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Introduction



An unusual situation came up when I was driving with a friend of mine, Christina Ammons, who is a retired deputy from the Hillsborough County Sheriff’s Department in Florida. She was taking me to adopt a rescued kitty cat, and I mentioned this book about serial killers I wanted to write but couldn’t quite get the theme to come into focus.

It had rattled around in my brain for years, but I just could not get a good handle on how to go about doing the research, conducting the interviews, and piecing it all together to make an engaging and interesting book.

If I was going to start communicating with serial killers, I knew I better have my game plan seriously figured out.

Their deeds are so well-documented, due in great part to the fascination most people have with serial killers, that trying to retell what has been explained repeatedly in books, documentaries, movies, video games, or TV shows seemed pointless.

Social media has added to the fascination but doesn’t really offer any new information regarding these murderers or their crimes. Facebook, Twitter, private online forums all increase the number of people talking about them and wanting to know more but I didn’t see any new information there, just chatted with a lot of people dying to know more about their favorite killers

During our drive to get the kitty and furthering our conversation about serial killers Christina told me she started her law enforcement career in 1990 with the Pasco County Sheriff’s Office as a corrections officer. She worked there until 1995 when Hillsborough County Sheriff’s Office hired her as a deputy sheriff.

“As a corrections officer,” Christina explained, “my powers were limited to the jail. After a couple of years in the jail, I applied and was transferred into the transport division, which involved moving inmates to and from our jails to court, doctor’s appointments, and so forth. We also transported prisoners to and from state prison to our county when they had pending court cases. If an inmate in county jail was sentenced to state prison, we would transport them there.”

She went on to tell me that three of these prisoners were well-known serial killers.

“Wait…what? Serial killers? Can you tell me about that? Who did you meet? What did you talk about? What were they like? Did they say anything to you?”

She had my complete attention. I felt somehow that the purpose for my book might be linked with her experiences, so I asked for more information.

As I incorporate details about Christina and her connection to three of the most notorious serial killers who have walked the planet, I will refer to her, out of respect for the work she was doing and her commitment to the job, as Deputy Ammons.

While working her corrections detail, Deputy Ammons met these three serial killers:


	Aileen Wuornos



	Bobby Joe Long



	Oscar Ray Bolin Jr.





 

I was grateful she shared her ventures with me. It was her conversation with Oscar Ray Bolin Jr. that really caught my attention. They didn’t talk about his victims or why he murdered them. They talked about something completely different and mundane, and I found it absolutely mesmerizing. With full respect for the victims, after hearing her talk about her experiences, I became interested in learning about what happens to the personalities and behaviors of serial, or rampage/spree killers, after they are incarcerated.

There it was.

The missing piece I was looking for.

So, I began speaking with murderers by letter, email, phone, and in person to ask them my questions and learn about who they are now. Some of them talked with me about how and why they did what they did; however, those conversations were unprompted. Even after being behind bars for decades, some of these people felt the need to talk about what they had done. I listened.

The companies who handle the communication with inmates—like emails, phone calls, or visits—refer to them as “loved ones” instead of inmates, convicts, or prisoners, and I acquired a whole lot of them over the time I spent working on this book.

All my loved ones had unique, remarkably different personalities and interesting stories to share about their lives now or from before they became murderers. Some sent me poems or art they had created. Three proposed marriage. One sent me a threatening email, demanding I stop trying to steal his life story (okay!). But each connection, each conversation, was distinctive, unique, and engrossing.

The more I got to know these people, the more I was amazed at their talents and their clear ability to disseminate thoughts and feelings. Honestly, it was extremely difficult for me to connect the person I was communicating with to the violent monster who had committed the heinous crimes that landed them in prison for life, or on death row.

During some of our conversations, we would be talking about the weather, their favorite sports teams, movies, or cars, then, in a split second, they would reference some form of violence they enjoyed. Not all of them; just a few, actually. At first, it was startling.

I still listened. Never judged. Never questioned. Just listened.

Some got dark, somber, and spoke like they were a million miles away. Their voices got so hollow as they talked about the violence they had done or would like to do. Others talked about how they were murderers like it was no big deal, just who they were and what they had done. Others still would not speak of their crimes, and it was clear how much they hated that part of their life or, for some, just hated talking about it anymore.

I never pushed or prodded. Everything they shared with me, which I am sharing with you in this book, was spontaneous.

I hope you enjoy the ride.


Chapter One—Next to the Monsters



Aileen Carol Wuornos has one of the most extensive lists of pseudonyms I ever came across while researching this book: Susan Lynn Blahovec, Sandra Kretsch, Cammie Marsh Greene, Lori Kristine Grody, and Lee Blahovec. Her name originally was Aileen Pittman.

