	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ROBERT MAUDSLEY, SERIAL KILLER






[image: ]


BARBARA HUTTON

table of contents

ROBERT MAUDSLEY

CONTRACT KILLER

I HATE MONDAYS

KIMBERLY SAENZ

MICHELLE THEER

BETTY LOU WILL KILL YOU

CRYSTAL MAE WAGNER

NIKKI REYNOLDS

“Why can’t I have a budgie instead of the spiders and cockroaches I already have in here?  I promise to look after it and not eat it....”

The coldly uttered words rang out from the haunting shape of a scraggily middle-aged man, who sat behind the steel doors of a solitary confinement unit in the maximum-security wing of Wakefield Prison in the United Kingdom.  This was no ordinary man who had made an error turn in his life.  This was not some usual prisoner who had become unruly during a canteen break and had received some sort of citing offence.

No. This was not that man.  This was someone who had the ability to evoke the deepest dread in every living person outside of that steel door.  He was there because even the prison guards feared him; even the boogey man would hide from such an evil.

Robert John Maudsley had been in there for years with no proper human contact of any kind.  And why should he have?  After all, if he ever managed to physically get hold of you, he would probably be eating out your brains from your lifeless body right now.

Let me introduce you to the many sinister and depraved layers of Robert John Maudsley who is perhaps England’s most notorious and sadistic serial killer to date.

Robert was born on the 26th June 1953 in the mall coastal town of Toxteth situated near Liverpool in the north west of England. It was a typical working-class village that had grown out of the Industrial Revolution in the early 1800s and had filled up quickly with both struggling families and high levels of poverty. Not much has changed in terms of the circumstances of that village for 200 years.

Robert was one of 12 children born to George and Gene Maudsley, but was one of the first four children to be separated from their parents and sent to an orphanage.

It was not just the lack of a decent meal that made Social Services take Robert, Kevin, Paul and sister Brenda from their parents, but rather the tremendous brutality they had endured behind closed doors.  By the time Robert was 6 years old, he and his three siblings were formerly placed into protective services and labelled highly vulnerable and abused children, moving first to Nazareth House, an orphanage run by the Roman Catholic Church.  

However, when Robert Maudsley was only two years older, his parents had gained back parental control and took Robert back to the hell he was to call his home until he was eventually in his mid-teens.  

George and Gene had not lost their desire for punishment and set to work almost immediately with the relentless torture. Beating, raping, strangling, punching and locking him away are just a few of the accusations made against them by the now frail, yet intimately dangerous Robert John Maudsley.  

Robert in later years and, while incarcerated, often spoke of the torment and abuse suffered at the hands of his parents. “All I remember is the beatings,” he recalled and, while talking of his father’s particular and unnatural fascination with him, saying “My father used to lock me in a room and he would only open the door to systematically beat me, using sticks, fishing rods anything he could lay his hands on.  I was terrified constantly, afraid of almost breathing in case this disturbed my parents. I was on constant high alert awaiting their return.” 

One could almost feel sorry for the poor soul and, even Robert Maudsley himself would admit that this cruel sadistic upbringing had left him with deep-routed psychological scars that have taunted and tormented him throughout his life, ultimately giving him the reason for his eventual heinous and murderous intent. 

For Robert in fact, this was enough of an acceptable reason for his behaviour.  But bashing in skulls and eating brains is not what one would call reasonable, by any means.

During the late 1960s and, aged only 16 years old, a young and rebellious Robert had fallen into the dark clutches of drug addiction.  Now living in London, Robert needed to support his ever-growing drug habit, resorting to increasingly desperate steps to support his expensive habit. He eventually found himself making the pivotal and destructive decision sell his body for money.  Embarking on the seedy and dangerous route of male prostitution, Robert soon realized that in order to make thes money he needed, he would have to resort to those sordid and sexual oddities usually desired by much older men.  The desperation for drugs overwhelmed Robert’s own logic and reasoning and he soon became on of society’s bottom of the pile, unmentioned and forgotten human beings, doing whatever he could to survive.  

