants on the anniversary of the Waco disaster.

To all of this, I say, “Wrong!” or more pointedly, “Crap!” This good, kind, sensitive, caring, vulnerable fellow coldly planned and carried out an action that predictably stole 168 innocent lives. That’s what he was capable of. The other aspects of his life and personality become completely irrelevant. This is a theme we’ll be coming back to again and again, as I have throughout my career in law enforcement.

We are what we think.

We are what we do.

I will concede that virtually anyone who commits murder or some other horrible or violent act can be thought of as being “mentally ill.” Normal, mentally healthy people just don’t do those kinds of things. I do not believe it follows, however, that such men (and occasionally women) are therefore “insane” or unable to conform their actions to the laws of society or the dictates of common morality.

Just as I do not believe that there is any one simple fix for our crime problem, it is probably also simplistic and somewhat naive to suppose that there is one single, all-encompassing psychoneurological explanation for why people commit violent crimes, particularly when they commit those violent crimes repeatedly. One school of theorists bases its ideas on the belief that violent behavior is the result of a combination of organic injuries or abnormalities in the brain, together with an abusive childhood or family life. Another theory suggests that the organic brain problems seen in certain members of such an antisocial population may actually be the result of injuries caused by reckless or foolhardy behavior, that is, the behavior may have caused the condition rather than the condition causing the behavior.

My own experience, beginning with the first organized study of serial killers and repeat violent offenders initiated back in the late 1970s when I was a young agent recently assigned to the FBI Academy in Quantico, makes me believe that virtually all of them come from abusive or otherwise severely dysfunctional backgrounds. But that doesn’t explain or excuse what they do.

After all I’ve seen, there’s no question in my mind that neglect or abuse of young children has the serious potential to produce some very psychologically messed-up people. I don’t think many mental health professionals would disagree with that assessment, and all of our hearts go out to these individuals.

What I have not seen established, through any combination of logic or data, is the connection that those psychologically messed-up people are therefore compelled to commit violent crime. They are portrayed to us as victims of bad treatment, turning our compassion against us. But once they aggress against others, they instantly forfeit whatever claims they had to victim status. Despite a bad background or any other supposedly mitigating or explanatory factors, they choose to commit violent, predatory crime.

While a bad background doesn’t make it any easier for a given antisocial individual to “go straight,” we see over and over again that siblings of sexual predators and other repeat offenders turn out respectable and law-abiding. As a reaction to their early environment, many even go into the type of social work, law enforcement, or political reform that may prevent others from suffering similar experiences.

Let me repeat that, because it is one of the key philosophical underpinnings of this book and, in fact, my entire approach to crime and punishment: With the rare exception of the truly insane individual—and these types are generally caught pretty quickly as opposed to experienced and organized serial offenders— the predator, and particularly the sexual predator, commits violent acts because he chooses to do so. The operative word is always choice. That’s where I stand, and if you don’t agree with that, or aren’t open-minded enough to let me try to convince you in this book, you may as well stop reading right now.

Those who’ve read Mindhunter or Journey into Darkness will recall the name Edmund Emil Kemper III. Of all the serial killers from our original study, he’s probably the one who’s most interested and intrigued me with the combination of his intellect, sheer physical presence, the brutality of his crimes, and the apparently genuine insight into their cause and effect and his own twisted psyche. I interviewed him at the California State Medical Facility at Vacaville. Kemper killed, mutilated, and in some cases beheaded a number of beautiful young women near the campus of the University of California at Santa Cruz in the early 1970s. Prior to that, as a fourteen-year-old, he had shot his grandparents to death while visiting them on their farm and been committed to California’s Atascadero State Hospital for the criminally insane until he was twenty-one. The background of all of this is that Ed, who ended up an imposing, broad-chested man about six feet nine, had never gotten along with his mother, Clarnell, who had raised him after she and his father, Edmund Jr., had separated when Ed and his two sisters were young. Among other belittling cruelties, once the sensitive Ed reached puberty and began to grow dramatically tall, Clarnell banished him to a makeshift basement bedroom, fearing he might try to molest his sisters. It’s true that Ed already had displayed some alarmingly weird behavior, including dismembering two family cats and engaging in death-ritual games with his sister Susan. It’s also true that Clarnell—who by the time of Ed’s murderous reign of terror had already left husband number three and was working as a secretary at U.C., Santa Cruz—showed considerably more interest in and empathy for students she met casually in her job than she did for her own son. And it’s further true, as I’ve admitted before, that of all the serial killers and violent offenders I’ve had occasion to study in my career, I probably “liked” Ed the best and empathized with him more than the others because of his superior intellect, insight, and willingness to confront the monsters within him.