Her father, Leo Dale Pittman—a pedophile and psychopath, who was in prison when she was born—eventually committed suicide. She never met him. But it was then Aileen assumed her mother’s maiden name of Wuornos.

Aileen’s mother, who was only sixteen when she was born, abandoned her along with her brother Keith. Both children went to live with their maternal grandparents. The grandfather was also a pedophile and abused Aileen a great deal while she was growing up. After the death of her grandmother, Aileen was thrown out of the house by her grandfather, and she began supporting herself during her teenage years—albeit not terribly well—as a prostitute.

Throughout her life, she had been involved in a wide variety of crimes, from robbing stores to car theft, even shooting a gun from a moving vehicle. To say her life was a turmoil of angst, pain, and suffering is truly an understatement. Aileen followed a very rocky path pretty much from the day she was born, being abandoned and abused by the people who should have been loving and protecting her.

Though she had such a scary, lonely, and frightening beginning, none of those atrocities were a valid reason or excuse for her to commit murder, let alone many of them. Her past, however, does explain a lot about her frantic and violent actions. But a lot of people have suffered greatly as she did, or even more, and grew up to have peaceful, productive lives. Sadly, that was not the case for Aileen.

She was finally arrested on January 9, 1991, at The Last Resort Bar in Port Orange, Florida. Aileen murdered seven men in the state of Florida and was tried and convicted for six of them.

I did have an opportunity to go by The Last Resort while visiting with another inmate in Daytona Beach. The place looks very much like it did when she was arrested. Inside, there is sort of a shrine to Aileen, with a painting of her, a list of her victims, and various trinkets left in front of it by bar patrons or her fans that seek the place out

In the early 1990s, while working as a corrections officer with the Pasco County Sheriff’s Office (Florida), Deputy Ammons was assigned to work in the booking area of the New Port Richey Jail. When Aileen was brought in from prison for a court date in Pasco Co., Deputy Ammons helped to process her in. Aileen was transported by other corrections officers from prison to the New Port Richey Jail for a court date.

On a later date, Deputy Ammons escorted Ailene to her court hearing at the New Port Richey Courthouse. She continued to act up, with nonstop ramblings and cursing, to the point that the judge ordered her removed from the courtroom.

Deputy Ammons did not see her again until they had to transport her back to the Broward Correctional Institution on the southeast coast of Florida in Fort. Lauderdale. It was a long drive, and for once, Aileen was quiet, even cordial. Because they were on the road for such a long time, they stopped at a McDonald’s along the way and got food for all of them.

That was the last time Deputy Ammons saw Aileen, the Damsel of Death—when they turned her back over to the prison.

After serving a decade on death row, Aileen’s life came to an end via lethal injection on October 9, 2002, at the Florida State Prison, Raiford, Florida. These were her last words: “I’d just like to say, I’m sailing with the Rock, and I’ll be back, like Independence Day, with Jesus, June 6, like the movie, big mother ship and all. I’ll be back.”


[image: ]



Bobby Joe Long was a seriously evil person who unfortunately moved to Tampa, Florida in 1983 and murdered at least ten women in the area over just eight months. He confessed to being the “Classified Ad Rapist,” or “The Ad Man Rapist.” Long would peruse the appliance classified ads, assuming he could find a woman home alone. In particular, he would look for baby items being sold, hoping a woman or a little girl might be at the location.

He also placed ads, pretending to have items for sale people with young children could use, like cribs. His goal was to get women to come to his house, again, hopefully with young children in tow. Long’s activities put him in close contact with a lot of vulnerable women, and he raped at least forty to fifty of them.

When I first started doing research for this book, I was shocked to learn that Long, when he decided to start murdering women, had put the body of his first victim in a dry creek bed less than a mile from my house. Her name was Artiss (Ann) Wick, a young twenty-year-old who recently arrived in Florida from Indiana. Her body lay in that ditch from March 1984 until November 22 of that year, when a couple walking in the area spotted her bones. The actual date of her death is not known; however, the best estimate was she was murdered on March 27. Artiss was laid to rest at the Riverside Cemetery in Gas City, Indiana.

As fascinated as I, and many others, are with the exploits of serial killers, trying put myself in the place of the victim is such a sad, terrifying experience. They are too often reduced to just a number, a simple statistic. Artiss, I am truly sorry for what happened to you. I drive by the spot every week, where she lay for so long. My thoughts go to her, to her family, and the absolute tragedy of what happened.

Long was finally arrested November 16, 1984, after one victim—seventeen-year-old Lisa McVey, who he actually let go after holding for twenty-six hours—provided police with crucial information to track him down. He was linked to other murders in the area, in part, because of the red carpet fibers found on the victims and Lisa that had come from his car.