In this world, there was no paradise to seek for the underprivileged and in this world, Robert would eventually find his murderous vegeance. 

Emotionally unstable and wholly drug dependant, Robert was forced off the street and into psychiatric help for not only his addictions but also for his growing number of suicide attempts. Once admitted, doctors became immediately aware of Robert’s signs of severe mental impairment as he verbally blundered through the psychological visions and voices in his head that instructed him to kill his parents.  Fearing a psychotic episode or even schizophrenia, health specialists attempted to rehabilitate Robert through medication and psychiatric treatment.  Recalling those moments in his life, the now incarcerated Robert, quoted that, “If I had killed my parents in 1970, none of these people need to have died.” But, despite several months of attempted rehabilitation, Robert was back on the streets, along with his voices which remained to haunt the young teenager and remind him of his sick and twisted upbringing.  

The voices would not let go, plagueing and tormenting his every waking day until eventually the demons had ravaged his mind to the point of complete and utter indifference.  Robert felt nothing any more but pure blood-lust; full and complete hatred and, the desire to destroy.

At almost 20 years of age, standing alone in the dark alleys of London  dripping wet and hungering for his fix – any sort of fix, Robert waited to solicit his body for yet another pervert’s own sexual gratification. It was not long before the dazed headlights of a prowling vehicle approached.

Robert walked in the pouring rain toward the now parked car ahead.  He knew that it contained the oh so familiar client inside and as the passenger door swung invitingly open for him, Robert peered inside to see the face of his first victim.

Inside the vehicle, sat a man aged around 30, gesturing and welcoming Robert inside and away from the rain and cold.  As Robert climbed into the seat, the client wasted very little time with pleasantaries, hauling out a series of elicit pictures of young children; showing Robert and braggingly admitting how he had sexually abused and tortured these young souls. Robert stared at the man and his seemingly smug face as he continued to boast of his sick achievements and exploits. This was the all the trigger that Robert needed to let his own demons out and take control.

In a split second Robert had strung a garrote around the man’s neck and pulled as hard as he could with his bare wet hands ever so slowly, painfully, pleasurably strangling the life out of his eyes.  Robert did not cease even then and continued to squeeze his almost-client’s neck despite the man being now completely and utterly dead. He squeezed and squeezed and squeezed until every small bone was crushed and the man’s face had turned midnight blue.

30 year old John Farrell was Robert’s first satisfying victim and during the autopsy of his body, medics named his killer ‘blue’ on discovering just how long Robert had taken to make sure that this monster was truly dead. 

Robert was arrested shortly after and held on remand in prison but given his severe mental instability, he was deemed unfit to stand trial.  This did not stop the courts from sentencing Robert to at least life imprisonment in a mental facility given his extreme violence and medical assessment.  Deeming Robert too dangerous and out of control to ever be released back into public life, the judge ordered Robert to spend the rest of his natural life incarcerated at the very infamous and notorious Broadmoor Psychiatric hospital for the criminally insane. 

Broadmoor was set aside only for the very worst of offenders; depraved humans that one would only find in a nightmare; those who have carried out unspeakable crimes and must be hidden away in the darkest recesses of the most secure places on earth.  The Broadmoor facility hospital provided the highest level of security possible and was a place where the criminally insane could continue with the treatment of their severe mental health affliction and down a daily strong cocktail of tablets to numb their minds and control their behavior. The hospital was supposed to rehabilitate but this was a rarity. 

Subjected to ever-present eyes, prison officers and the constant watching over of mental health specialists, Broadmoor would more effectively be described as a glass lab rat maze of cages with authority at every turn. Broadmoor is in fact located in the beautiful British countryside overflowing with lush forests as far as the eye can see and abundant wildlife.  It is one of the most sought after areas in upper class England but sadly for many locals, the testing of the prison’s old World War II alarms could be heard at times all over the Crowthorne area of Royal County Berkshire. This sirens, emitted once or twice a year, would evoke a feeling of terror among the community; making residents wonder if they were safe.  Three short blasts and all was clear; longer and they would know that a patient had escaped. 

