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BACKGROUND

David Berkowitz—who would grow up to become the infamous serial killer “Son of Sam,” prowling the streets of New York City, armed with a .44 caliber Bulldog revolver and shooting people at random, mostly young women—was born to two people who were married. But not to each other. They gave the bastard child up for adoption to Nat and Pearl Berkowitz, who raised David in the Coop City complex of apartments in the Bronx.

The exact reasons for his development into a serial killer are not known, but by the age of twenty-two he was, as one cop put it later, “three quarts low.” He thought bloodthirsty demons were controlling him, one in particular named “Sam,” who was embodied in a neighbor's black Lab dog. (Which, ironically, is one of the most gentle dog breeds there is.) Berkowitz started thinking of himself as a “Son of Sam,” the sort of son-of-a-bitch who would follow Sam's orders exactly, and those orders were to send people into the next life.

Following are selections from official court documents or notes and letters he wrote after his conviction.
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David Berkowitz

PERSONAL WRITINGS

At one point Berkowitz cruised Southampton, Long Island, looking for victims. But he said the demons in him didn't want him to murder that night so they started a storm to stop him. They had enough force to call these clouds to stop me…. They always selected the people I'd shoot. It wasn't up to me.

I am the demon from the bottomless pit here on earth to create havoc and terror. I am War, I am death and I am destruction.

I am tormented

I cry in my cell

I miss my daddy

I am very uptight

I hear demons

I see demons

I need to talk to someone.

I cannot be left alone

I will have a breakdown

I cannot be understood

I am truthful

I am doomed

I have made myself a promise not to remain locked up behind bars forever. I have debut [sic] to pay to society and one day I will be free to repay it.


I must repay society and now that I am a Christian I will work to help other people find true freedom and eternal life.

In this hospital I found Jesus Christ and it is Him who I am obligated to. I must tell society about the truth and hope.

A LETTER TO DAD

In November 1975 Son of Sam wrote a letter to his adoptive father, Nat, who had moved to Florida and left Berkowitz to fend for himself as, of all things, a security guard. In the letter, Berkowitz more than hinted at the depression he was feeling.

Dear Dad,

It's cold and gloomy here in New York, but that's okay because the weather fits my mood—gloomy. Dad, the world is getting dark now. I can feel it more and more. The people, they are developing a hatred for me. You wouldn't believe how much some people hate me. Many of them want to kill me. I don't even know these people, but they still hate me. Most of them are young. I walk down the street and they spit and kick at me. The girls call me ugly and they bother me the most. The guys just laugh. Anyhow, things will soon change for the better.

On Christmas Eve of that year—a month after he wrote this letter—Berkowitz, his paranoia in full blossom, went on his first hunt and started killing people.

SON OF SAM WRITES TO POLICE AND THE PRESS

In the midst of the Son of Sam killings, Berkowitz got offended by Captain Joseph Borrelli of the NYPD and wrote him the following letter.

Dear Captain Joseph Borrelli,

I am deeply hurt by your calling me a wemon hater. I am not. But I am a monster. I am the “Son of Sam.” I am a little brat.

When father Sam gets drunk he gets mean. He beats his family. Sometimes he ties me up to the back of the house. Other times he locks me in the garage. Sam loves to drink blood.
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“Go out and kill,” commands father Sam.

Behind our house some rest. Mostly young—raped and slaughtered—their blood drained—just bones now.

Papa Sam keeps me locked in the attic too. I can't get out but I look out the attic window and watch the world go by.

I feel like an outsider. I am on a different wavelength then everybody else—programmed too kill.

However, to stop me you must kill me. Attention all police: Shoot me first—shoot to kill or else keep out of my way or you will die!

Papa Sam is old now. He needs some blood to preserve his youth. He has had too many heart attacks. “Ugh, me hoot, it urts, sonny boy.”

I miss my pretty princess most of all. She's resting in our ladies house. But I'll see her soon.

I am the “Monster”—“Beelzebub”—the chubby behemouth.

I love to hunt. Prowling the streets looking for fair game—tasty meat. The wemon of Queens are prettyist of all. It must be the water they drink. I live for the hunt—my life. Blood for papa.

Mr. Borelli, sir, I don't want to kill anymore. No sir, no more but I must, “honour thy father.”

I want to make love to the world. I love people. I don't belong on earth. Return me to yahoos.

To the people of Queens, I love you. And I want to wish all of you a happy Easter.

May God bless you in this life and in the next.

And for now I say goobye and goodnight. Police: Let me haunt you with these words: I'll be back! I'll be back! To be interrpreted as—bang, bang, bang, bang, bang—ugh!!

