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Chapter 1 - Introduction

Deep in my mind, I heard someone screaming at what sounded like the top of his lungs.  He was crying out in deep pain as he yelled out, “You bitch, you got what you deserved.  I hate your fucking guts.”

The guard walked by my cell as I woke and said, “Hey Cody, wake up. You’re having that crazy dream again.”  My shirt was soaking wet from sweat, and my throat hurt from the deep thrusting from the strain of my voice.  At first, I couldn’t tell if I had one of those horrible nightmares or if my present state of mind had left me once again for a short time.  I had gone back to that cold, fateful night when I deliberately and brutally took their last breaths.  

Since that night, I have often had difficulty separating truth from fiction, but my mind doesn’t.  It has somehow found a way to separate the two from each other and justify my horrible actions.  

The angry part of my brain delighted with my violent and destructive behavior and consistently tried to control me.  Somehow, it helped me to cope with what I had done.  It kept telling me, “You know you did the right thing, and if you had to do it all over again, you’d do it the same way.”  That part of my brain felt justified in my every action. I got a lot of satisfaction with what it was saying to me.  When it was in control, I didn’t have to face or acknowledge the sad and lonely side of how the other part of my brain felt.  The other part of my brain felt destroyed and deeply saddened that I had killed someone I loved and cherished.

Smiling, I knew that it would be easy for that part of me to kill again.  I felt like it would be just like killing those cats when I was young.  After the first one, the rest of them were easy to kill.  Sitting there alone, I knew it was a good thing that I was locked up in prison.

The compassionate side of my brain did feel sad that I would never see my family again outside of prison.  Still, the practical side of me knew that none of my family ever wanted to see me after the way I had gruesomely tortured the one I loved.  The tough side of me knew I didn’t want to have to explain my actions to anyone.  Nobody would ever understand what I did anyway.  I’m the only one that understood my actions.

While sitting there on the edge of my bunk and thinking back, I could feel the violent part of my brain taking over again as I thought about that night.  That part of my brain smothers anything that wasn’t dark and angry.  I kept hearing deep inside, “Don’t fight it. You know they deserved what they got.” Caving into the angry side of my brain, I decided to do whatever it wanted from me.   Sitting alone in the dark, I said under my breath and gritted my teeth, “Don’t worry, Cody, you already have.”
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FROM the DARKNESS of my MIND Poem

Deep in my mind, the lightning will strike

I ramble and rage to find what I like

Quivers of time bounce around until they meet

I stumble and fall and leap to my feet

The blood of my love drains from my heart

Withers of pain like a work of art

Love once flowed from my body and soul

But broken halves don’t make a whole

I’ll forever seek and hope someday, I’ll find

That love isn’t just a state of mind

Overcome by trivialities, my brain manifests

I’ll find out when I’m laid to rest
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Chapter 2 - Growing Up

My early years are still sketchy as I get bits and pieces back to my memory. The past is like parts of an old movie that bounce around in and out of your head.  

I was the oldest of three boys.   My brothers were four and six years younger than me, and I didn’t hang out with them as we got older or have a very close relationship with them because of the age difference. 

My parents didn’t get along very well during my early years, and for most of my childhood, I listened to them arguing and fighting over something I thought was stupid.   I didn’t like being with them from a very early age because of all the ridiculous fighting.  My mom always seemed angry with my dad about something, except for the short moments when she allowed him to hug and kiss her when they were alone.  She would get physically violent toward him when she wanted her way.  At one point in our lives, I can vividly remember my mom going after my dad with a butcher knife and stabbing him a few times.  It was so bad that he was hospitalized for three days after getting stitches and almost dying.  

Foolishly, it didn’t stop my dad from returning to her when he was out of the hospital.  I never understood why he let her treat him that way.  Maybe her violent behavior was one of the things they fought about, but I always felt she wasn’t happy being a wife and a mother. She wanted to be free to do whatever she wanted.

My mom sometimes became abusive toward my brothers and me during those early years.  Her favorite punishment for us when she got upset with us was making us go out to the nearest tree, cut off one of the skinny branches, and bring it to her.  She would use it to whip us instead of a belt.  She would make us get another one if it weren’t slim and flexible enough.  She liked the thinner ones more than a pencil and the “whippy” ones at the ends. They were the ones that hurt the most.  Sometimes, I would bring her one round and thick, hoping she would use it on me instead of the skinny one.  Other times, I would quickly run into my bedroom and put on extra pants and shirts to protect my body.  Sometimes, I would grab a book and put it in my pants for additional protection.  Nothing worked because she beat me longer and harder once she knew what I did.  