On 29th July 1978 and, just three years into his life sentence at Broadmoor, Maudsley and his then cellmate, David Cheeseman, did the unimaginable. 

What started off as a routine day for 26 year old fellow patient and inmate, David Francis, became the last day of his life when Maudsley and Cheeseman lured him into their cell, inviting him to join them for a casual chat.

Entirely unprovoked, Robert and David began their marathon savage and blood curdling attack on Francis, together slowly and meticulously torturing him over nine successive hourse.  Slowly and sadistically stabbing him with their makeshift knifes over those long hours, Robert’s blood thirst was unrivaled.  Despite the gruelling nine hours of torture, Francis was still barely alive as witnesses would testify to later.  But this did not stop Robert’s demonic drive.  Taking Francis by the head, Robert John Maudsley held the man upright and repeatedly pummeled his brain onto the concrete cell wall to the point that Francis was no longer even recognizable and eventually dead. Francis skull was so crushed and shattered that his brains were left exposed and oozing for all to see.

Not wasting a moment, Robert John Maudsley picked up a plastic spoon for his now growing audience of inmates.  With precision and utter callous, he removed parts of the exposed brain matter, put it to his mouth and began snacking.  His morbid voyeur fan club looked on in thrilled disbelief.  That day, Robert earned his second nickname: Spoon.  But his future nickname would be the one that launched one of the most horrifically detailed crime movies to ever hit our screens; Silence of the Lambs.  Hannibal the Cannibal was about to be born.

For Maudsley, his matter-of-fact actions on that gruesome day, were totally  validated.  You see, David Francis was a convicted child molester; a pedophile; someone that should no longer exist. In his mind’s eye, Francis was on the lowest rung of the food chain; a bottom feeder of no consequence.  As such, and to Maudsley, he had provided a service to everyone by protecting the world from this monster and administering his own twisted frenzied punishment. 

Justice was now served Maudsley-style.

After this shocking culling, it came as no surprise that Maudsley was sent to another more suitable top maximum-security prison in the United Kingdom.  Wakefield Prison has been dubbed the monster mansion given its reputation for housing those category A-level prisoners that the world cannot handle.  The absolute heinous of all; the worst of the worst live here.

Located in the north of England and in the county of West Yorkshire, Wakefield prison is operated by Her Majesty’s Prison Services (HMPS). Despite its exceptional facilities, this new accommodation in West Yorkshire, was not acceptable to Robert John Maudsley.  He had become accustomed to the routine of Broadmoor Hospital Prison and felt his move here was unjustified.  Threatening prison offices, staff and other inmates on a daily basis, it was only a matter of time that his anger would turn to rage and he would tear another life from this earth.

In a matter of only 3 weeks of his arrival, Robert Maudsley resurrected his now uncontrollable urge to kill again.  46 year old Salney Darwood, who was serving a life sentence at the facility for the butal murder of his wife, Blanche, caught Robert’s attention.  On an early Saturday morning in 1978, and again using the guise of friendship, Robert lured Darwood into his now, single cell. 

Using his own self-manufactured garrote, Maudsley began to strangle Salney while repeatedly stabbing him all over his body.  This time Maudsley was in no mood to take his time.  His psychotic rage had blindingly taken over his entire body and, as Salney’s body became limp, he began to swing the lifeless corpse around the room, Smashing Salney’s head agains every conceivable inch of the concrete 4x4 cell. 

The scene was worse than any Hitcock enthusiast could conjur up, with blood, brains and faeces smeared in the cell and in its entirety.  Robert’s cell was now almost painted red by the amount of blood and excrement that had be sprayed by the swinging corpse.

Relaxing slightly, Robert Maudsley survey his room and noticed the untidy mess that his victim had made.  Feeling frustrated with the mess, Maudsley merely  kicked the lifeless body under his own bed, so he didn’t have to look at him anymore.  Salney was terminated. 