Lisa was riding her bicycle home at night after finishing a double shift at the donut shop where she worked. She was heading home to her grandmother’s house when someone knocked her off the bike from behind and dragged her into a car. She found herself facing a man who was pointing a gun at her.

He blindfolded Lisa, then took her back to his apartment where he raped her.

She handled the situation with Long brilliantly, so much so that she saved her own life. Lisa kept telling him she wanted to stay with him as his girlfriend, but she was the only caregiver for her ill father, which was not true. Her ploy of trying to convince him she wanted to be his girlfriend was a great psychological maneuver that, along with her fictitious story about her father, finally convinced him to let her go.

Long got her back in his car and let her out on the side of the road just a couple of blocks from where she lived. Still blindfolded, Lisa waited for a few more minutes, aware he had driven off, before finally tearing off the blindfold off and bolting for home. At first, no one believed the young girl, until a detective picked up on the amazing details she could recall.

McVey told the police Long had a maroon Dodge Magnum. Lisa had tightened up the muscles in her face when he tied the blindfold on, and after she relaxed, the blindfold loosened enough that she could see some things around her. She recognized the word Magnum on the dash of his car and saw the red carpeting. Again, because she had been able to see some things due to the gap at the bottom of her blindfold, Lisa had also observed enough of her abductor that she could pick Long out of a lineup.

Long was arrested and found guilty of the 1984 murders of Michelle Denise Simms, a twenty-two-year-old former beauty pageant contestant, and Virginia Johnson, who was just eighteen. He then spent the next thirty-four years on death row.

Deputy Ammons and a coworker transported Long from his prison to the Land O’ Lakes Detention Center (Pasco Co.). When Ammons told him she knew he was guilty, he barked back at her that he was framed.

“The hair stood up on the back of my neck as I looked at him in the rearview mirror of the transport van. I was driving and quietly prayed that whoever installed the barrier cage put all the bolts in tight!” stated Deputy Ammons.

Long was rather famous for his angry outbursts, known as someone who screamed at the officers transporting him about being framed. Unfortunately for him, he did in fact confess to eleven crimes (10 murders and the assault on Lisa McVey). According to Detective Cribb, who arrested Long, “It was amazing how polite and well-mannered he was, and then he turned into a vicious animal. Jail guards pulled him off of me.” (Fox News 2019)

A theory about Long had been put forth, that these enormously angry tantrums were the result of a bad motorcycle accident he suffered while in the Army. He was diagnosed with a traumatic brain injury, which was considered a potential reason for his angry and often violent outbursts as well as his increased sex drive. Apparently, even while in a body cast, he would masturbate several times a day to try to relieve himself.

Long had suffered more than one head trauma during his life. The first happened when he was just five and fell off a swing. He was also bullied a great deal as a young boy because he had Klinefelter syndrome—an extra X chromosome—and developed breasts.

I did wonder why he was only prosecuted for two of the murders he had confessed to, so I sent my question to his defense attorney, I. Mark Rubin. This is the information he sent back to me:


	There is no statute of limitations on first degree murder, so the prosecutor “saves” some charges just in case they lose the primary case. If they do, then they have fallback cases to charge.



	Prosecuting a murder case is expensive. Once you get a death penalty conviction, how many more prosecutions are necessary?





- I. Mark Rubin, Esq.

Thank you, attorney Rubin, for the enlightening information! He also was the one who informed me that Bobby Joe Long actually confessed to eleven victims.

When I research and write true crime, it is so important to me that I get the facts straight. Sgt. Joe Friday from one of my favorite TV shows, Dragnet, was attributed with saying, “Just the facts, ma’am.” So many people know that phrase, but gosh darn it, no, he never said it. My heart broke when I discovered that bit of information, but I still love ya’, Joe. The phrase was used in a radio satire of the show in 1953 by Stan Freberg.

I did not want to copy mistakes, make incorrect assumptions, or simply repeat the same information sitting out there in the ether without being able to verify what I was finding. I did my utmost to talk with law enforcement, attorneys, and the killers themselves when I could, to get the information I am sharing with you here.

Bobby Joe Long, at the age of sixty-five, was put to death by lethal injection on May 23, 2019, at the Florida State Prison in Starke. Officials there with him asked if he wanted to make a final statement, but he said, “no.” He also never opened his eyes and, therefore, could not see who had come to witness his execution.

Lisa McVey was there, wearing a T-shirt with his name “Long” on the front and “Overdue. Long Overdue” on the back.

I admired that!

That is someone standing up for herself, recognizing she had survived one of the monsters, and did so with absolute class.

