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"Mr. and Mrs. America—you are wrong. I am not the King of the Jews nor am I a hippie cult leader. I am what you have made me and the mad dog, devil, killer, fiend, leper is a reflection of your society. Whatever the outcome of this madness that you call a fair trial or Christian justice, you can know this: In my mind's eye my thoughts light fires in your cities."

—Charles Manson's statement after his conviction for the Tate-LaBianca murders.
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PROLOGUE

[image: ]


On the night of August 9, 1969, one of the worst crimes in history happened in Los Angeles. Five people were brutally killed in a house at 10050 Cielo Drive. Steven Parent was shot and stabbed in his car outside. Abigail Folger and Voytek Frykowski were found on the lawn—Abigail stabbed 28 times, Voytek shot, beaten, and stabbed 51 times. Inside, Sharon Tate (eight months pregnant) and Jay Sebring were tied up and stabbed multiple times. Jay was also shot.

The next night, Leno and Rosemary LaBianca were stabbed to death in their home. "WAR" was carved into Leno’s chest, and Rosemary was stabbed 41 times. Bloody messages like "Death to Pigs" and "Healter Skelter" were left at both scenes. At first, police didn’t link the crimes.

Charles Manson, leader of the "Family" cult, denied planning the murders, blaming music for inspiring violence. His followers were convicted for these killings and two others—Gary Hinman and Donald Shea. Some believe the Manson Family was directly connected in other deaths, including those of Family member Christopher Zero and attorney Ronald Hughes, no one was ever charged.

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. 
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The newest photo of Charles Manson shows him in a casket his gray beard and the swastika tattooed into his forehead.

So, our question now is... “What happened to the Manson Family?”

We will take a look into the life of Charles Manson and the grizzly killings. We will follow the trials and the lives of each family member through interviews with family members, prison guards and even some of Manson’s former prison convicts. 

This is their story and where they are today.

PART ONE
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The Birth of a Madman
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Little Charles Manson

No monster, though, is born from nothingness. Charles Manson was a child once, and that childhood was littered with tragic moments. No one would claim that these stories are sad enough to justify what he did, but they might shed light on how monsters are formed.

Charles Manson’s mother is Ada Kathleen Maddox (Her full name was Ada Kathleen, but she is known as Kathleen as she went by her middle name)

In 1934 Kathleen Maddox couldn’t get away with dancing in her small hometown of Ashland, Kentucky, and if she as much let a boy hold her hand word always seemed to get back to her mother Nancy, a strict Christian widow. 

But Kathleen Maddox new that across the Ohio River was Ironton, Ohio, and there she could dance at a club called Ritzy Ray’s. That might have been the place she met Colonel Scott, a small-time local con artist who made his dimes collecting tolls from drivers crossing a free bridge. 

Some who knew Kathleen say that she was a promiscuous teenager who drank too much and got into a lot of trouble.

When Kathleen got pregnant in early 1934, Scott told her he’d been summoned away on military business. In fact, he was a civilian (Colonel was his given name) and a married man. 

It didn’t take Kathleen long to give up waiting for him moved on and found herself a husband, William Manson, employee of a local dry cleaner, according to the marriage license issued on August 21st, 1934.

They moved to Cincinnati Ohio where Charles was born in Cincinnati General Hospital, (now UC Medical Center) on November 12th, 1934.

When Manson was born, she didn’t even bother giving him a name. When the nurses handed her the paper, she wrote “No Name,” and to this day, his birth certificate is registered as “No Name Maddox.” But within a few weeks, she named the baby after her dead father, Charles. He was now known to the world as 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 affected by his mother’s excessive drinking while she was pregnant for him. 

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 Charlie’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.

[image: image][image: image]

[image: image]

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.

It’s long been suggested that the three lived together for a short time in Over-the-Rhine.

Over-the-Rhine is a small neighborhood in Cincinnati. Historically, Over-the-Rhine has been a working-class neighborhood. It is also believed to be the largest, most intact urban historic district in the United States.

Kathleen Manson spent her time in Cincinnati looking for fun in seedy bars—so much time, in fact, that after three years, in April 1937, William Manson filed for divorce, for ‘gross neglect of duty’ subsequently making it public that the child was not his. 

