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Prologue

"You expect to break me? Impossible! You broke me years ago. You killed me years ago. . . .

Charles Manson
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Charles Manson

When you hear the name Charles Manson, depending on your age will determine on what you remember most about him. For those of us who were alive during the infamous murder spree you will remember the man that was plastered all over the local news. 

You will remember the antics he played in the courtroom during his trial and the Swastika he etched on his forehead. 

You will remember his followers, also known as “The Manson Family” that did his bidding for him. You may have sat back and wondered how one man could have so much control over so many people. 

You will remember how they sat outside the courthouse in support of the man inside the courtroom known as Charlie. 

If you were born after 1970 then Charles Manson is just a figment of the past. He has become a fading news story about a maniac who led a group of people to kill so many innocent people in the area surrounding Los Angeles.  

There are so many stories about Charles Manson and his family that sometimes the facts get lost in the mix of fantasy. And horror intermingles with Hollywood. 

So, our question now is... “Just who was this Charles Manson”? 

Both the LAPD and the Los Angeles Sheriff's Office started to dig through the rubble of his heavily documented dysfunctional and criminal life of over 36 years. 

As the horrifying information came in about him, it was no surprise that he was in trouble. If ever a kid had a miserable start in life Charles Manson was it. 

From violence in reform schools to a dysfunctional home life, he never had a chance to be anything more than what he had become. 

In today’s society we have programs and organizations in place to help the dysfunctional Charles Mansons of the world. 

Today we try to help children that show any forms of behavioral issues and even assist the parents in their home environment. 

Some may wonder if Charles Manson was born just 20 years later would he still have turned out the way that he had. Some say no, believing that we could have saved this young man from the horrors of the world that he lived in. While others feel that he had no chance in life, that he was programed by circumstances and misfortune to travel the road in life that he did. 

But no matter what we believe now, we do know that Charles Manson did not stand a chance from the day he was born. And unfortunately neither did his victims when he set his mind to killing. 

Chapter One

A Miserable Start in Life
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Little Charles Manson 

Charles was an illegitimate and unplanned child, he was born in Cincinnati General Hospital, in Cincinnati, Ohio, On November 12th, 1934 to Kathleen Maddox, a promiscuous sixteen-year-old who drank too much and got into a lot of trouble. Manson was first called "no name Maddox." Within weeks, he was Charles Milles Maddox.

Charles was a somewhat normal baby. Some people who knew Charles when he was an infant have said that he was a little bit slower on some of his development stages. Looking back now some believe that Charlie may have been mentally affected by his mother’s excessive drinking while she was pregnant for him. 

Unfortunately Charlie never knew his birth father, "Colonel Scott," a 24-year-old transient laborer from Ashland, Kentucky. It was believed that he was working on a dam near Cincinnati. And upon hearing that Kathleen was pregnant, made a quick exit to avoid any responsibilities that came with fatherhood.

Several statements in Manson's 1951 case file from the seven months he would later spend at the National Training School for Boys in Washington, D.C., allude to the possibility that "Colonel Scott" was African American. Even though the files include the first two sentences of his family background section, which read: “Father: unknown.” 

Charles father is alleged to have been a colored cook by the name of Scott, with whom the boy's mother had a brief affair with at the time of her pregnancy. Later during his trial in 1971, attorney Vincent Bugliosi asked about these official records, Manson emphatically denied that his biological father had African American ancestry.

Then finally in 1937 Kathleen filed suit against Colonel Scott of Ashland, KY, for child support, which she was awarded $5.00 a month in child support. This turned out to be nothing more than a waste of time as she never received any money from him. 

On December 30th, 1954 Colonel Scott died of cirrhosis of the liver at age 44. Charles had two brothers from the marriage of Colonel Scott and his wife Dorothy that he had never had a chance to meet.

Charlie’s mother was briefly married to a man named William Manson who gave his name to young Charles. Even though Manson could barely remember him, this is the man he considered to be his father.

Manson commented later in life about his memories of William Manson, "You know, it's one of those divorce trips where you see a guy walk by and he's your father and you really don't - you know, I remember his boots.. And I remember him when he went to the war. I remember when he - his uniform, but I don't remember what he really looked like."

Charles Manson describes the Maddox family in Nuel Emmons' book Manson in His Own Words:

Kathleen was the youngest of three children from the marriage of Nancy and Charles Maddox. 

Her parents loved her and meant well by her, but they were fanatical in their religious beliefs, especially her Grandma who dominated the household. She was stern and unwavering in her interpretation of God's Will, and demanded that those within her home abide by her view of God's wishes.