Yours in murder

Mr. Monster

Below is a letter written to Jimmy Breslin, a reporter for the New York Daily News, who received it on May 30, 1977.

Hello from the gutters of N.Y.C., which are filled with dog manure, vomit, stale wine, urine, and blood. Hello from the sewers of N.Y.C. which swallow up the delicacies when they are washed away by the sweeper trucks. Hello from the cracks in the sidewalks of N.Y.C. and from the ants that dwell in these cracks and feed on the dried blood of the dead that has seeped into these cracks.

J.B., I'm just dropping you a line to let you know that I appreciate your interest in those recent and horrendous .44 killings. I also want to tell you that I read your column daily and I find it quite informative.
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Tell me Jim, what will you have for July twenty-ninth? You can forget about me if you like because I don't care for publicity. However you must not foget Donna Lauria and you cannot let the people forget her either. She was a very, very sweet girl but Sam's a thirsty lad and he won't let me stop killing until he gets his fill of blood.

Mr. Breslin, sir, don't think that because you haven't heard from me for a while that I went to sleep. No, rather, I am still here. Like a spirit roaming the night. Thirsty, hungry, seldom stopping to rest; anxious to please Sam. I love my work. Now, the void has been filled.

Perhaps we shall meet face to face someday or perhaps I will be blown away by cops with smoking .38's. Whatever, if I shall be fortunate enough to meet you, I will tell you all about Sam if you like and I will introduce you to him. His name is “Sam the Terrible”.

Not knowing what the future holds I shall say farewell and I will see you at the next job. Or should I say you will see my handiwork at the next job? Remember Ms. Lauria. Thank you. In their blood and from the gutter “Sam's Creation” .44

Here are some names to help you along. Forward them to the inspector for use by N.C.I.C: “The Duke of Death” “The Wicked King Wicker” “The Twenty Two Disciples of Hell” “John ‘Wheaties’—Rapist and Suffocator of Young Girls”

PS: J.B. Please inform all the detectives working on the slaying to remain.

P.S: J.B., please inform all the detectives working the case that I wish them the best of luck. Keep ‘em digging, drive on, think positive, get off your butts, knock on coffins.

Upon my capture I promise to buy all the guys working on the case a new pair of shoes if I can get up the money.

Above material from David Klausner, Son of Sam: Based on the Authorized Transcription of the Tapes, Official Documents and Diaries of David Berkowitz (New York: McGraw-Hill, 1981); letter from Berkowitz to Borrelli, Serial Killer Database, http://www.serialkillerdatabase.net (accessed April 22, 2010), and used by permission of Joshua Henderson; letter from Berkowitz to Breslin, New York Daily News, June 5, 1977, http://www.nydailynews.com/features/sonofsam/letter.html (accessed May 12, 2010). Photo courtesy of NYS Department of Corrections.
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Ted Bundy
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BACKGROUND

Theodore Robert “Ted” Bundy was born on November 24, 1946, in Burlington, Vermont, in a home for unwed mothers. Some investigators think that his grandfather on his mother's side fathered him.

Bundy spent his early years in Vermont living with his grandparents. At one point his mother took custody of him, remarried, and raised him as her younger brother, not wishing to face the then powerful stigma of having an illegitimate child. He grew up in the north end residential area of Tacoma, Washington. He was a Boy Scout.

He and his stepfather didn't get along well, and for some reason he developed a hatred for his mother. Tellingly, most of the women he killed had their hair parted down the middle—just like his mother.

After he graduated from the University of Washington he attended the university law school while doing charity work and campaigning for the Republican Party. He developed a series of normal relationships with women. At one point Bundy worked in Seattle on a suicide hotline and sat next to Ann Rule, who would later become a best-selling crime writer. She wrote of her experience with Bundy in The Stranger Beside Me.

Between 1974 and 1978 Bundy sexually assaulted and murdered young women in Washington, Oregon, Colorado, Utah, and Florida. He confessed to killing thirty women, but there were likely many more.


Following his trial, in 1979 he was sentenced to death for the murder of two college students and the following year he was again sentenced to death, for the rape and murder of a twelve-year-old girl named Kimberly Leach, whom he had beaten badly. Investigators found six of her teeth under her body, as was his habit in murdering people.

Bundy rode the lightning, as they say, on January 24, 1989. It's hard to imagine just what kind of a monster he was because he came disguised as a human being. To help this along, we have included a list of some of his known murder victims. Just note how young they were, most just teenagers.