Having said all that, there is no doubt in my mind that Edmund Kemper picked up and killed the six young women in and around Santa Cruz as an attempt—horribly misguided though it may have been— to get back at his mother. This is certainly authenticated by the fact that he buried the head of at least one of his victims in the yard outside Clarnell’s window because she’d always wanted people “to look up to her.” Ed eventually did get up the nerve to bludgeon her to death in her bed, cut off her head, and feed her larynx down the garbage disposal because he was tired of the way “she’d bitched and screamed and yelled at me over so many years.” Kemper told me that he had often crept into his mother’s bedroom as she slept and fantasized about stabbing her with a knife or beating her to death with a hammer.

Directly after he did kill her, he called her friend Sally Hallett over for a “surprise” dinner, whereupon he clubbed and strangled and decapitated her, placed her headless body in his bed, then went to sleep in his mother’s bed before setting out on a multistate car journey that ultimately ended when he contacted police from a Colorado phone booth and told them to come and get him. He’d gotten it out of his system and so was ready to call it quits. If I look into my own psyche, perhaps that’s the reason for my rapport with Kemper—he stopped on his own.

Now, as much as I “understand” why Ed did what he did, this certainly does not imply that I condone or accept it as inevitable. More to the point, I do not believe, and find no evidence or suggestion, that he had to kill these women—that, because of his background, upbringing, and belief structure, he was compelled to kill them. Quite the contrary; he was organized and well-controlled. Not only did he not stage any of his crimes while a uniformed police officer was watching—a sure sign of compulsion that no serial killer in my experience or knowledge has ever displayed—he managed to drive safely through a manned guard post where cars were being examined while he had the body of one of his victims, posed as a sleeping girlfriend, in the seat beside him. He indicated to me how he took personal satisfaction in showing up at one of his parole-mandated psychiatric interviews with the severed head of fifteen-year-old Aiko Koo in the trunk of his car.

Would Ed Kemper have done the horrible things he did had he not had the bad background and family trauma? Maybe not. Does that excuse his crimes? Absolutely not, and I suspect that the bright and insightful Kemper, who expects to spend the rest of his life in confinement, would agree with that.

So let’s get this straight and state it plainly: It is my belief, based on several decades of experience, study, and analysis, that the overwhelming majority of repeat sexual predators do what they do because they want to, because it gives them a satisfaction they do not achieve in any other aspect of their lives, and because it makes them feel good, regardless of the consequences to others. In that respect, the crime represents the ultimate in selfishness; the predator doesn’t care what happens to his victim as long as he gets what he wants. In fact, exercising this manipulation, domination, and control—and the infliction of pain and death are for him their ultimate expressions—are the critical factors in making him feel complete and fully alive. Ed Kemper chose to kill those women because, for whatever reason, it fulfilled something in himself.

Are serial killers and other sexual predators mentally ill?

You could say so; it’s largely a matter of definition. Certainly they’re abnormal. Certainly what they do is “sick.” Certainly they have a severe character disorder or defect. Certainly anyone who gets his pleasure from rape and torture and death has some fairly pronounced psychological problems. But “insanity” is a matter of definition, too. And what we rely on to test for insanity today, whether it’s the traditional knowledge of the difference between right and wrong as set forth by the British M’Naghten Rule of 1843, or the more modern American Law Institute Model Penal Code Test, we’re still talking about the ability to control impulses and appreciate the consequences of your actions. A lot of people don’t seem to grasp the concept that you can have mental or emotional problems—even severe ones—and still be able to distinguish right from wrong and conform your behavior accordingly. In other words, you don’t have to commit violent crime. If you commit violent crime, in virtually all cases, you do so by choice, just as any of us decide what to eat, to seek a job, to form relationships, whatever—all by choice.