My grandfather worked for the B&O Railroad. He worked long hard hours, a dedicated slave to the company and his bosses...He was not the disciplinarian Grandma was...If he tried to comfort Mom with a display of affection, such as a pat on the knee or an arm around her shoulder, Grandma was quick to insinuate he was vulgar.

For Mom, life was filled with a never-ending list of denials. From awakening in the morning until going to bed at night it was, "No Kathleen, that dress is too short. Braid your hair; don't comb it like some hussy. Come directly home from school; don't let me catch you talking to any boys. No, you can't go to the school dance; we are going to church..." In 1933, at age fifteen, my mother ran away from home.

Most writers have portrayed Manson’s mother Kathleen as a teenage whore. Some close to her say that in her desperate search for acceptance she may have fallen in love too easily and too often, and with the wrong type of man, but a whore at that time? No. In later years, because of hard knocks and tough times, she may have sold her body some.

A story Manson often told later in life described the lack of care his mother showed him. "Mom was in a café one afternoon with me on her lap. The waitress, a would-be mother without a child of her own, jokingly told my Mom she'd buy me from her. Mom replied, “A pitcher of beer and he's yours." The waitress set up the beer; Mom stuck around long enough to finish it off and left the place without me. Several days later my uncle had to search the town for the waitress and take me home." 

This story has been said to be just a family story handed down and jokingly said to over exaggerate the actions of Manson’s mother. And obviously Manson was too young to remember the situation so he was just relaying the story that he had heard over the years.  

While others who knew the family says that it is a true story. But everyone is in agreement that Charlie was too young to remember the incident and his version is only what he had heard from others. 

Kathleen was the kind of mother that children are taken away from and placed in foster homes. Her family has said that she had a habit of disappearing for days and weeks at a time, leaving Charlie with his grandmother or his aunt. 

When Charlie was just six-years-old, his mother, and Uncle Luther were sent to Moundsville State Prison for five years, for holding up a gas station. 

Initially Charlie stayed with strict religious grandparents and obeyed their rigid lifestyle to try and gain their approval. 

Before too long Charlie got sent off to live with his aunt and uncle in McMechen, West Virginia.

The aunt was very religious and strict in comparison to his mother's permissiveness. 

Charlie said years later that his cruel Uncle Bill, who thought he was a sissy; sent him dressed as a girl on his first day of school to teach him how to fight. 

According to Charlie, his aunt and uncle had "marital difficulty until they became interested in religion and became very extreme." 

Charlie grew to like it there and was welcome to stay. 

In 1942, when his mother got out of prison, she took her eight year old son back—for the moment anyway as she was not responsible enough to take care of him, preferring her life of promiscuity and hard drinking to any kind of normal lifestyle as a mother. Charlie's life with his mother was unstable. She was sexually active with men and women in his presence. 

The men were introduced to him as "uncles." His mother was always in trouble, and broke, she ran from Indiana, through Kentucky, to Ohio, and West Virginia. There was no continuity in his life: Staying in trashy, run-down hotel rooms without money for food or necessities. Charlie rarely ever attended school and dropped out when he was only nine years old. 

Years later Charlie would describe the life living with his mother. "When I was twelve, my mom’s current lover brought things to a head. Unlike Mom’s usual two or three-day romances, this guy had been around for a few weeks. One night I was awakened by the sound of their booze-leadened voices arguing.

"The words I remember most were his: 'I’m telling you, I’m moving on. You and I could make it just fine, but I can’t stand that sneaky kid of yours.'

"And then Mom’s voice: 'Don’t leave, be patient. I love you and we’ll work something out.'

"Poor Mom, we’d long ago worn out our welcome with the relatives and friends who were willing to keep me for any length of time.

"I’d become spoiled and was accustomed to doing pretty much as I pleased. I’d been tried in a couple of foster homes but I just wasn’t the image those parents felt like being responsible for.

"A few days after I’d overheard the argument, my mom and I were standing in front of a judge. My mother, in one of her finer performances, was pleading hardship. She told the judge what a struggle life was and that she was unable to afford a proper home for me.

"The judge said: 'Until there is capable earning power by the mother and a decent stable home for Charles to return to, I am making him a ward of the court and placing him in a boys’ home.'

"At that moment, the words didn’t mean anything to me. I was angry at Mom and didn’t want to live with her and her friend. I wasn’t depressed or disturbed. The shock was still a day away.

"The court placed me in a religious-oriented school, the Gibault Home for Boys in Terre Haute, Indiana. I felt all right while being registered in the school office, but when all the papers were completed things started going wacky in my head and stomach. By the time I was escorted to the dormitory I would live in for the next ten months, I felt sick. I couldn’t breathe. Tears ran down my cheeks, my legs were so rubbery I could hardly walk. Some invisible force was crushing my chest and stealing my life away from me. I loved my mother! I wanted her!

