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I can remember back to my early days as a child when the thoughts and fixations began to build in my small but growing mind. Growing up as an only child was difficult. An alcoholic and abusive father and a mother who spent more of her time whoring about than taking care of her newborn son. I always hated her but before I hated her, I feared her. My mother like I said was indeed something of a whore. While growing up at an early age I always thought that she loved only my father. After several years would go by, I would find out that I was very wrong. Part of it would always be in my mind when I killed my first victim. It is what continued my drive for the need to kill to keep my fixations alive.
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October 3rd 1979

Saint Francis Memorial Hospital
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A burst of bright light and then the sound of crying filled the exam room. The baby weighed eight pounds and fifteen ounces. Penelope Brenton laid back in the hospital bed and was sweating profusely after spending the last six hours in hard labor. Her husband Randall was by her side. He could barely keep his smile in as he was overjoyed at being a father. The doctor wrapped the baby up in a blanket and then handed it over to Mrs. Brenton. “Congratulations it’s a boy.” She smiled and became emotional as she held her baby tight against her chest. 

She looked up at Randall and smiled. Both were filled with joy and happiness at the thought of being parents to this newborn. “Do you have a name picked out for the baby?” the doctor asked as he brought in the near complete birth certificate. The parents looked at one another and then Penelope answered. “His name is Daniel” she answered. “A lovely name for a beautiful baby boy” said the doctor as he wrote down the name onto the piece of paper and then handed it to the father. “I’ll leave you two alone for now and we should be able to discharge you at the end of the day mam” he said. “Thank you” she replied. By the end of the day after running several tests on the newborn it was determined that he was fully healthy and Penelope was released at the end of the day. After being discharged from the hospital they headed home. The couple lived in a small home inside the Richmond district. It was a small two-bedroom one bath home which was comfortable living for a small family. On the drive home Penelope sat in the back seat cradling Daniel and holding him close. He was her little bundle of joy. What she didn’t know is what he was going to begin to grow into in the next few years.
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January 8th 1984
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There was a slight chill in the air. The sound of muffled footsteps could be heard. It was a brisk morning his hot breath made a puff in the air as he slowly waited for the creature to approach the small can of food that had been laid out in the backyard. Walking over cautiously the cat stopped for a moment and then proceed to nibble on the food that had been put in the can. With it’s guard now down it was time to pounce. He jumped on top of the cat and with a paper bag caught it inside. The creature screamed and yelled as it fought to get out of the trap it had been put in.

The cat then managed to claw its way out of the paper bag and scratched Daniel on his arm. Angered by what the cat had just done to him he kicked the cat knocking it into the fence before watching it run off. He let out a loud scream and began to cry. Hearing the noise coming from outside his mother Penelope opened the door to see what all the noise was about. “Daniel honey what’s wrong” his mom asked as she walked up to him. He was sitting on the ground holding his arm covering the spot where he had been cut after the cat had scratched him. Penelope saw the ripped paper bag lying next to him. “Where you trying to trap the cat in the bag again?” “He scratched me on the arm” Daniel sniffled as tears flowed down his face. “Let me see” He uncovered his hand and showed his mom his arm and she leaned over and picked him up. “Come on let’s go inside and I’ll put a band aid on it” she said as she carried him inside the house. Penelope sat him down on the countertop in the kitchen and went over to the cabinet to grab a pack of band aides. While she worked on putting it on, she heard the front door open.

Daniel’s father Randall was home from work and was already in a sort of bad mood. “How was work?” she asked as he walked into the kitchen. “Same as it always is” he said grunting. Daniel smiled at his dad. “The hell did you do?” Randall asked. “He was playing with the cat again” Penelope answered. “I didn’t ask you!” Randall yelled as he shoved her into the counter. “You let a cat scratch you like that?” Randall said. He gave his son a disgusting look. “It really hurts dad” he began poking at his arm. “You have to put that pain aside and be a man.” 

Randall opened the fridge and pulled out a beer. “Really it’s only three” said Penelope as she finished putting the band aide on Daniel’s arm. “Shut your damn mouth and fix me a snack.” He kept staring at her and then violently smacked her across the face. “You deaf I said fix me a snack!” This was not the first time that Daniel’s father had been violent towards his mom. Apparently since they had been married it had been going on. Though this was perhaps only the third or fourth time Daniel had witnessed his father being abusive up close. “You come inside with another scratch like that next time and I’ll beat you myself” Randall said. The look he now gave his son was of dead seriousness. Daniel nodded his head and jumped off the table and headed up to his room.
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July 7th 
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A light clicked on as Daniel shut the door to the inside closet of his bedroom. He took out a small piece of the wall that had been broken off due to the wall being in serious decay. Inside it was like another world on the inside. The hole was just big enough for Daniel to fit through. Within it he had collected several unique and random items. Many were sharp objects that he used to stab large bugs that he found around the house. Two items were small kitchen knives that he had snuck out of the drawer in the kitchen. His mother had still not figured out that they were missing. He had three glass cups. Each had several different sized moths and bugs that he had collected from around the house. For now, he had become quite curious with how the bugs looked on the inside.

While he took one of the knives and began cutting into a large moth, he could hear his parents’ downstairs. They were arguing again. Over the last couple of months his father had started to become more abusive. He began to regularly hit his mother and had even struck him a few times for talking out of turn. They yelling between the two was becoming a lot louder now. As Daniel finished severing the head of the moth, he heard something like glass break and then a scream. Once again, his dad who was probably intoxicated had struck his mother again
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