A predator can be obsessed with killing, just as I can be obsessed with hunting him down. But he isn’t forced to kill any more than I am forced to pursue him.

Yes, there are people who commit violent crimes because they are literally crazy, even delusional, but there aren’t that many, and virtually none is a serial killer or rapist. The true crazies are not difficult to catch.

By the same token, you’ll often see a claim of multiple personality disorder, or MPD, surface postarrest. William Heirens didn’t kill those women; George Murman, who resided inside him, did. No one wants to take responsibility for what he’s done: it’s another personality that’s taken over my good personality. But in every serial murder case I’ve consulted on in which MPD was offered as a defense, the claim was completely unfounded. First, the condition is extremely rare. Second, it begins in early childhood, generally as a defense mechanism against severe sexual or physical abuse, so there should be ample verification of the disorder’s manifestations in the subject long before the commission of crime. Third, the great majority of MPD sufferers are women. And fourth, there is no psychiatric literature I know of which suggests that multiple personality disorder compels, or even predisposes, one to violence. In other words, even if you could convince me that your client suffered from MPD, that would be an incidental finding, and not the explanation for why he killed or raped.

David Berkowitz, the self-proclaimed “Son of Sam” who terrorized New York City from the summer of 1976 until he was caught as the result of a routine license-plate check during the summer of 1977, claimed in publicized letters and statements that he killed six young men and women with his .44-caliber handgun as they sat in their cars because his neighbor’s three-thousand-year-old dog had commanded him to do so. Admittedly, many people commit violent crimes for reasons unfathomable to the rest of us, but that one got my bullshit detector going big time. Nothing else in Berkowitz’s behavior suggested he was taking his marching orders from a dog. He had served in the Army and held a job as a postal employee in New York City. He made a trip to Texas during which he purchased a Charter Arms .44 Bulldog, a powerful weapon. He went out into the city dumps and practiced his shooting until he became reasonably proficient. And then he went out on the streets nightly, hunting for his victims of preference: young couples parked in cars on makeshift lovers’ lanes, each time approaching the woman’s side of the car first and firing at her.

A check of his background revealed that he had been put up for adoption as a baby but did not learn of this until he served in the military. As a child and young man he set more than two thousand fires in the Brooklyn-Queens area—some in trash cans, some in abandoned buildings—which he documented with obsessional diary entries, and would masturbate while watching the flames and the firefighters. Bringing all these people out because of something he had done was probably the only time he felt powerful and potent.

He had his first sexual encounter with a woman while serving as a soldier in Korea—with a prostitute who gave him gonorrhea. When he left the Army, he went back to New York and located his biological mother and sister in Long Beach, Long Island (as it happens, not far from where I grew up). When he finally contacted them, he was shocked and distressed to learn that they wanted nothing to do with him. It was then that his resentment and anger against women transformed into an obsession with men and women who weren’t lonely and inadequate as he was, and that was when he procured the weapon that made him feel powerful and virile.

I interviewed Berkowitz in Attica State Prison when a few of my colleagues and I were conducting what became the first organized behavioral study of violent and multiple offenders. Out of this study came the book Sexual Homicide: Patterns and Motives, which we coauthored with Professor Ann W. Burgess of the University of Pennsylvania. More important was an approach to criminal profiling and investigative analysis that, for the first time, was based on a correlation between evidence and indicators found in and around the crime and what would be going on inside the criminal’s mind at the time. Berkowitz had originally pleaded guilty and been sentenced to multiple twenty-five-years-to-life terms, but had since denied his guilt for a variety of reasons, his supposed insanity being one of them.