'Why, Mom? Why is it this way? Come and get me, just let me live with you. I won’t be in your way!'

"I was lonely, lonelier than I had ever been in my life. I have never felt that lonely since. I wasn’t angry at her anymore. I just wanted to be with her, live with her, under any conditions. Not in some school locked away from everything."

Upon her 1942 parole, Kathleen retrieved her son and lived with him in run-down hotel rooms. Manson himself later characterized her physical embrace of him on the day she returned from prison as his sole happy childhood memory.

John Gilmore in his insightful book called The Garbage People describes how Charlie adapted to this life of emptiness and violence.

He kept to himself. Though friendless, his young mind bypassed the loneliness of his surroundings. He watched, listened, pretended his imaginative resources knew no limit. And he began to steal, as if to hold onto something that continually flew away. 

There was a consistency and permanency to the habit of stealing and it became easier. With everything transient, the thefts and goods he carried with him offered a sense of stability, a kind of reward. An object owned gave identity to an owner, an identity that had yet to be acknowledged.

When Charlie was nine, he was caught stealing and sent to reform school and then later when he was twelve, he was caught stealing again and sent to the Gibault School for Boys in Terre Haute, Indiana, in 1947. 

His mother promised to visit often and bring him back home soon but she didn’t return. Some close to the family felt that this may be the turning point for young Charlie. That maybe he will learn his lesson and when released, turn his life around. But instead Charlie ran away just ten months later and tried to return to his mother who didn't want him.

By committing burglary of a grocery store, Manson obtained cash that enabled him to rent a room. A string of burglaries of other stores, including one from which he stole a bicycle, ended when he was caught in the act. 

He was sent to an Indianapolis juvenile center his second day there; he stole wire cutters from the maintenance man and freed over 30 boys. 

He escaped and tried to drive a stolen car, but he was too small to see over the steering wheel. He was apprehended within hours of the escape. His mother appeared in juvenile court stating she wouldn't take him. He didn't contact his mother again until he was an adult. 

When Charlie was captured and went back before the judge. The compassionate judge was sympathetic to the plight of this pathetically neglected child. 

Believing Charlie was Catholic the judge sent him to Father Flanagan's Boys Town.

Chapter Two

Teenage Years of Rage
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Teen aged Charles Manson

Unfortunately, after life on the run, Charlie didn't adjust well to the structure of institutional life. He was accustomed to life free from authority, schedules, responsibilities, rules, and discipline. Four days after his arrival at Boys Town, he ran with off with another juvenile offender, Blackie Nelson, in a stolen car (they wrecked.) They moved in with Blackie's uncle, a disabled World War II veteran (and thief) who had them commit armed robberies and burglaries in exchange for room and board. The pair committed two armed robberies on their way to the home of the other boy's uncle. Charlie and Blackie were arrested committing their third burglary as they climbed through skylights to break in.

A few more episodes like that landed Charlie, in 1948 at the age of 13, in the Indiana School for Boys in Plainfield for three years. Charlie later claimed that because he small for his age, he was raped and bullied by residents and sadistic employees. Many on staff were child abusers, and molesters. There were guards that masturbated while watching the boys forcibly sodomize each other. 

He also claimed that almost immediately upon his arrival he was led into a cabin, with a supervisor and four inmates. There he was forced to pull his pants down. He was held down on a bench by four inmates; while supervisor, A. B. Clark, beat him bloody using a 3 foot long, ¼ inch thick, and 4 inch wide leather strap (drilled with holes) and a wooden handle. During the beating, a boy holding him down whispered to him not to be tough but to cry. Because Clark couldn't climax until the victim cried." After a few more lashings, Charlie screamed but the blows continued.

He also said that during his stay reformatory guards constantly rode him. They would find a fault or violation in anything he did. He was repeatedly raped by gangs of larger, stronger inmates. One night as an act of vengeance for a brutal gang rape, Charlie beat one of the perpetrators, as he slept, with an iron window tool nearly killing him. Charlie placed the bloody weapon under the bed of another one of his rapists; successfully implicating him in the attack. 

Some who came to know Charlie would comment on how he was able to hold in anger then release it all in one giant episode. But his teachers described him as having trust in no one and "did good work only for those from whom he figured he could obtain something." 

Charlie committed armed robberies during his eighteen escapes over three years. In February 1951, when he was sixteen, he escaped with two inmates his age. They got
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