BUNDY'S VICTIMS

Below is a chronological list of Ted Bundy's known victims. Bundy never made a comprehensive confession before he was executed. He confessed to murdering thirty women, only twenty of which were identified. Bundy also admitted to decapitating at least a dozen of his victims, and many were found with front teeth missing.

1973

May. Unknown hitchhiker, Tumwater, Washington, area. Confessed to Bob Keppel before Bundy's execution. No remains found.

1974

January 4. “Joni Lenz” (pseudonym) (survived). University of Washington first-year student who was bludgeoned in her bed and impaled with a speculum in her vagina as she slept.

February 1. Twenty-one-year-old Lynda Ann Healy was bludgeoned while asleep and abducted from the house she shared with other female University of Washington students.

March 12. Nineteen-year-old Donna Gail Manson was abducted while walking to a jazz concert on the Evergreen State College campus, Olympia, Washington. Bundy confessed to her murder, but her body was never definitively discovered.

April 17. Eighteen-year-old Susan Elaine Rancourt disappeared as she walked across Ellensburg's Central Washington State College campus at night.


May 6. Twenty-two-year-old Roberta Kathleen “Kathy” Parks vanished from Oregon State University in Corvallis, Oregon, while she was walking to another dormitory to have coffee with friends.

June 1. Twenty-two-year-old Brenda Carol Ball disappeared from the Flame Tavern in Burien, Washington.

June 11. Eighteen-year-old Georgeann Hawkins disappeared from behind her sorority house, Kappa Alpha Theta, at the University of Washington.

July 14. Twenty-three-year-old Janice Ann Ott and nineteen-year-old Denise Marie Naslund were abducted several hours apart from Lake Sammamish State Park in Issaquah, Washington.

September 2. Bundy confessed to killing an unknown teenage hitchhiker in Idaho. No remains were found.

October 2. Sixteen-year-old Nancy Wilcox disappeared in Holladay, Utah. Her body was never found.

October 18. Seventeen-year-old Melissa Anne Smith vanished from Midvale, Utah, after leaving a pizza parlor.

October 31. Seventeen-year-old Laura Aime disappeared from a Halloween party at Lehi, Utah.

November 8. Carol DaRonch escaped from Bundy by jumping out of his car in Murray, Utah.

November 8. Seventeen-year-old Debra “Debby” Kent vanished from the parking lot of a school in Bountiful, Utah, hours after Carol DaRonch jumped out of Bundy's car. Shortly before his execution, Bundy confessed to investigators that he dumped Kent at a site near Fairview, Utah. An intense search of the site produced a human patella, which matched the profile for someone of Kent's age and size. DNA testing has not been attempted.

Bundy is a suspect in the murder of Carol Valenzuela, who disappeared from Vancouver, Washington, on August 2, 1974. Her remains were discovered two months later south of Olympia, Washington, along with those of an unidentified female.

1975

January 12. Twenty-three-year-old Caryn Campbell, a nurse from Michigan, vanished between the hotel lounge and her room while on a ski trip with her fiancé in Snowmass, Colorado.

March 15. Twenty-six-year-old Julie Cunningham disappeared while on her way to a nearby tavern in Vail, Colorado. Bundy confessed to investigators he had buried Cunningham's body near Rifle, Colorado, but they found no remains.


April 6. Twenty-five-year-old Denise Oliverson was abducted while bicycling to visit her parents in Grand Junction, Colorado. Bundy provided details of her murder but a body was never found.

May 6. Thirteen-year-old Lynette Culver was snatched from a school playground at Alameda Junior High School in Pocatello, Idaho. Her body was never found.

June 28. Fifteen-year-old Susan Curtis disappeared while walking alone to the dormitories during a youth conference at Brigham Young University in Provo, Utah. Her body was never found.

Bundy is a suspect in the murder of Melanie Suzanne “Suzy” Cooley, who disappeared April 15, 1975, after leaving Nederland High School in Nederland, Colorado. Her bludgeoned and strangled corpse was discovered by road maintenance workers on May 2, 1975, in nearby Coal Creek Canyon. Gas receipts place Bundy in nearby Golden, the day of the Cooley abduction. The Jefferson County, Colorado, Sheriff's Office has classified the Melanie Cooley murder as a cold case.

1978

January 15. Twenty-year-old Lisa Levy and twenty-one-year-old Margaret Bowman died during the Chi Omega killings at Florida State University, Tallahassee, Florida. Karen Chandler and Kathy Kleiner survived.

January 15. Cheryl Thomas was bludgeoned in her bed, eight blocks away from the Chi Omega Sorority house, but survived.

February 9. Twelve-year-old Kimberly Leach was kidnapped from her junior high school in Lake City, Florida. She was raped and murdered. Her body was discarded in Suwannee River State Park, Florida.