It will come as no surprise that it is in the nature of repeat criminals to lie as a matter of course, and the ones we interviewed, particularly the more “successful” of them, were notorious manipulators of everyone within their orbit. We had learned that if we were to get anything accurate and useful from the interviews and not merely provide a self-serving forum or entertaining diversion for a bored long-termer, we had to be totally prepared, and that meant knowing the case and the crimes at least as well as the offender himself did. This often meant slogging through hours of verbal sparring before the subject realized he couldn’t con us the way he may have done with psychiatrists, the press, or even his own attorneys. This was particularly true of insanity claims.

During a long and rambling interview, Berkowitz admitted to me that while roaming the streets on the hunt, if he couldn’t find a victim of opportunity that suited his preference, he would return to the site of one of his previous kills, masturbate, and relive the moment of triumph. It was the same as the Search and Destroyer’s jerking off over the crime-scene photos I was sure he had.

And as soon as I heard this from David, I knew that his dog story was crap. Like the UNSUB described in the previous chapter and so many other sexual predators, he killed because it made him feel good. It let him possess women in death in a way he felt totally incapable of doing in life. His manipulation, domination, and control of his victims didn’t require any verbal interchange or conversation, it didn’t require bodily contact, it didn’t require the taking of souvenirs such as jewelry or underwear. But it was manipulation, domination, and control just as clearly as if the crimes had had those more common elements.

When we got around to the subject of motive, Berkowitz explained to me how he had been receiving telepathic orders to kill from a three-thousand-year-old demon residing in this black Labrador retriever named Harvey, which belonged to his neighbor Sam Carr. Together with the letters full of obscure symbolism, this immediately suggested paranoid schizophrenia to much of the psychiatric community.

“Hey, David, knock off the bullshit,” I said to him. “The dog had nothing to do with it.”

He laughed and owned up to the hoax. It was just one more example of manipulation, domination, and control. Like Ed Kemper, the guy wasn’t normal, but he knew and understood what he was doing and kept doing it.

And this is one of several reasons why, much as I’d like to believe differently, I find the hope of rehabilitation for most of these people dim to nonexistent. As we will see throughout this book, unlike burglars or bank robbers or even drug dealers, who do not necessarily enjoy what they do for a living—who merely want the money it brings them—sexual predators and child molesters do enjoy their crimes; in fact, many of them do not even consider them crimes. They don’t want to change.

Dr. Stanton E. Samenow, the Washington, D.C.-area clinical psychologist who has probably done as much as anyone to explore, understand, and try to alter the thinking of habitual lawbreakers, challenges the very notion of rehabilitation. “Rehabilitation as it has been practiced cannot possibly be effective,” he writes in his penetrating book, Inside the Criminal Mind, “because it is based on a total misconception. To rehabilitate is to restore to a former constructive capacity or condition. There is nothing to which to rehabilitate a criminal. There is no earlier condition of being responsible to which to restore him.”

I’m afraid my own research and experience, as well as that of my colleagues, leads me to concur wholeheartedly with Dr. Samenow’s courageous observation.

• • •

In the Investigative Support Unit at Quantico, in our work with local police, we were always trying to understand the nature of the obsession of the unknown predator.

Sometimes he communicated to us directly, as in the Search and Destroyer case, telling us just why he was doing it and how he wanted to be perceived.

Sometimes he enlightened us indirectly, giving us the clues to figure it out, as happened in Atlanta.

And sometimes, we were never sure. Those were the toughest and most agonizing cases of all. One of them nearly killed me. More about that in a moment.

But first, by the winter of 1981, Atlanta, Georgia, was gripped by a terror that had been building for a year and a half, ever since a thirteen-year-old boy named Alfred Evans had gone missing and then turned up dead three days later, in a wooded area on the west side of the city. While searching the site, police discovered another body, partially decomposed, this one belonging to fourteen-year-old Edward Smith, who had disappeared four days before Alfred. Both boys were black. Alfred had been strangled, Edward shot. By the time I got involved, there were sixteen cases, all black children, and as far as anyone could tell, the killer or killers were still active.