In a statement, Lisa said: “Bobby Joe Long, thank you. Thank you for choosing me instead of another seventeen-year-old little girl. The reason why I say ‘thank you’ now is because I have forgiven you for what you have done to me. Had I not forgiven you, I might as well be in my own prison, without walls. God has shown me the only way to really be free when someone bestows injustice against you is complete forgiveness. My life changed forever, and for the better. I chose not to remain a victim; I chose to live.”
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It was like going on a fabulous, dark treasure hunt while I did research for this book. Each time I was able to verify facts or unearth new information, I was excited. It is one of the reasons why I enjoy this genre. Which brings me to a truly horrific monster named Oscar Ray Bolin Jr. and a conversation that took place in the jail at the Tampa courthouse in the early 1990s.

Deputy Ammons, as part of her job with the Pasco County Sheriff’s Department, would sometimes be required to wait with prisoners. This was the case with Oscar Ray. Her conversation with him is what started me on the path I took with this book. Most information you come across about serial killers has to do with their crimes, the horrors they inflicted on others. But little has been written about them after their convictions are finalized and the cell doors close behind them, or even while waiting for their trials.

While high-risk prisoners, like Oscar Ray, were being housed in the county jail at the courthouse, a deputy would always be there with them. One morning, Deputy Ammons stayed with Oscar Ray. She remained in a chair by his cell door, and he actually sat on the floor of his cell so he could see her and converse through a narrow opening where his food trays could be pushed through.

And…they talked about trucks. Trucks!

The two of them, on opposite sides of the law, talked about trucks. Deputy Ammons, prior to joining the force, operated large trucks on construction sites. Oscar had driven them for a carnival he worked for. Their common interest became the topic of their conversation.

I found it engrossing, not only because it was something both had enjoyed prior to meeting under these conditions, but also how he got down on the floor to be able to talk with her about it. I felt like I was hearing an actual story about the interaction between two people and not reading some warmed-over version of it on the internet.

Oscar was an attractive man, almost angelic looking, who, until the day he was put to death in 2016 for murdering three women in Tampa, Florida, swore he was innocent.

This was his comment to Fox 13 news: “My conscience is clear,” he told the TV station. “I’m at peace with myself. It is my release. My punishment’s over. After 28 years of this, being in this box for 28 years, it’s a release. My punishment’s over. They can’t hurt me no more.”

It is interesting to note that, while on trial, Bolin married Rosalie Martinez, who was a paralegal at the Hillsborough Public Defender’s office assigned as one of his case workers. Rosalie had been married when she met Bolin. Her husband was a prominent attorney in Tampa, Florida, and they had four daughters together. She divorced him and married Bolin on live television in 1996. Twelve million viewers tuned in to watch their nuptials on ABC’s show, 20/20.

When he was brought into the death chamber and strapped onto the gurney before receiving a lethal injection, officials asked him if he had any last words.

“No, sir,” he said.

Bolin was pronounced dead at the state prison in Starke, 10:16 p.m., January 7, 2016.
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I admire the work Deputy Ammons did and can only marvel and imagine what it must have been like to spend time with these people. All three of those killers have their exploits and deaths inscribed in the lore of those who follow serial killers.


Chapter Two—What I Asked Them



The deeds of serial killers—or, as I will refer to them frequently in the book, SKs—are extremely well-documented. For many, they have had numerous books, articles, documentaries, podcasts, video games, and even movies made about them and their horrendous crimes. The unique and frequently under-documented aspect of their lives—after their incarcerations start—rarely surfaces. It is this time of their lives that interested me the most and prompted the research and writing of this book.

Their crimes tend to overshadow who the person is or was. Frequently, nothing is revealed about them other than their actions, but this is certainly understandable. Once the cell doors close, most are forgotten, but many become some sort of near-deity to people who just cannot get enough of serial killers. The time starts to pile up, and the murderer, once actively killing, now incarcerated, grows and changes, and it can be quite the journey to talk to them about who they are now.

Many of us just cannot grasp the enormity of their crimes, especially because of the massive pain, suffering, and death so many of them inflicted on animals and human beings.

During the interviews, one of the things I asked them was how they would like to be remembered. This truly took many of them by surprise, as they are generally asked about their lives when they were killing—the gorier the details, the better. That time in their lives is usually over once the cell door closes and locks; however, as human beings, they are still evolving, growing, changing, as any person would. That is what I wanted to explore, and I appreciate these inmates for providing me with such powerful, personal responses.

I wrote that the part of their lives when they were actively killing was usually over because there are several documented instances where some of them continued to kill human beings even after they were incarcerated. A good example of this is Jaime Osuna, a serial killer in Southern California, who, after being incarcerated, beheaded his cellmate and made jewelry from parts of his body. In Florida, 2008, an inmate named James Robertson beat his cellmate, Frank Hart, to death because he wanted to get on death row.

