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“Anyone who sees me, must die!”

~ David Henry Coleman ~






1

The rain continued to pound the top of Mary Tompkins’ car as she talked to her husband on the phone. She needed to finish this business dinner, and after that, she would be done for the week and get to spend time at home, while enjoying a long three-day weekend. 
Lightning flashed across the sky as she finished her call. Mary took a quick look at the dreary weather as a loud clap of thunder followed and vibrated in her chest. She grabbed her umbrella, opened the door, and a strong gust of wind slapped her face. As she closed the door and set the alarm remote, she heard the sound of rattling chains behind her. Before she could turn around, she felt a sharp, hot pain in her back. Her head shot back as her back was split apart. A gust of rain and wind blew the umbrella from her shaking hand. It happened so fast she couldn’t scream, and her eyes closed as she died instantly, while still standing. 
The killer held Mary’s body upright with his razor-sharp sickle still lodged in her back. He wrapped the heavy chain around her head and neck and pulled the sickle from her back. Her body slumped and the slack in the heavy chain tightened around her neck as she fell. He dragged her to a dark corner of the parking lot next to a vacant lot, and then down a ditch that disappeared into a small creek. Mary’s blood stained the path the killer had taken, but it was quickly washed away by the heavy rain. 
It was a perfect night to commit a murder—dark, rainy, and very few people out. Mary Tompkins was the eighth victim of serial killer, David Henry Coleman, also known as The Mangler. His well-planned and violently executed murders took place in different cities and states, leaving authorities with the difficult task of tracking him. Coleman was a violent serial killer, much more aggressive than most. The FBI described his murders as angry outbursts, but Coleman was never sloppy, and he always left a calling card, making him the most feared serial killer in years. When Coeman killed his victims, he took the bodies to a place where they would easily be found. His calling card was the sickle. In each murder, the victim’s face was sliced and cut, beaten, and mangled beyond recognition. The sickle would be lodged in the chest, his trademark. It was determined that some of the victims were alive when he sliced their faces. Authorities had their murder weapon, but it never gave them any leads. The Mangler toyed with them and knew exactly what he was doing. 
The Mangler’s murderous run had gone on for four years. He averaged two killings a year, with his path taking him from the east coast to the Midwest and down south. Mary Tompkins lived in Florida. There was no way to tell when and where he would strike next, and this made it hard to pin him down. 
Police got their first break in August of 2002 when they received a call from a resident in Liberty County, Texas. The resident told police a suspicious man had been walking up and down their road late at night. This was a farming community and strangers rarely walked that stretch of road. They sent out a patrol car with the officer treating it as a routine call, but everyone had the serial killer in the back of their minds, especially law enforcement. The police officer didn’t find the man or find anything out of the ordinary. A call went out to surrounding counties to be on alert, knowing the serial killer was still out there somewhere.
Coleman chose his victims at random but planned their murders in a very precise way. There was no connection between the victims, no similarities. Half were men and half were women. They ranged from married couples with kids, to single without kids. Those facts, combined with him constantly changing places, left everything unpredictable and everyone on edge. They all waited for him to make an unlikely mistake. The break the police got began with the resident spotting the stranger dressed in black, walking the country road. Without making the communities anxious, law enforcement moved to a higher alert level behind the scenes.
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Smoke rose from the tip of Jake’s cigar as he sat on his porch and glanced over at the front of the hospital, noticing nothing unusual. Every time he fired up a cigar, he thought of his late wife and how she detested him smoking and the awful smell it brought. He didn’t smoke too often when she was alive, trying to respect her wishes and her genuine concern for his health. As he sat and thought of everything, he looked at his watch—10:25—not realizing it was that late. He needed to take one last walk for the night and check on the chain and lock he had put on the hospital door. 
Carrying his flashlight, Jake made his way through the fence and into the plaza at the back of the hospital. Lightning lit up the sky to the west, the rain wouldn’t be long now. He carefully walked the path leading up to the door and was pleased to see the lock and chain were still in place. Jake turned and began to walk towards the fence when he thought he heard the sound of music. He stopped to listen closer and discovered the sound was coming from a broken window above. 
Jake walked around the corner and the music grew louder—nothing that could be heard by anyone driving on the main road, but loud enough from where he stood. His emotions went from satisfied, to anger and fear.
How in the hell did they get in? He knew what was at stake, and he knew these kids had no idea of the danger they were in. He needed to take action, now. 
Brandon made it to the hospital and parked his bike next to a tree. He reached for his flashlight and realized he had forgotten it. 
Too late now, he thought. 
At a brisk pace, he got to the door the boys had shown him earlier, but to his shock, it was chained shut. He did the customary, grab-and-pull, but it wasn’t budging. Lost on what to do, he contemplated going back home, when he caught a flash of light out of the corner of his eye. At first, he was cautious, thinking it might be the police, but his curiosity got the best of him and he quietly walked in that direction.
Brandon walked towards the light and stopped in the shadows at the steps leading down to the lower level, but without a flashlight, there was no way he was going to go down there. His curiosity and the sound of the music kept him from leaving, knowing his friends were in there somewhere. 
Suddenly a light flashed from behind!
“What are you doing around here this late at night?” The voice scared Brandon, and he turned quickly to see who it was. 
Jake.
“I told you boys, to stay away from here. It’s too dangerous to be in there,” Jake said.
Brandon trembled with Jake looming over him and his light shining in his eyes. He wanted to turn and run and go back home. “I’m sorry, sir. I was just looking for my friends,” Brandon said, as tears welled in his eyes.