She would grab us by one arm and hold us in a death grip away from her body.  Once she had a good hold on us, she would start hitting us across the legs.  I would immediately start screaming in pain because it hurt so badly.  I would start bouncing up and down as soon as she hit me.  Unfortunately, that just seemed to make her more frustrated and angrier with me.  She would then hit me in the back and arms or wherever the skinny switch could reach.  Unfortunately, sometimes, it was across the face.  Those tiny switches always left big, hurtful welts wherever they touched my body.

One day, when I was about seven years old, my cousins and I jumped on my bedroom bed.  She stormed into my room, yelling at us a few times to stop.  When we didn’t stop, she returned to the room in a rage.  She had one of those skinny switches in her hand.  She must’ve decided she would make an example of me when she grabbed me and started beating me.  She was like a crazy person as she grabbed me by the arm and started whipping me right in front of my cousins.  She hit me so bad that welts popped up immediately, and blood started oozing out of my body from where the little switch marks met my skin.  

It hurt terribly, but I was more embarrassed and angrier that she would do something like that to me right in front of my cousins. 

After the beating, I ran crying and hid in my coat closet.  I remember crying for hours and repeatedly saying I hated my mom’s guts.  I was so hurt, both physically and emotionally, over the beating that I wouldn’t come out of the closet for two full days and nights except to go to the bathroom and get a drink of water.  

For those two days, I curled up in the corner of the closet and cried myself to sleep most of the time.  My mom came in several times to check on me and tried apologizing,  but I refused to acknowledge her.  I felt like she knew she was guilty of beating me too severely and only wanted to comfort herself for what she had done to me.

One day, when I was about twelve years old, she decided to beat me with the switch for something she felt I did wrong.  Before the beating, I stopped her and told her that if she hit me, she might as well kill me this time.  I told her that if she didn’t kill me, it would be the last time she beat me with a switch again.  I told her I wouldn’t ever stand there and take her wrath.  She realized my seriousness because she decided not to whip me that day.  That was the last time she threatened to use a switch or raise her hand to beat me.  From that point on, she never took her anger out on me.

I didn’t know it then, but I figured later in life that she was taking out her anger toward my dad or the fact that she hated her life out on me.  It didn’t change my feelings about the previous beatings, even after I understood why she did it.  I still felt resentment about those beatings for the rest of my life.

I remember most of the many places we lived and how lonely I felt as a young kid.  It seemed like my parents were never happy being in the same place for very long, but I think that was just because they weren’t pleased with each other and their lives together.  I always tried to stay with one of my cousins or grandparents during those days. I wanted to stay away from my parents and their fighting as much as I could.  

My dad worked at many migrant jobs because he never had any trade, training, or permanent employment.  We were always like gypsies, moving from place to place.

I loved Oklahoma more than any place I’d ever lived, and I called it my home.  We went back and forth from Oklahoma to California during my early years because my mom’s parents and other family members lived in small towns in California's central valley.  I loved visiting my grandparents during my early life because I had a lot to eat, and it was peaceful.  Every time we saw them, Grandpa would go back and kill a couple of chickens, and we’d have fried chicken, mashed potatoes and corn, or some other vegetable.  It was great because my grandma was a good cook and always made a good feast for us.  I loved her meals. 

My dad came from a small family with only a brother and a sister, and they lived in Oklahoma.  My dad was a good-looking, clean-cut guy about six feet tall, slender, with dark hair.  He always wore cowboy boots, Levi’s, a long-sleeved shirt, and a cowboy hat.  Even though we didn’t have much money, he always dressed nicely and carried himself well.  

My mom was from a small town in Oklahoma, and she had several brothers and sisters.  She was a pretty brunette with a bubbly personality.  I felt as though she was always too willing to talk to strangers. Sometimes, she embarrassed me with all her stupid little quirks and the silly things she would say.  She was 5’ 4” and had a cute, thin figure.  Most guys found her beautiful; wherever we went, guys stopped her and flirted.  It didn’t matter if she had three boys tagging along after her.  It always made me angry that some dumb ass she didn’t know would stop her and try to talk and flirt with her.  She was always willing to talk to them because she loved the attention.  Standing and listening to the stupid pick-up lines they used on her was boring.  I would roll my eyes as I heard the dummies. When she would turn to walk away, the guys would always stare at her butt.  It always made me angry, so I would quickly turn around and spread my legs apart like I was in a gunslinger shootout and then flip them the bird with both hands.  Then I would laugh at them because I knew they wouldn’t do anything to me.  They liked my mom, and she was my protection.  I loved doing that to those big, dumb idiots.  It always made mom mad that I would flip them off, but it never stopped me.