He succeeded.
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Dennis Rader sent me several things during our correspondence, including a photo of himself wearing a red jumpsuit, sandals, a belly chain with handcuffs, and ankle chains. He had just arrived at the prison in El Dorado, Kansas, on August 15, 2005, where he would spend the rest of his life. On the right side of the photo, he wrote this note to me: “The Long Walk Has Begun!”

In his case, that was the absolute truth. Upon arrival, Dennis was placed into segregation (restricted housing) and has been there ever since.

After their incarcerations begin, what happens to the monsters inside that allowed them to kill so many people, often in unbelievably horrifying ways? Some of those I interviewed were confused at first when I did not want them to talk about who they killed, how they killed, and how much fun it was for them. Once they realized I wanted to have a real conversation, find out who they are now, their demeanors changed. What we talked about meant something to them and most likely was not a conversation they were used to having with anyone. It was incredibly clear to me, during many of these talks, how lonely and desperate to have a conversation with someone…anyone other than another inmate or prison official…they were.

I could totally understand. Frequently, while working on this book, friends of mine would tell me they did not think they could survive being in prison. That I get as well.

Think about that for a moment. How do you think you might do?

I toss this out there, just as a question of interest, and not a challenge.

One inmate confided in me during a conversation we had on the phone that, outside of the prison officials, other inmates, and a couple of his children, I was the only other person he had talked with in twenty-one years.

It is difficult to get a person to understand what it means to go to prison for life or sit on death row until they come for you. Before they commit crimes demanding that kind of punishment—I support programs that show how to educate people before they cross that line of no return. Who better to teach these concepts than those who will die in prison.

This concept became the subject of conversations I had with several of the inmates I spoke with because I was truly interested in what they had to say about that issue.

The Scared Straight (documentary produced in 1978 that showed prisoners who had been incarcerated for life berating juvenile delinquents in an effort to scare them away from further crime and ending up where they are) was a good start. Using that idea to introduce some of these people who may be on the brink of disaster to someone in prison for life, or sitting on death row, could be a good thing. Not all serial killers are psychotic, deranged individuals, or sociopaths who are way out of control and have absolutely no moral compass to rely on. Their reasons for killing might have been influenced by something else entirely.

A movie came out in 1995 that shook a lot of people up. Dead Man Walking, directed by Tim Robbins, starred Sean Penn and Susan Sarandon. The movie was about the last few days in the life of a man sentenced to death. It was gritty and terrifying. I have always wondered if that film helped make a few people who were determined to hurt or kill someone rethink things. Stranger things have happened. I would like to believe those who can be helped get the help.

My reasons for saying that are because some of the inmates whom I corresponded and spoke with said the same sort of thing. They knew when something was wrong. They needed help but didn’t know how to get it. Rodney Bixler tried to get help with his dark thoughts when he was very young, but his mother refused. That is what he explained to me when we spoke.

Rodney is incarcerated in Kentucky for strangling three women in 2000 and was suspected of drowning a thirteen-year-old girl.

Todd Kohlhepp, sentenced to life in South Carolina for killing seven people between 2003 and 2016, was referred to as “a devil on a chain” by one of his neighbors when he was just fifteen years old. He had done several things that indicated he was disturbed and angry. Todd threatened to kill his mother, hit other children, poured bleach into a goldfish bowl, along with other incidents. He even once locked a boy in a dog cage, then rolled him around. Eventually, the “devil on a chain” raped a fourteen-year-old girl who lived near him, and he was subsequently sent to prison for fifteen years.

I found this quote about Todd particularly interesting: “He just rebelled against everything. I personally think Kohlhepp was salvageable. He could have been saved,” John Douglas, retired FBI criminal profiler, said.

Todd explained to me: “My childhood didn’t make me do anything, but it did guide my views on everything. I think I could have gone down a totally nonviolent path if someone in my family or those that watched it all happen, from teachers to neighbors, had said enough. Prison saved me as a kid.”

To be clear, although the focus of this book is the current lives of those I interviewed, I have included some backstory on each of them so readers will understand who they are, why they are classified as serial or rampage killers, and why they are either spending life in prison or sitting on death row.

For many of them, like Rodney Bixler, as they went through the questions with me, it was interesting how they talked a small amount about their crimes but went out of their way to say they felt they were very different people now.

Dennis Rader, perhaps, said it the best, explaining to me that he didn’t feel like the monster he was when he was killing. Whoever that person was is gone.

Rader and I speak each Saturday afternoon, and I did ask him, if he knew where this entity had gone that forced or caused him to kill. He told me, he did not know, and although he does see many strange demon-like creatures in his cell with him, he does not know where “Batter”, one of the names he has for this creature, went.