BUNDY AND PORNOGRAPHY

Bundy said he began casually reading soft-core pornography when he was twelve or thirteen. His friends found pornographic books in the garbage cans in his neighborhood. “From time to time,” he said, “we would come across pornographic books of a harder nature…a more graphic, explicit nature than we would encounter at the local grocery store,” he told James Dobson, the founder of Focus on the Family, who had the last interview with Bundy before he was executed. “But slowly throughout the years, reading pornography became a compulive habit.

“My experience with pornography,” Bundy said, “is (that) once you become addicted to it (and I look at this as a kind of addiction like other kinds of addiction), I would keep looking for more potent, more explicit, more graphic kinds of material. Like an addiction, you keep craving something that is harder, something which gives you a greater sense of excitement. Until you reach a point where the pornography only goes so far, you reach that jumping off point where you begin to wonder if maybe actually doing it would give you that which is beyond just reading or looking at it.”

Although Bundy said he did not blame pornography, he explained that pornographic materials shaped and molded his behavior. He also warned that “the most damaging kinds of pornography…are those that involve violence and sexual violence. Because the wedding of those two forces, as I know only too well, brings out the hatred that is just, just too terrible to describe.”

DEATH WISH?

“Where are most people likely to be executed now?” Ted Bundy once asked his lawyer. At the time, Bundy was in jail in Silver Springs, Colorado.

“I suppose it might be Georgia…no,” Bundy's lawyer corrected himself, “it'd probably be Florida now.”

“Florida?” repeated Bundy.

A short time later Bundy escaped from prison and fled to Florida, where he killed two women and a twelve-year-old. He was caught, tried, and executed. A number of psychiatrists felt he had a death wish.

AN UNUSUAL REQUEST

One of the chief pursuers of the Green River Killer in Washington State was Detective Robert Keppel, who also pursued and was on the verge of catching Bundy. Indeed, not catching him was a source of great pain to Keppel because a free Bundy was a murdering Bundy. He was in the same situation with the Green River Killer.

Murder victims began to surface in the Seattle area, and they continued to for twenty years. The largest murder task force ever was put together—the Green River Task Force—and they pursued literally thousands of leads, many of which came through the mail.

But a combination of factors—including incompetence—got them nowhere.


Then one day the desperate task force received a letter from Bundy, who was on death row in Starke, Florida. Bundy offered to help them find the Green River Killer.

Keppel wrote the following letter to Bundy, a letter that was vetted by psychiatrists and was careful not to offend Bundy in any way.

Dear Ted:

This is to acknowledge receipt of your letter to the Green River Task Force dated October 1, 1984. Your request that any communications may be kept in “strictest of confidence” is absolutely honored. I, too, am concerned that any comments made by you could be detrimental to the Green River Investigation.

I am interested in what information you have that could prove useful in apprehending the person(s) responsible for the Green River murders. In order to assess the immediacy of your assistance, could you provide just some facts about the nature of your help? I could, tentatively, visit Florida in the middle of November in conjunction with other investigative duties. I have made inquiry to your local FBI to arrange a possible visit. You may hear from them. The sensitivity of this matter was emphasized.

I respect your statement of “playing no games” and, frankly, playing games with you is presumptuous on my part and a waste of my time. I am interested in what is useful in resolving the Green River killings and what your contribution is. We will communicate at your request only about the Green River killings and “nothing else.”

In less than two weeks Bundy responded with a twenty-two-page letter detailing how he thought he could contribute to the Green River investigation and the wide variety of areas where thought he could be useful.

Keppel and head of the Green River Task Force, Dave Reichert, traveled to Starke, Florida, to visit Bundy. He speculated about the motive and methods of the Green River Killer, whom Keppel called “The Riverman” and later wrote a book of the same name. Bundy gave extensive opinions of how the Green River Killer operated and revealed some of his own twisted secrets. In the end, Bundy's insights were extremely valuable to Keppel and Reichert in terms of getting to know how a serial killer thinks.

Bundy's help was comprehensive. Here he is, for example, on the method employed by the Riverman. Bundy said, “He had a method that's more generalized to pick up anybody he selects—if he's just selecting prostitutes, now, that's one thing—but maybe later he's going to start selecting runaways or juvenile delinquents or girls that hang out in bars. They are the kinds of people who you don't identify as directly falling into your profile. Let's say he chose those who were not car-date prostitutes, but who are delinquents and runaways—he just shifted his approach to victims a notch to the right. He's not going for prostitutes but prostitute-types, who dress or act or look to him like prostitutes. If you haven't found them yet, he's just disposing of them very well or it would be my guess he may have moved and is no longer operating in the King County area.”