At that time, the FBI’s profiling program was still new. It had its home at the FBI Academy in Quantico because that’s where it had begun, informally at first under Behavioral Science instructors Howard Teten and Dick Ault, then gradually with more formality after the program of prison interviews with serial offenders began. I was still the only full-time profiler, and we were taken with varying degrees of seriousness, not only by the country’s law enforcement agencies but within the Bureau as well. There’s no question that something considered such touchy-feely voodoo could not have surfaced under the ironfisted reign of J. Edgar Hoover. We had no real operational side, so as the requests for assistance kept coming in and the caseload began to pile up, I was backed up by some of the instructors from the Behavioral Science Unit. As expert as any in the subject of rape and interpersonal violence—not just in the Bureau but the entire world of law enforcement—is Robert “Roy” Hazelwood. Now retired after a distinguished career, Roy is active nationally as a consultant.

He and I went down to Atlanta to try to figure out if the cases were actually related and what type of person or persons was responsible for the murders. To do this, we studied the victimology by going through each file and talking to as many family members and people who knew each victim as we could, visiting each neighborhood. Was there a common trait among the dead children? Then we had the Atlanta police take us to each of the body dump sites so we could start seeing things from the killer’s point of view.

The predominant view in Atlanta was that some sort of Ku Klux Klan-type conspiracy was responsible for the deaths of the children, that this was an attempt at genocide against the black race. As compelling as this argument was on its face—after all, the victims were all black, and at that time, serial killers were almost exclusively white—when Roy and I really got into it, neither one of us could buy it.

First of all, the areas in which the children disappeared were overwhelmingly black. A white individual or group really would have stood out and could not have avoided notice. Yet there were no witness accounts involving white subjects. More to the point, a white supremacist group would not have operated anonymously, as this killer was doing. If a hate group such as the Klan commits a violent offense such as a lynching or other racial murder, it is supposed to be a highly symbolic act, intended to make a public statement and create an atmosphere of fear and hysteria among its intended targets. At the very least, we would expect some communication from such a group to come in to the local media taking credit for the act, just as you see after most terrorist bombings and the like, and just as we saw from the Search and Destroyer. As I said, you have to determine the nature of the obsession to determine the personality of the offender. And absent this kind of communication, Roy and I had to conclude that whoever was killing these young children, mostly boys, was doing so for other reasons.

So once we compiled our profile, we felt we were looking for a black male in his twenties who was sexually attracted to these young victims and would use some kind of ruse or come-on involving money to get them to go with him. The next question was, how would he tell us what his reasons were?

The break came on something of a fluke, a red herring, if you will. But there’s a lesson in that, too, which is that no detail of a case can either be excluded outright or taken at face value. Everything must be evaluated in the larger context of the investigation.

A case generating as much media attention as the Atlanta Child Murders is bound to get more than its share of false leads and information. This, of course, is one of the reasons it’s necessary to withhold certain details of the crimes and crime scenes. At one point, police in the small town of Conyers, Georgia, about twenty miles from Atlanta, got a call from a man, obviously white and a real redneck type, purporting to be the killer and promising to “kill more of these nigger kids.” He specified a particular location along Sigmon Road where he said police would find the next body.

As soon as I heard the tape of this call, I was sure this was an impostor, a lowlife satisfying his own racial hatred by anonymously claiming credit for a series of crimes he did not commit. But knowing how the press was following the case, I thought it would be an excellent opportunity to test a theory.

I suggested that the police make the call public and make a great display out of looking for the body, but on the opposite side of the street from where he told them to look. I figured the impostor would be watching, and if police got lucky, they might be able to grab him right there. If not, he should at least call again and tell the police what idiots they are, at which point they’ll have a trap and trace ready to nab this guy. And that was exactly what happened. They got him right in his own house. And I thought that would be that.

But the press had covered the Sigmon Road episode heavily, and shortly thereafter, another body did show up there, that of fifteen-year-old Terry Pue. Only this body showed up where the police were looking, not the side of the street the impostor had specified, which signified that our real guy was closely following the press and now wanted to show that he was superior to everyone—that he could manipulate, dominate, and control the police and press just as he had his young victims. That was the message he was giving us: he and the police were communicating with each other through the media.

The final piece of the puzzle fell into place one murder later, when twelve-year-old Patrick Baltazar’s body was found along Buford Highway, strangled as Terry Pue’s had been. As part of the official response, someone in the medical examiner’s office announced that hair and fibers found on Patrick’s body matched those found on five of the previous victims.