This was my original list:

Interview Questions


	Some people, when arrested, stated they were glad they were caught.

  
  	Were you thankful you were caught?

    
    	If yes, can you tell me why?

    

    

  

  



	Do you consider yourself a violent or evil person?



	How do you deal with those people expressing amorous interests or fans of the crimes you were charged with?



	If you were released from prison today, what would you do with your life?

  
  	Write?

  

  	Give speeches/talks about your experiences?

  

  	Live quietly away from people?

  

  	Resume killing?

  

  



	Do you miss killing?



	How do you spend your time?

  
  	Are you working on a degree, or a skill (i.e. writing/painting/mechanical)?

  

  



	What about being incarcerated do you dislike the most?

  
  	Are there things there you appreciate or even enjoy?

  

  



	The unique personality you have must make living such a confined life very difficult.

  
  	Have you received help with managing your dark thoughts?

  

  	How do you handle feelings of rage now if you experience any?

  

  



	When you pass, how will you want people to remember you?

  
  	What would you have on your headstone if you have one?

  

  	Do you fear your own death?

  

  



	If you could bring back any of the people you killed, would you?



	Do you feel any remorse for the crimes you committed?



	Is there anything you would want people to understand about you the most?



	Do you have anything else you would like to talk about that was not included with these questions?





My note to those receiving the questionnaire: These questions are suggestions only. If you want to answer any of them, it is your choice which ones you choose from this list or prepare your own.

That question, number nine, turned out to be a crucial one while I interviewed these people. It seemed to evoke an interesting response. Because of their reaction to that question, I shortened my list significantly:


	How will you want people to remember you?

  
  	What would be written on your headstone if you have one?

  

  	Do you fear your own death?

  

  



	Several inmates have talked about odd requests from people looking for “murderabilia”—Items associated with a murderer, regarded as collectibles. Can you describe any requests you have had?



	Do you consider yourself a violent or evil person?



	How do you deal with those people expressing amorous interests or fans of the crimes you were charged with?



	How do you spend your time now?

  
  	Are you working on a degree or a skill (i.e. writing/painting/mechanical)?

  

  



	If you relive the crimes you committed, does that bring you comfort or pain now?



	Is there anything you would want people to understand about you the most?



	Do you have anything else you would like to talk about that was not included with these questions?





For some correspondences, I asked only the questions in bold to keep some interviews focused and on track with the overall theme of this book. As you get further into the book and see the responses I got from these people, you might find it interesting to look at what they said and then look at what put them in prison. There were some interesting juxtapositions there.

The question about murderabilia also provided some strange—and I do mean strange—responses. Some of the things these prisoners are asked to send to their “fans,” or collectors, are a bizarre, weirdo universe unto itself, which is why I devoted an entire chapter to the subject. When you get to that section of the book, have your credit card handy, in case you want to go do some shopping.


Chapter Three—Fascination



I would imagine anyone reading this book has at least one friend or more who is absolutely fascinated by serial killers. Perhaps you are as well. They are interesting, but why? Is it because of their violence, depravity, and strange behavior?

That statement is rather disturbing in and of itself. Would you want to be friends with anyone who might resemble that remark? I know quite a few of them, actually—pillars of the community, hardworking, extremely decent folks who are as hooked on true crime shows and books as I am, especially when the subject is serial killers.

Amazing how almost anyone we know can talk about a serial killer and their crimes, with accurate details, no less. So, the fascination is there with a whole lot of citizens. I’ve known people who, just chatting over a casual dinner, if the subject oddly drifts to serial killers, you can see the pulse pick up in their neck, and their words start to tumble out at an amazing rate of speed.

“Did you know so-and-so serial killer was an Aquarius?”

“Well, gosh, no, I didn’t. Isn’t that fascinating?”

“Oh my God, did you read about what she did in Arizona?”

“Wait, how many people did he kill?”

“I heard she likes the color black!”

Oh my…and on and on.

The energy of everyone involved in the conversation ramps up, and for the next hour or more, until people would physically get tired from talking, their knowledge on the subject could dominate everything. Absolutely fascinates me, the subject and the people who are fascinated by it. It sort of reminds me of people who are utterly captivated by sharks. They can’t really tell you why, but they never fail to watch Shark Week each and every year and even have favorite episodes.

Serial killers are so popular that interest in them spills over into movies, video games, and books with fictional stories. TV shows like Dexter, Criminal Minds, and Mindhunter. Feature films have captured the public’s desire to see incredibly scary, gory movies like Se7en, Psycho, and Silence of the Lambs.