At various times in their interactions, Bundy and the two investigators clashed a little. Bundy, in particular, had a large ego—which a psychiatrist will tell you adds up to no ego—and sometimes he threw it right into the investigators’ faces.

One time, for example, Dave Reichert casually asked Bundy if it was possible—since after October 1983 there hadn't been any bodies discovered for a while—if he thought the Riverman had stopped killing. As written in The Riverman,

The gleaming smirk on Ted's face was his answer: “No! Not unless he was born again and got filled with the Holy Spirit in a very real way. He's either moved, he's dead, or he's doing something very different.” The prospect that the Riverman was murdering in a different way was enlightening. What would he be doing differently? I thought. After pausing for a while as if he were meditating, Bundy announced, “My feelings are this! There's no question in my mind, if he's straightened up, he's changed his victim class just a little, dealing with runaways, generally, rather than prostitutes specifically. He broadened out a little bit more just to deal with runaways and delinquents and was more careful in the way that he disposed of their bodies, and there's no question that this explains the apparent drop-off.” As it turned out, Bundy was correct on this assumption. Gary Ridgeway, the GRK, was at one point targeting younger victims, runaways, and delinquents, many of whom were cocaine addicts desperate for money for their score.

DONNA MANSON'S SKULL

Donna Gail Manson was an Evergreen State College student in Olympia, Washington, who disappeared on March 12, 1974. She was last seen on her way to a jazz concert in Olympia, and that same year Bundy admitted to killing her but did not give any details on where her remains were. Remains, of course, are vitally important to family, and since Keppel and Reichert had established a relationship with Bundy, they asked where her remains were. The skeleton of a young female had been found at the foot of Mount Rainier in Washington by two fishermen, but police were unable to identify them definitively as the remains of Manson.

Here is Keppel questioning Bundy about the girl.

“Okay, how about Donna Manson? Gal from Thurston County, Olympia.”

“Where is she? That was different. That was different.”

“What was different about it? You told me before that she might be buried.”

He grinned sheepishly, and stuttered like he was about to tell a lie, offering that Manson was buried farther up the power line road and slightly inside the tree cover.

But he did not seem to want to discuss her though Keppel told him that if he could be more specific cops might be able to find the remains.

“I won't beat around the bush with you anymore, because I'm just tired, and I just want to get back and go to sleep.”

“Okay,” Keppel said, waiting expectantly for him to talk.

“So let me just tell you. I know that part of her is buried up there, but nothing identifiable, probably just literally bones. The head, however, the skull, wouldn't be there,” Ted said.

“Where is it?”

“It's nowhere.”

“It's nowhere?”

“Well, I'm not trying to be flippant. It's just nowhere. It's in a category by itself. Now, I'd just as soon this is something that you just kept. I can see the headlines now. But—”

“Ted there's not going to be any details. What you told me about Georgeann Hawkins isn't going to be known. And I have parents out there that don't even want to know the details. I want to know for my own good.”

“Well,” Ted said, “it was incinerated. It was just an exception. A strange exception, but it was incinerated.”

“Where did you incinerate it?” I asked, shocked.

Laughing, Ted said, “Ahh.”

“Come on, partner,” Keppel said. “These are things I don't know about you.”

“Yeah,” Ted said proudly, “this is probably the disposal method of preference among those who get away with it. It's the most bizarre nature I've ever been associated with, and I've been associated with some bizarre shit.”

“Right. It's incinerated.” Keppel was stunned.

“It's incinerated,” Ted repeated.

“Tell me about it. What the hell happened?”

“Well, I don't know the address of the place. I never wanted to tell this—I promised myself I'd never tell this, because of all the things I did to this woman, this is probably the one she was least likely to forgive me for. Poor Liz. [He was referring to Elizabeth Kendall, his former fiancé.] In her fireplace. That's not really that humorous, but I mean, the fireplace at that house,” Ted said with sinister, satisfied laughter in his voice.

“Burn it all up?” Keppel asked, disbelieving.

“Down to the last ash, and in a fit of—you know—paranoia and cleanliness, what have you, just vacuumed down all the ashes. That's the twist. It's a twist. And it's a lot of work and certainly very risky, under the circumstances. I mean, the kids come home from school, there's a roaring fire in the fireplace, and it's warm outside,” Ted said. With finality.

THE FINAL NIGHT OF BUNDY'S LIFE

On the final night before he was to die, many people hoped that Bundy would come forth and confess to some uncleared cold case homicides. A list was given to him and he went through it efficiently, with the prison warden doing the questioning.