After about an hour had passed, Maudsley was again restless, sticking his head out of his cell dor and scanning the passages for another potential victim.  But there were no willing partners in this horror show.  By now, the prison grapevine had been lit up like a nucleur explosion with news of the sadistic attack spreading rapidly.  Prisoners who had witnessed the horrendous attack, sounded the silent alarm among inmates who retracted behind their closed cell doors in panic.

Not one to hang around, Robert Maudsley changed his tactics of waiting and decided to just walk into his next chosen victim’s cell unannounced and without invitation. William Roberts aged 55, convicted of sexual assult on a 7 year old girl, was a short walk away and none the wiser to what had just happened a few doors down.  William had received a distasteful light sentence for his crime; a mere few years for his shocking crime.  And Maudsley knew it.  Little did William Robert’s know that he was just about to receive justice in pure and absolute Maudsley style.

Robert entered William Roberts’ cell cornering him like a wolf to sheep. His eyes were an evil frenzy as he glared down his next victim.  There was nothing that William could do; nothing that anyone could do to save him.  Robert leapt like a ravenous lion on his prey, using his trusty and already bloodied makeshift knife as before.  And, just like a possessed demon, Robert began his fevered stabbing with brutal and inhumane speed.  He stabbed and slashed William Roberts to death in only a matter of minutes, enjoying his work fully. He again finished with his now charteristic style of smashing his victim’s skull against the walls. 

Still fuelled with burning hatred, Robert began to hack at William’s now open and ruptured skull, evoking even further his continued and utter hatred and distain for the man. Leaving the splattered mess in front of him, Maudsley felt the calm return eventually to his arms and mind.

He could now relax after his hard day’s work and return to his comfortable ways and normal demeanour.  Acting quite nonchalent in the activities he had partook of in this day, Robert John Maudsley proceeded to calmly walk into the prison officer’s room on his wing.  Laying down his bloodied weapon purposefully and slowly, Robert Maudsley proceeded to advise the terrified officers that there would be two men short on their next roll call for that day.  

Maudsley returned to his own cell as if nothing had happened. 

Maudsley was convicted of all three murders, but he knew in his own mind that, with no possibility of a death sentence ever befalling him and, already serving a  full life sentence, there was very little more that the system could do to him.

Following the extra murder charges aginst him, Maudsley was sent into soliary confinement for the safety of other inmates and even prison guards who had come to fear him.  Deemed too dangerous and uncontrollable to socialise, Robert John Maudsley was not permitted under any circumstances to be in contact wwith any prisoners or prison guards ever again. The truth was that even the most depraved and barbaric of prisoners were terrified of him.

Confinement to his silent cell for a full 23 hours each and every single day, Robert John Maudsley was only given a one hour break a day for a little exercise and sunlight. Each time he was taken out of his cell, he was escourted by six prison officers at all times for everybody’s safety, but also for his own protection as he had often threatened to kill himself.  He would shout at the prison guards to give him a cyanide pill to end his misery instead of making him go slowly mad in this cruel way. 

Neighbouring Robert in solitary at the same time was the infamous Charles ‘Bronson’, who was quite a formidable character in his own right.  Charles Arthur Salvador was orignally sentenced in 1974 to just seven years in jail, for armed robbery but became notorious for his attacks on both prison officers and prisoners, using his fists as his preferred weapon of choice.  

As the two solitary confinement neighbours became aware of each other, both began to insult the other through the solid blocked doors of their cold cells.  Initially the threats may have arisen out of sheer boredom but, before long it had quickly progressed to legitimate and detailed threats with Maudsley confirming the manner in which he would gladly kill his opponet; slowly and savouring every moment.  No doubt, if Maudsley had been given just one second, he would have taken his threats to full and utter fruition.

But, as his life dragged on in the emptiness of solitary confinement, his mind too became an empty longing.  Maudsley, during his more lucid moments in confinement uttered, “I am left to stagnate, vegetate and regress, left to confront my solitary head on people who have eyes but don’t speak
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