Hollywood has certainly capitalized on the fascination people have with serial or rampage killers by humanizing them. The main criticism of how the industry portrays these murderers is that they are too frequently beautified. This article, posted June 14, 2019 by Julia Swerdin, editor for Horizon Online, summed up the argument this way:

Sympathy for Serial Killers: A Hollywood Epidemic

Not only are the murderers humanized, but they are even glorified. The characters are often well-liked, charismatic, and flirtatious—that is when they are not off killing people. While we still recognize these people as killers, we fail to truly remember their disgusting pasts. Instead, we now feel a sense of pity for them, excusing their crimes for their mental illness or troubling childhood. OnThe Assassination of Gianni Versace, each episode reveals a bit more of killer Andrew Cunanan’s sad childhood.

By the end of the series, I regret to admit that I felt sorry for him. I began to justify his crimes and rationalize the thought process of each of his murders. But this man who killed five innocent people does not deserve my pity, let alone the pity of an audience of millions. Freshman Rachel Belmont agrees stating, “Crime TV usually victimizes the killer and doesn’t give enough attention to the actual victims. It’s disturbing but really interesting to watch.

The article continued further on with this information from Dr. Iris Ackerman, a clinical social worker.

People are powerfully drawn to view and understand the gruesome and unconscionable side of human nature. Serial killers become the popular subject of media coverage, which elevates them to a kind of celebrity, monster, or psychopath. People are also very intrigued by trying to understand what in their backgrounds contributed to the making of such killers who often present like normal people who can be quite charismatic.”

Clearly, Hollywood has a particular affinity with the estranged, something many of us have in common. The portrayal of serial killers on television and in movies has led us to believe that these people are somewhat relatable, empathetic, and sorrowful. In reality, they are less than human, monstrous wretches who deserve no pity, no glory, and no fame.

The Silence of the Lambs had such a strong impact on the viewing public, it won Oscars in 1991 for best actor, best picture, best actress, best director, and best adapted screenplay. There had not been another film that had earned the “big five” of awards at this event since the movie, It Happened One Night, won those same accolades in 1935.

People were captivated with the movie and its story of the relatively inexperienced and somewhat fragile Clarice, an FBI trainee, who was able to track down an infamous serial killer after deciphering the odd clues given to her by another notorious murderer, Hannibal Lector. Nicknamed “Hannibal the Cannibal” in the film, Lector had already been caught and was imprisoned for gruesome crimes, like eating his victims. This gruesome act is something quite a few actual serial killers have done, including Jeffrey Dahmer (the Milwaukee Cannibal), Tamara Samsonova (the Granny Ripper, located in Russia), and Albert Fish (the Grey Man, the Brooklyn Vampire, or Moon Maniac) among others.

Jeffrey Dahmer was beaten to death by another inmate, Christopher Scarver, in 1994, at the Columbia Correctional Institute in Portage, Wisconsin. He had admitted to killing seventeen men and boys and consuming parts of their bodies. Dahmer died enroute to the hospital and, when he was sent for autopsy, still had his leg shackles on.

“Such was the fear of this man that chains were on the feet, even post-mortem,” said Dr. Robert Huntington III, a forensic pathologist at the University of Wisconsin who performed the autopsy.

Tamara Samsonova (St. Petersburg, Russia) got away with murdering her tenants—eventually confessing to eleven of them—and dismembering the bodies to make them easier to dispose of. When she was finally arrested, although not corroborated in the press, there was talk she ate parts of them, and Samsonova was said to enjoy gouging out their lungs, that those were her favorite. She was born February 5, 1947, and along with being called “The Granny Ripper,” was nicknamed “Baba Yaga” (witch from Slavic folklore) in the press.

Hamilton Howard Albert Fish claimed to have murdered as many as one hundred people and abused, killed, and/or ate children in every US state. In 1928, he convinced the parents of a young girl named Grace Budd to let her go with him to a party for his niece; however, that was a lie. He took her to his apartment, where he tortured, killed, then ate her. Fish was put to death by electrocution in 1936 at the Sing Sing Correctional Facility in New York.
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In the story, The Silence of the Lambs, the serial killer Clarice helped to find was a terrifying character nicknamed Buffalo Bill, who slaughtered women to harvest their skin and make himself a “woman’s suit.” He really thought he should be a woman but had been turned down for sex reassignment.

This creepy purpose was certainly reminiscent of the horrible crimes of Ed Gein. A native of La Crosse County, Wisconsin, Gein killed women and dug up others from the local graveyard to harvest enough skin to make his own woman’s suit, along with other gruesome trophies, like turning skulls into cereal bowls, chair seats made from human skin, and a belt made from nipples, along with other items. His goal was to wear the suit when he was done and become his dead mother, Augusta Wilhelmine Gein, who was without question a huge, overbearing influence in his life.