“January 24, 1989,” Bundy began. “For the Utah detective named ‘Couch,’ there's one more we didn't have time for. It's going to be hard. Between Price and Green River, about ten miles south of Price, a road going south out of Price, maybe five or ten miles, the inside road to the left going toward the mountains, going east. A quarter mile in there's a dirt road to the left. This is not going to work too well,” Bundy said, looking at a map he had, “but I'll try to do something with it. A hundred to two hundred yards in on the dirt road, stop and to the left off the dirt road, maybe fifty yards in, there's the remains of a young woman who disappeared from Brigham Young University, June of 1975. That's as close as I can get it from the map that we have here.”

“Do you know her name?” the warden asked.

“No, I don't,” Bundy answered.

“Is that it?” the warden asked again.

“To Mike Fisher and the Colorado detectives, the last woman they wanted to talk about, Denise Oliverson, I believe. Referring again to Denise Oliverson, or whoever it was out of Grand Junction that Mike Fish wanted to discuss, I believe the date was in April 1975. The young woman's body would have been placed in the Colorado River about five miles west of Grand Junction. It was not buried. That's all the ones that I can help you with. That's all the ones that I know about. There are no missing ones outstanding that we haven't talked about.”


“That's all of ‘em, Ted?” the warden wanted to know.

“Yeah,” Bundy said, then asked if he could “get a smoke off somebody.”

“I see we had some inquiries from Illinois and New Jersey,” the warden continued.

“Okay,” Bundy answered. “Well, let's just deal with whatever is outstanding like that. I can say without any question that there is nothing for instance that I was involved in in Illinois or New Jersey.”

“How about Burlington, Vermont?” the warden asked. “Nothing there? Texas?”

“No,” Bundy answered.

“Miami?” the warden continued.

Bundy responded no.

“Okay,” the warden continued. “No. That's all we've got. Okay, Ted, thank you.”

“You're welcome,” Bundy said, and that was the end of the final interview he gave to law enforcement about his crimes on the last night of his life.

Victim information from http:wickipedia.org/Ted_Bundy/#victims (accessed July 14, 2010); material from James Dobson interview from http://www.boundless.org/2005/articles/a0001949.cfm (accessed July 14, 2010); other sources: Tom Philbin, Murder USA (New York: Warner Books, 1992); Robert Keppel, The Riverman: How Ted Bundy and I Hunted for the Green River Killer (New York: Pocketbooks, 2004). Photo courtesy of author.
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BACKGROUND

Jeffrey Dahmer was born in Milwaukee in 1960. When he was six years old, his family moved to Ohio. There is not a great body of evidence to hint about or clearly explain what happened to create Jeffrey Dahmer the killer, but it is known that, as a child, he witnessed his mother and father's blistering arguments, which of course would be quite threatening to a child. There were also reports that a male neighbor had sexually molested him. Whatever the confluence of forces, by the age of ten, Jeffrey was clearly showing the signs of a future serial killer—he delighted in violating the bodies of dead animals, such as mounting the head of a dog on a stake, decapitating rats and mice, and bleaching chicken bones.

In June 1978, when he was eighteen years old, he murdered his first human being. His mother and father, who had separated by this time, had gone off somewhere on separate journeys and had left him alone in the house. He had a car and he picked up a hitchhiker named Steven Hicks. He took Hicks home with hopes of having sex with him. But when Hicks wanted to leave, Dahmer prevented him by smashing him in the skull with a barbell. Dahmer then cut him up and buried the parts.

In 1982, Dahmer moved in with his grandmother in West Allis, Wisconsin. In August of that year, he was arrested for exposing himself at a state fair. In September 1986, he was charged again with public exposure after two boys accused him of masturbating in public. This time he was sentenced to a year in prison.
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Jeffrey Dahmer


On September 25, 1988, he was arrested for fondling a thirteen-year-old Laotian boy in Milwaukee. On May 23, 1989, Dahmer's lawyer, Gerald Boyle, and assistant district attorney Gale Shelton presented their arguments to Judge William Gardner. Shelton wanted a prison sentence of at least five years. “In my judgment it is absolutely crystal clear that the prognosis for treatment of Mr. Dahmer within the community is extremely bleak…. His perception that what he did wrong here was choosing too young a victim—and that that's all he did wrong—is a part of the problem…. He appeared to be cooperative and receptive, but anything that goes below the surface indicates the deep-seated anger and deep-seated psychological problems that he is unwilling or incapable of dealing with.”