“Look, son, you best go home now. I’ll find your friends and get them home too. I didn’t mean to scare you, but I had to see if you knew the way into the building.”
“The only way I know is the way we went in before, but it’s locked,” said Brandon. 
“I know it’s locked, I’m the one who did it. Now it sounds like they found another way in.” Jake pointed his light to the steps leading down. “You go home. I’ll get them out of there before it’s too late.” 
Brandon was scared, he nodded and turned, then walked away towards his bike. Jake shined the light along the path to help him find his way back. He continued walking until he was out of the old man’s sight, then crouched down and walked back to follow Jake, making sure he stayed close to his light. Although he was afraid, he knew he had to see what was up there, and prove to his friends that he wasn’t a coward. 
Everyone invited to the party had made it in, and now it was time for Russell and Jesse to put their pranks in motion. A total of twelve kids were enjoying the music, food, and drinks. The candles cast an eerie glow up and down the hall and circled the main party area just outside the room where the Mangler died. Russell and Jesse had to slip out one at a time to dawn their props for the big scare. They had planned on waiting until midnight, but they didn’t know how long the party would last, or if the police would crash it, so they decided now was the time. Russell had placed a good length of chain and a sickle in Coleman’s old ICU room. He planned to sneak in there and jump out at the party at just the right time. Jesse was to sneak away down the long hall and get his hidden sickle and chain, along with a mask and walk towards the party group to get their attention just before Russell jumped out at them from behind. 
Down below, Doug and Kyle made their way to the third floor without any problems. Their excitement grew as they heard the music just one floor up. They would finally get to see the famous fourth floor and hang out with the older high school kids. Their blind excitement had blocked out their fear of what might be lurking above. The door leading to the third-floor hall was half-open on their left. Doug shined his light into the darkness. 
“We better get up to the next floor,” said Kyle.
“We will. Don’t you want to look around a little bit? We’ve never been up this far before,” Doug said. He pushed the door open to get a better look. “Besides, the party is just getting started,” he said, looking back at Kyle. He walked into the pitch-black, third-floor hallway. Kyle looked around with no choice but to follow.
Russell and Jesse slipped away from the party and got in position to scare the others. The sickle and chain were just where Jesse had left them. Russell went straight to where he had left his props. He anxiously looked around the room, they were gone, leaving him puzzled. Someone at the party must have found them, but it was too late now. They had to go on without them, and he hoped that Jesse’s chain and sickle were still there. He sent a text to Jesse to start their plan. 
Jesse put on the mask and the bloody butcher’s apron and grabbed his sickle and chain. He was a good way down the hall and started his walk towards the unsuspecting partygoers. No one noticed him at first, but halfway down the hall, a girl saw something moving slowly towards them in and out of the shadows. 
The lights and candles gave off an eerie glow through Jesse’s mask as he methodically walked towards the group. The girl who spotted him froze at first, then turned to the others. 
“Look! Who is that?” 
Everyone turned and looked in silence at the slow-moving figure as the sound of the dragging chain clanged on the floor. The sickle came into clearer view, raised high, as he approached the outer circle of the lights.
“Oh, my God!” one girl screamed. The entire group backed up slowly, and as they did, they moved directly in front of Russell’s hiding place. He waited patiently, ready to jump out at them from behind. 
“Who are you? What do you want?” Craig said as he stood out in front of the scared group. “Is this some kind of joke?” he demanded. 
“Let’s get out of here!” another girl shouted. 
Just as the screams and shrieks became louder, Russell made his surprise entrance, jumping out from behind with a scream made for Hollywood, just as Jesse ran towards them at full speed with his sickle and chain. Russell’s sudden leap left the group no choice but to run in the darkness down the opposite end of the hall. Craig took one last look, before realizing it was only Russell. 
“Son of a bitch!” he yelled. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 
Russell and Jesse began to laugh as Jesse took off his mask. Furious, Craig walked up to Jesse and pushed him in the chest, knocking him back a couple of feet. 
“What the hell?” he said again, his eyes on fire.
“It’s just a joke, man, just a joke,” Russell said, “Lighten up.”
The rest of the party saw the scuffle and slowly made their way back up the dark hall. Some laughed, while others were just as upset as Craig. 
Once everyone was back, Russell apologized, despite a couple of people clapping in appreciation of the joke.
“Sorry, everyone, we didn’t mean to scare you. Well, maybe we did, but we didn’t want to ruin the party, only to have fun.”
Craig and a couple of others were still angry but stayed and listened. 
“He’s right,” Jesse said, as he stepped forward. “We just wanted to have some fun and figured that we were all here in honor of the Mangler. That’s why we did it.”
The group slowly let go of their anger as they listened. 
“Really, it was just in fun,” said Russell.
Victor, a linebacker on the football team and a friend of Jesse, walked up to him, grabbed the chain from his hand, and raised it. “I’ll let you slide, this time, but if you pull some shit like that again, I’ll strangle you with this chain myself,” he said. He raised the chain to Jesse’s neck and looked him in the eye. “Just a joke, right?”
The group remained silent, the tension rising. Victor and Jesse smiled, and the tension was broken. 
No matter how mad some of them were, the party would still go on. Relieved, Russell patted the linebacker on the shoulder. Victor placed the chain around his own neck and walked away. 
Russell looked at Jesse. “That was great, but I didn’t think they would be so mad.”
“Where is your chain?” Jesse asked him.
“I don’t know. I thought you grabbed them, or someone at the party found them, but they weren’t where I left them.”
“Let’s go look,” Jesse said.
The party continued as if nothing happened. All was forgiven and relieved it was just a joke. This gave them the worse thing of all...a false sense of security.
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