She tried to teach me right from wrong but wasn’t consistent because of her issues and demons.  She also wanted to teach me about God by reading the Bible.  I believed there was a God when I was young, but I don’t know if I thought there was as I got older.  I guess you could say I was more of an Agnostic than anything.  I believed in a higher power but wasn’t sure it was God.  However, I didn’t do a lot of cursing because it wasn’t something I felt I needed to do to make myself look essential or act like a big shot.  I cursed only when I got angry about something or with someone.  Even though I didn’t necessarily believe or not believe in God, I tried not to take His name in vain, just in case He did exist.  I didn’t want to make Him angry and bring His wrath down on me.

As I got a little older, I remember a lot of separations between my parents.  The fighting and splitting up with each other got progressively worse.  I would hear them fighting about my dad being with some woman or my mom being with some guy.  Unfortunately, that got to the point where it seemed to be their biggest issue.  I thought it was ridiculous to fight over something so stupid because being apart caused them to cheat on each other in the first place. 

My mom got hooked up with several guys she went out with on dates during their last separation.  When my dad found out about them, that was the “last straw” for him.  He must’ve finally just said, that’s it, “I’ve had enough of her,” and left.  I loved my dad but couldn’t get very attached to him because I never knew when he would take off and I would never see him again.  

Finally, all my fears came true, and one day, it happened right after my mom’s last episode with the two guys.  He just left us and never came back.  I was around thirteen years old when they finally got a divorce.  That’s when my entire world turned upside down.  I had to grow up fast and felt lost and numb during those next few years.  I had to be the man of the house since my dad wasn’t around anymore. 

***
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​

[image: image]


Chapter 3 - My first kill

After their divorce, mom moved my brothers and me back to Oklahoma, south of Oklahoma City.  I don’t remember the town's name; it was near the South Canadian River in a rural area.  Although I loved my mom, I resented her for the beatings and for not staying with my dad.  

Right after we moved there, my mom started going to the local bars at night.  Sometimes, she even drove to the larger nearby cities.  During that time, she always left me to watch my brothers while she had fun.  Sometimes, she would even go into Oklahoma City, and we wouldn’t see her until the next day or sometimes two.

One night, when I was only fourteen, she went to one of the bars and left me to watch my brothers as she often did.  When she finally got home that night, it was around 2:00 in the morning, and she had a drunk guy with her.  She said he had given her a ride home.  I could tell they were both drunk when they walked through the door.  She was laughing and holding her shoes in her left hand and her right arm around the guy.  She was acting stupid, and he was trying to suck on her neck.  

As far as I was concerned, he was just another one of those big, sloppy drunk guys she’d met at the bar.  She told me he was a traveling salesman from out of state who was spending the night with her.  I was very disappointed with her, but this wasn’t the first guy she had brought home from the bars.  It didn’t matter what she did, but I was angry that she got them home.  

I met them both at the front door and told them to keep it down that my brothers were sleeping.  I also didn’t want them to wake up and see what was happening between them.  I got in my mom’s face and asked her what she was doing with this idiot.  When I did that, the guy immediately pushed me out of the way and said, “This doesn’t concern you, boy.  It’s none of your business.”  I could feel my face flush as the anger and rage quickly went all over my body.  I didn’t do anything then, but I told myself he had just done the wrong thing.  I went back to my room, and while lying clothed on the bed, I started to formulate a plan on what I would do to this big dumb ass.  Since my dad wasn’t around anymore, I figured I would take care of this big, pushy loudmouth myself. 

I could hear them laughing and having sex as the bed banged against the wall in her bedroom.  I remember putting my pillow over my head so I didn’t have to listen to them.  It didn’t help because I could still hear what was happening in her bedroom.  I hated that helpless feeling I was having as I lay there.  It seemed like it lasted for hours when, in truth, it was only a short time.  I wasn’t happy about my entire encounter with this guy. 