He had a good lawyer in Gerald Boyle, and Dahmer was quite articulate himself and spoke to a judge who wanted to lock him up and throw away the key because he had served time for sex offenses earlier. He got a year, served ten months in a work-release camp, then convinced the judge that he needed therapy. He was released on good behavior with five-year probation. Shortly thereafter, he racked up a string of brutal murders, some of which involved cannibalism, ending with his 1991 arrest.

I think in some way I wanted it to end, even if it meant my own destruction.

CONFESSIONS

To relieve the minds of the parents I mean…it's a small, very small thing, but I don't know what else I could do. At least I can do that…because I created this horror and it only makes sense that I do everything to put an end to it, a complete end to it.

It's just a nightmare, let's put it that way. It's been a nightmare for a long time, even before I was caught…for years now, obviously my mind has been filled with gruesome, horrible thoughts and ideas…a nightmare.

I couldn't find any meaning in my life when I was out there. I'm sure as hell not going to find it in here. This is the grand finale of a life poorly spent and the end result is just overwhelmingly depressing…it's just a sick, pathetic, wretched, miserable life story, that's all it is. How it can help anyone, I've no idea.


I don't even know if I have the capacity for normal emotions or not because I haven't cried for a long time. You just stifle them for so long that maybe you lose them, partially at least. I don't know.

I don't know why it started. I don't have any definite answers on that myself. If I knew the true, real reasons why all this started, before it ever did, I wouldn't probably have done any of it.

If I'd been thinking rationally I would have stopped. I wasn't thinking rationally because it just increased and increased. It was almost like I wanted to get to a point where it was out of my control and there was no return. I mean, I was very careful for years and years, you know. Very careful, very careful about making sure that nothing incriminating remained, but these last few months, they just went nuts. It just seemed like it went into a frenzy this last month. Everything really came crashing down. The whole thing started falling down around my head. That was the last week I was going to be in that apartment building. I was going to have to move out and find somewhere to put all my possessions. Should I get a chest and put what I wanted to keep in that, and get rid of the rest? Or should I put an end to this, try to stop this and find a better direction for my life? That's what was going through my mind that last week.

One thing I know for sure. It was a definite compulsion because I couldn't quit. I tried, but after the Ambassador, I couldn't quit. It would be nice if someone could give the answer on a silver platter as to why I did all this and what caused it, because I can't come up with an answer.

I felt in complete shock. I just couldn't believe it happened again after all those years when I'd done nothing like this…I don't know what was going through my mind. I have no memory of it. I tried to dredge it up, but I have no memory whatsoever.

I didn't want to keep killing people and have nothing left except the skull…. This is going to sound bad, but…should I say it?…I took the drill while he was asleep.

Yes, I do have remorse, but I'm not even sure myself whether it is as profound as it should be. I've always wondered myself why I don't feel more remorse.


After the fear and terror of what I'd done had left, which took about a month or two, I started it all over again. From then on it was a craving, a hunger, I don't know how to describe it, a compulsion, and I just kept doing it, doing it and doing it, whenever the opportunity presented itself.

I knew my grandma would be waking up and I still wanted him to stay with me so I strangled him and I brought him up to the bedroom and pretended he was still alive.

ON THE MURDER OF STEVEN HICKS

That night in Ohio, that one impulsive night. Nothing's been normal since then. It taints your whole life. After it happened I thought that I'd just try to live as normally as possible and bury it, but things like that don't stay buried. I didn't think it would, but it does, it taints your whole life.

DAHMER'S SEXUAL NATURE

At about eleven o'clock at night, when everyone was gone and the store was locked up from the outside, I went out and undressed the mannequin and I had a big sleeping bag cover. I put it in that, zipped it up and carried it out of the store, which was a pretty dangerous thing to do. I never thought of them maybe having security cameras or being locked in the store, but I walked out with it and took it back home. I ended up getting a taxi and brought it back and kept it with me a couple of weeks. I just went through various sexual fantasies with it, pretending it was a real person, pretending that I was having sex with it, masturbating, and undressing it.

ON THE MURDER OF ANTHONY SEARS

I took the knife and the scalp part off and peeled the flesh off the bone and kept the skull and the scalp…. If I could have kept him longer, all of him, I would have.


ON GERALDO RIVERA

He just wants to make people feel as guilty and lousy as possible. The guy is such a prick.

ON THE MURDER OF ERNEST MILLER

I separated the joints, the arm joints, the leg joints, and had to do two boilings. I think I used four boxes of Soilex for each one, put in the upper portion of the body and boiled that for about two hours and then the lower portion for another two hours. The Soilex removes all the flesh, turns it into a jellylike substance and it just rinses off. Then I laid the clean bones in a light bleach solution, left them there for a day and spread them out on either newspaper or cloth and let them dry for about a week in the bedroom.