Then I knew: the next body is going to turn up in the Chattahoochee River, because he knows the hair and fiber evidence will be washed away by the water and he can once again prove how superior he is to all of us law enforcement jerks. And that, essentially, is what happened. Three more bodies showed up in the river. It took a while to get organized with all of the federal, state, and local law enforcement agencies involved, but Atlanta police staked out several bridges across the Chattahoochee. Nothing happened for some time, but around two-thirty in the morning on the last scheduled day of the surveillance operation, a police officer staking out the Jackson Parkway Bridge heard a splash in the water after seeing a car drive across the bridge and stop in the middle. The car turned and came back across the bridge, at which time another officer stopped it.

The driver of the car was Wayne Bertram Williams, a black male in his twenties who fit the profile perfectly. When he was arrested, hair and fiber evidence found at his house matched those of twelve of the young victims—the same twelve we had linked behaviorally to a single killer. Wayne Williams is currently serving a life sentence for murder of two of the victims.

When the UNSUB doesn’t communicate with us either directly or indirectly, we have to speculate, based on our research and past experience. But unless or until we find him, we can’t be sure.

The case that almost killed me was the Green River Murders, whose tally has now probably topped sixty. I left that investigation early, not because I wanted to, but because I had no choice. As readers of Mindhunter will recall, I collapsed in my Seattle hotel room in December of 1983 while working on the case. I was a thirty-eight-year-old victim of viral encephalitis, brought on by the tremendous stress of not only that investigation, but the 150-odd other active cases that obsessed me at the same time. I would have died in that hotel room if the two special agents I had brought along, Blaine McIlwain and Ron Walker, hadn’t gotten worried when they didn’t see me and broken down the door to find me. I lingered in a coma for five days, not expected to recover.

But before that, when the bodies of six young women had ended up in or near the Green River, I had done a profile of the killer. Most, if not all, of the early victims had been transients or prostitutes who gravitated to the Seattle-Tacoma corridor. A multi-agency and jurisdictional task force had been formed, and the special agent in charge (or SAC as we say in the Bureau) of the Seattle Field Office came to Quantico with a package of materials on the case. As I had done with many other cases, I went up to the top floor of the library to analyze and think about the cases.

From the evidence presented to me, the UNSUB I visualized in this case was a white male in his twenties. He’d be unemployed or underemployed in some sort of blue-collar job. It was clear that he was an out-doorsman, a hunter, fisherman, or hiker who was familiar with the Green River area and knew where he was unlikely to be found. He could have thrown them off a bridge, but he took the time to carry them down to the water, to locations where it would be more difficult to find them.

Among the many details in the profile and the many factors I used in compiling it, one of the most important was the way he’d disposed of the bodies. That is, they were merely dumped, with no particular staging, no ritualistic binding or bags over the head, and no effort at respect, such as covering the body in a dignified way, as we do see with some serial offenders. What this told me was that the UNSUB had no remorse for what he was doing. In fact, I thought he was trying to humiliate the victims as he must have felt humiliated by other women in the past. He saw himself, I felt, as an avenging angel of sorts, whose duty and privilege it was to punish women for their misdeeds.

Both the Green River Killer and the Atlanta Child Murderer disposed of bodies by putting them in the river, where the water would wash away the evidence. Why, then, do I say that the Green River Killer was out to punish his victims (not specifically by inflicting pain for its own sake as a sexual sadist would, but because he felt they deserved punishment for their sins), while the killer in Atlanta had a homosexual attraction to his? There are a number of reasons, which get to the subtlety of profiling and why the process has never been effectively reproduced by computer. First, while the UNSUB may very well have been following the media coverage, there was no evidence he was playing to it or playing off of it. He sought no recognition, but at the same time, the number of cases and the level of violence of the crimes continued to escalate.

Then there is the actual selection of victims—the victimology. In Atlanta, where the victims were young black boys, we concluded that the UNSUB was a black male, which implied a certain type of relationship that we could build on. In Green River, the victims were mainly prostitutes.
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