I stayed awake until they both fell asleep, and it was in the early morning hours.  By then, I had a plan and began to put my thoughts into action.  It was about 5:00. I was still dark outside as I quietly crept into my mom’s bedroom.  I didn’t want to wake her, or she would’ve ruined my entire plan for him.  

I went over to the drunken slob, nudged him gently, and whispered into his ear.  I told him my mom had come into my room while he was sleeping and told me she wanted him to take me to the store.  I told him she would make him breakfast when they woke up.  I whispered that she wanted it to be a surprise, so make sure he didn’t wake her.  He grumbled around for a few minutes and, at first, was very reluctant to get out of bed.  My mom woke up briefly while putting on his pants and asked him what he was doing.  I ducked down so she wouldn’t see me.  He told her he would return to the bathroom as she fell asleep.  

I believe he was still drunk and wasn’t thinking clearly as he slowly followed my instructions.  I found out a long time before when I wanted something from someone. I could be very convincing.

I told him to hold on a second as he got to the front door. I needed to get something, and I’d be right back.  As he waited, I went into my bedroom, got a loaded .38 pistol I had stolen a few years earlier, and stuck it in my belt.  Before I went into my mom’s bedroom to wake him, I grabbed a small hammer and a chisel from the toolbox in the garage and stuck them in my belt.

While driving to the store, I knew nothing was open except a little all-night quick-stop store near the middle of our small town.  I told the big dummy to head in the opposite direction of the store.  When we were away from the housing tracks and had come to a stop sign, I looked around to ensure there wasn’t anybody around.  I quickly reached over and threw the gear shift in the park.  I then took out the .38 pistol and stuck it between his legs.  I didn’t hesitate as I shot him at point-blank range, right in his crotch.  He immediately slumped over in pain and started screaming.  I told him to shut up, or I would reshoot him, but the next one would be in the head.  

I put the pistol to his head and told him to drive toward the woods.  I told him where to go as we drove deep into the woods near the river.

When we got to where I wanted him, I had him stop.  I told him to reach down with both hands and pull his shirt over his head.  He was reluctant but still wrenching in pain, so he quickly did what I told him to do.  He was begging me the entire time to take him to the hospital.  After he pulled his shirt up over his head, I quickly took my shirt off and wrapped it around the gun.  I didn’t want any more blood splatter than I already had in the car, and I tried to muffle the sound of the gun.  In a natural, calm, quiet voice, I said, “You shouldn’t have pushed me around, you stupid asshole.  Whose business do you think it is now?”  I put the gun to his head and pulled the trigger.  The blood and brain parts spattered on the driver’s side window as he slumped toward the stirring wheel.  

I quickly got out of the car and went to his side.  I pushed him to the passenger side and jumped in the driver’s spot.  I drove his car further into a swampy area where I knew some deep quicksand near the river. 

A few months earlier, I found this spot after killing the neighbor’s dog because it wouldn’t stop barking.  It was beside the window where I slept, constantly barking all night.  I had asked the neighbors several times to do something about the barking.  I told them it kept me awake all night, and I needed to do something to stop it.  They just ignored my request and refused to do anything about it.  When they were sleeping, I killed it and took it to the river, where I dumped it in the quicksand.  Now, that quicksand was coming in handy once again.

I dragged his body out of the car and over to the quicksand.  I rolled him into it with all the evidence from his vehicle.  I wiped off his blood from the window with my shirt, ripped out the part of the car's front seat where his blood had accumulated, and dumped it in the quicksand.  I waited a few minutes to ensure everything had sunk and was out of sight.  I chiseled the ID numbers off his car and then got back in, ran it into a big fat tree a few times in the front, and backed into it several times.  I then knocked out all the windows with the hammer.  I wanted it to look like a wrecked car. My heart was racing from all the excitement as I went about my plan.  It was like I was someone else the entire time, but I was on a mission, and everything was falling into place.

I knew about an old wrecking yard not far away with many old beat-up cars, and it wasn’t fenced in.  That’s where I planned to drop his car off.  I drove the car in that direction, and when I got to within the last half mile, I cut all four tires, so it was just riding on bad tires and rims when I finally parked it.  It was in bad shape, and I believed the junkyard owners might have thought one of their friends or someone they did business with had just left the beat-up car there for them.

I put the gun in one hand and the hammer and chisel in the other as I ran back to my house.  I ensured no one saw me as I walked along the abandoned roads.  When a car would come by, I ducked out of sight.  I was hyped up and very happy as I yelled and talked to myself as I returned home.  I was huffing and puffing by the time I got there.  It was just in time because it was starting to get daylight.  