Gein was found to be legally insane when he was finally stopped by police and then remanded to the Mendota Mental Health Institute, a psychiatric hospital in Madison, Wisconsin. He died in that hospital on July 26, 1984, at the age of seventy-seven. Gein was buried near his family in Wisconsin; however, his actual grave is unmarked. His horrific crimes were used as the basis for other movies, like Psycho (1960), The Texas Chain Saw Massacre (1974), and Deranged: Confessions of a Necrophile (1974).

The relationship between notorious serial killer Ted Bundy and FBI profiler John Douglas was also used in the research for The Silence of the Lambs. Douglas joined the Federal Bureau of Investigation in 1970 and began his career there as a hostage negotiator. In 1976, he transferred to the Behavioral Science Unit (BSU) at the main FBI offices in Quantico, Virginia. His job was to teach courses in criminal psychology; however, he felt the curriculum was lacking.

He teamed up with Robert Ressler, another agent who frequently is credited with coining the term “serial killer,” and together they started to interview some of the most prolific killers incarcerated. The work they completed was pivotal in beginning to understand the mindset of these people and essential to establishing ViCAP (the Violent Criminal Apprehension Program), which is a large repository of major crime cases in the United States.

At first, these two agents were ridiculed for what they were trying to do. Over time, their work became truly instrumental in helping to identify and then capture some of the worst murderers out there.

Some of the killers they interviewed:


	Jerry Brudos (The Shoe Fetish Slayer)



	John Wayne Gacy (The Killer Clown)



	Dennis “BTK” Rader (Bind, Torture, Kill)



	Donald Harvey (The Angel of Death—a hospital orderly who killed thirty-seven patients to “ease their pain”)



	Ted Bundy (Lady Killer, The Campus Killer)



	Gary Ridgway (The Green River Killer)



	Richard Speck (Birdman)



	Gary Heidnik (Bishop Heidnik)



	Wayne Williams (Atlanta Child Murderer)



	Edmund Kemper (The Co-ed Killer)





The interviews with Bundy were crucial to developing their theory about profiling and how it could be used as a tool by law enforcement to help identify and then capture killers based on their personality, habits, and how the crimes were committed. Although certainly not the first serial killer in the United States, Bundy could ostensibly be considered the most famous. Almost everyone knows about him, especially after he was captured, and people learned more about Bundy as his fanbase grew. One of the things he managed to do was escape from the jails more than once, adding to his bigger-than-life personality and startling charisma.

Bundy’s cockiness and arrogant behavior garnered him a lot of fans. He was the first serial killer in the United States to become famous for who and what he was and opted to represent himself in court. He had been a law student before he was finally captured and convinced himself he was an awesome attorney. Sadly, he was not able to convince anyone else of that and was sentenced to death at the end of his trial.

In his book, The Devil’s Defender, John Henry Browne, one of the many attorneys Bundy worked with, described Ted’s decision to get up on the stand and testify as a fatally narcissistic miscalculation.

“Ted believed he could lie his way out of anything and could charm the judge,” writes Browne. “He was wrong.”

Bundy murdered women across the United States, often by pretending he was hurt and getting them to trust and help him. Usually, it was to load something in his car, his famous 1968 tan-colored Volkswagen bug.He was so articulate and charming, luring them to his car became easy.

As soon as they were close enough, he forced them inside, usually by bludgeoning them first, and then drove off. As his methodology improved, he eventually yanked the front passenger seat out so his victims could be handcuffed to the exposed frame on the floor, and he removed the door handle so they could not escape.

Some of their bodies were found. Many were not.

Authorities accused Bundy of murdering as many as thirty women between 1974 and 1978, although that actual number is assumed to be quite a bit higher. He was found guilty in Florida, 1978, of raping and killing a twelve-year-old girl and was consequently sentenced to death. Bundy spent the next ten years on death row and was finally electrocuted in a chair nicknamed “Old Sparky” on January 24, 1989, at Starke Prison in Florida.

Just before he was killed, he told his attorney, Jim Coleman, and Methodist minister, Fred Lawrence, “Jim and Fred, I’d like you to give my love to my family and friends.”
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Serial killers, with all their frightening deeds, have been around for thousands of years. They are not a modern-day phenomenon at all. I do believe that part of the fascination people have for these murderers is because of the way the media has portrayed them. Even Jack the Ripper had his followers back in the day, made famous by the articles about him that would appear in the papers. I found it so fascinating that in the 1880s, in London, people paid to be able to stand in the rooms where Jack the Ripper murdered his victims.

It has been stated, those of us humans who don’t become serial killers are astounded by the fact some of us like to kill people for recreation. That, in a nutshell, sets up the boundaries between “us and them” but still does not explain why we are so enamored with them.

While writing this book, I mentioned the topic of it to a whole lot of people—friends, my pool guy, people I know on Facebook
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