THE MURDERS THAT WEIGHED HEAVIEST ON DAHMER'S MIND

On Steven Hicks: I wish I hadn't done it.

On Steven Tuomi: I had no intention of doing it in the first place.

On Jeremiah Weinberger: He was exceptionally affectionate. He was nice to be with.

ON CONTROL

Something stronger than my conscious will made it happen. I think some higher power got good and fed up with my activity and decided to put an end to it. I don't really think there were any coincidences. The way it ended and whether the close calls were warning to me or what, I don't know. If they were, I sure didn't heed them. If I hadn't been caught or lost my job, I'd still be doing it, I'm quite sure of that. I went on doing it and doing it and doing it, in spite of my anxiety and the lack of lasting satisfaction. How arrogant and stupid of me to think that I could do something like this and just go about my life normally as if nothing ever happened. They say you reap what you sow, well, it's true, you do, eventually…. I've always wondered, from the time that I committed that first horrid mistake, sin, with Hicks, whether this was sort of predestined and there was no way I could have changed it. I wonder just how much predestination controls a person's life and just how much control they have over themselves.

I was completely swept along with my own compulsion. I don't know how else to put it. It didn't satisfy me completely so maybe I was thinking another one will. Maybe this one will, and the numbers started growing and growing and just got out of control, as you can see.

REFLECTIONS ON DEATH

It's just like a big chunk of me has been ripped out and I'm not quite whole. I don't think I'm overdramatizing it, and I'm certainly deserving of it, but the way I feel now, it's just like you're talking to someone who is terminally ill and facing death. Death would be preferable to what I am facing. I just feel like imploding upon myself, you know? I just want to go somewhere and disappear.

When you've done the types of things I've done, it's easier not to reflect on yourself. When I start thinking about how it's affecting the families of the people, and my family and everything, it doesn't do me any good. It just gets me very upset.

If I was killed in prison. That would be a blessing right now.

All quoted material from Serial Killer Central, http://www.skcentral.com/articles.php?article_id=25 (accessed July 15, 2010), originally taken from Serial Murder through the Looking Glass, http://serial-killers.virtualave.net, by permission of the Serial Killer Central Web site, Joe Hiles. Photo courtesy of Milwaukee County Sheriff's Department.
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Westley Allan Dodd
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BACKGROUND

Westley Allan Dodd said that as a child growing up in Washington State he was neglected, and by the age of fourteen he was molesting small children, starting with his cousins. He molested over fifty kids. His fantasies became more and more violent. Finally, molestation led to murder. He tortured and murdered a four-year-old boy named Lee Iseli near Portland, Oregon, and two preteen brothers, Cole and William Neer, in a Vancouver, Washington, park. Dodd was arrested and captured, and at his request dropped out of the legal procedure that would have extended his life. He was hanged, also his choice, in 1993.

In his own small printing and handwriting, Dodd kept what he described as “A Diary of Death.” In it he detailed his plans and the results of his murderous molestations.

The material that follows is from that diary. In “Part One,” “How It Started Chapter 1,” he describes his early forays into molestation. In “No. 2” he describes the Iseli killing, and in “No. 3” he describes how he hunted for victims and how he found the Neer brothers and stabbed them to death.

Warning: These handwritten journals are horrific, and horrific is not exaggerating. Indeed, the author himself had to read the journals in short segments.
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WHY DID YOU DO IT?

In April of 1990 Dodd was in jail, and he got a letter from a female inmate named Mardi Harmon, who had volunteered to represent other inmates. She asked him why he abducted and killed children. He responded:

4-10-90.

Hi. I just got your letter. You said you “just have to know what kind of person” I am, and that “there is good in everyone.” Well, I don't know what kind of person I am any more, to tell you the truth, and there was once some good in me.

I used to stop and help whenever I saw someone broken down on the highway. I stood by some friends and was there, for both when they divorced before I started molesting children, I was a real friend to many. I've rented a room from a single mother once. The kid's dad was never around. I sat up late at night more than once with her 9-year-old son. He often cried himself to sleep because his own dad wouldn't visit him. I would have done anything for that boy, and he knew it—he wanted to call me dad.

Other kids that knew me looked up to me and trusted me. They all seemed to like me. Then I started to change. Instead of being their friend, I started molesting them.

You asked “why did you do this?” I don't know why—I wish I did. Five years ago I would have put my own life on the line for any child, for any reason. Just last year I had an alcoholic roommate. I saved his 4-year-old son from many beatings while he was drunk.

I never wanted to hurt anyone in any way. Now
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