Later that morning, my mom woke up and wanted to know what had happened to the guy she had been with the night before.  I said, “All I know is he got up early in the morning and didn’t say a word to anyone as he crept out.”  My mom just shrugged her shoulders and said, “Oh well! You win a few and lose a few.”  She said that as she walked back into her room and closed the door.  

Mom had ridden back from the bar with the guy.  She had to get a ride from one of her friends back to where she had left her car.

While she was gone, I took a sledgehammer to the gun I had used to kill the guy and broke it up.  I then took a hack saw and cut the barrel into three parts.  Over the next few days, I dropped the gun pieces in the trash cans all over town.

That was my first experience killing someone, and I didn’t think it was that big deal.  It didn’t seem much different than killing a cat or a dog.  I remember being very pleased with myself because I never got caught for killing him. 

My mom bar-hopped around the different towns for a few more years until she finally hooked up with some guy willing to put up with her and take care of my brothers.  He also had a little money and was ready to spend it on her.  He wasn’t a bad guy to be around, and he kept my mom out of my hair, so I decided I wouldn’t kill him.  Even though, deep down inside, I still wanted my dad back.  Somehow, I felt like this guy was just an obstacle that stood in the way. I also realized it would've been someone else if it weren’t for him.  I found ways to get out of the house as often as possible to keep from killing him.

A few years after my mom hooked up with him, I discovered that my dad had remarried a Paris, Texas, woman.  I had just turned sixteen and gotten my driver’s license.  I found out where they lived and took a road trip to talk to him.  

When I arrived at his house, his wife met me at the front door, and when I introduced myself, she said, “Your dad doesn’t want to see you.”  I couldn’t believe my ears, and I was in shock.  I was so dumbfounded I didn’t know what to say or do.  I remember being devastated that I had traveled all that way, and she wouldn’t, at least, let me talk to him.  I was also angry that he didn’t even have the guts to come to the door and tell me himself.  

I made the trip and tried a couple more times again, and it was always the same answer from her.  I didn’t believe what she said, but my dad never contacted us after marrying her.  

I never saw my dad alive again, and even after he died, his wife wouldn’t tell me the location of his grave.  I had a hard time with that type of behavior.  I couldn’t understand someone being so cruel and heartless to do something like that.  During those trips to their house, I hated that woman and decided to kill her someday when I got a chance.

After my last trip to her house, I spent some time and studied the house and the town.  I came up with a plan for how I was going to kill her.  I waited about a month after I got home.  I stole enough money to get a round-trip bus ticket and food to her home in Paris, Texas.  I decided I wouldn’t drive my car if someone saw me and could identify me as her killer.  

I had already stolen another pistol and some bullets from a friend of mine’s father.  One day, when I was at my friend’s house, the gun and ammo were lying on the kitchen table, and I stole them on the way out the door.  His dad always told my friend that he believed I had taken it, but I always denied it when he asked me about it.

On the day I decided to journey to see my dad’s wife, I stuck the pistol in my pants and wore my black hooded sweatshirt over my head with dark sunglasses.  Before I left, I told my mom I would be gone for a few days to not worry about me.  She asked me where I was going, and I just said I was going deer hunting with a few friends and would return in a few days.

I went to the bus depot and purchased the round-trip ticket under a fake name.  The entire time I was on the bus to Texas, I just sat in the back corner and pretended to be asleep.  I didn’t want to talk to anyone or bring any attention to myself with what I had planned.  All I could think about the entire way to her house was how angry I was that she wouldn’t let me talk to my dad before he died.  My hatred for her overwhelmed me the closer I got to her home.  I had to whisper to myself to calm down, or I would ruin my plan. I kept running through my list repeatedly on exactly how I would kill her.

When I arrived in the middle of the afternoon, I thought it was perfect timing.  I grabbed a hamburger and a coke at a local hamburger stand and then waited at a nearby park until it got dark.  

I started walking toward her house once I felt it was dark enough.  When I got there, the lights were on in her living room.  It didn’t look like anyone was visiting her because no cars were in the driveway.  Studying her house for a while, I figured she must be alone.  

I walked by her house a few blocks, then turned around and headed back.  I checked the neighborhood to ensure no one was watching me as I slowly crept to her porch and looked in the windows.  As I suspected, she was sitting on her couch watching television.  

When I
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