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.

William Manson died on April 15, 1961, at the age of 51. 

He is buried in the Fort Rosecrans National Cemetery I n Los Angelas California.
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His obituary read:

William was the son of William George Manson and Nellie (nee Tiffany) Manson. He served in the US Army from 11/23/1942 until 4/26/1945. At the time of enlistment he was a resident of Hamilton Ohio. He enlisted in the state of Kentucky and at the time his occupation was a machine shop worker. He was divorced with no dependents. At that time he was 68" tall and 136 pounds. William had a brief marriage to Kathleen Maddox. They had no children. William's final arrangements were done by his cousin, Mrs. Wilma M. West.

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. 

Kathleen and Charles had no choice but to move back to Ashland to live with her mother before settling in Charleston, West Virginia, to be near Kathleen’s sister’s family. 

Then finally in 1937 Kathleen filed a bastardy suit against Scott, for child support and won $5 a month in child support. She got $25 on her day in court. 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.

Some writers say that in later years, because of hard knocks and tough times, she may have turned to prostitution. Manson himself also has claimed that his mother was a prostitute. 

Unfortunately, there is no evidence that she was except Manson’s own statements, and those usually turn out to be lies. And it’s hard to believe she was a prostitute and was never arrested even once for it.

Another 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." 

When we looked into this story we discovered that 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 so many times over the years. 

While others we spoke to 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’s second cousin said that she 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. 

While Kathleen and Charlie were in Ashland Kathleen’s life didn’t get any better. 

She and her brother Luther were now in the habit of driving to Chicago, where Kathleen would flirt with men in bars and lure them out into the street so that Luther could beat them up and take their money. 

They tried to commit this crime closer to home at least once. 

This part of Manson’s younger years is not 100% clear. Some people will say that Manson’s mother was sent to prison after robbing a gas station while others claim that she was part of a scheme to rob a man with a ketchup bottle. And a third story is that she was part of a robbery of a gas station with a ketchup bottle full of salt. 

One story is that on August 1st, 1939, Kathleen and her friend Julia Vickers met Frank Martin, who took them driving around Charleston, West Virginia. At Valley Bell Dairy he bought them cheese, and spent the evening drinking. 

Kathleen said they ought to rent a room somewhere; it would cost $4.50. Martin put down three-dollar bills and a couple of quarters to show he was willing. Kathleen decided that Martin had “too much money for one man” and called her brother, Luther, to help him rob him. They picked Luther up at a gas station and went to another bar, where Vickers stayed behind. 

Back on the road, Luther told Martin to stop the car, and they got out. Luther had a ketchup bottle full of salt. He stuck it in Martin’s back and told him it was a gun. But Martin was not convinced, so Luther knocked him over the head. Brother and sister got away with the car and $27. They were arrested the next day. 

Kathleen was sentenced to five years in prison in Moundsville, West Virginia.

Initially Charlie stayed with strict religious grandparents and obeyed their rigid lifestyle to try and gain their approval. His grandmother subjected him to the fanatical religious standards, from which his mother fled.

Before too long, Charlie got sent off to live with his aunt Glenna and his uncle Bill Thomas and Cousin Jo Ann (not her real name) who was three years older than Charlie in nearby McMechen, West Virginia. They lived only a few miles from where Kathleen served her time in the West Virginia state prison.
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Manson lived in this house in McMechen, West Virginia.

The Ketchup Bottle Holdup was the point where the five-year-old Manson’s life veered from hard luck to horror. 

Based on information gathered from Manson’s sister, cousin, and childhood acquaintances, we now know that he displayed violent tendencies from early childhood in the working-class river town of McMechen, West Virginia. 

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

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

Some people have said that it started as far back as first grade. Charlie would recruit gullible classmates, mostly girls, to attack other students that he didn’t like. Afterward, he’d swear to teachers that his kid followers were just doing what they wanted – he couldn’t be held responsible for their actions. Because no one thought a six-year-old could be capable of such Machiavellian manipulation, Charlie usually got off scot-free while his disciples were punished.

But young Charlie’s nastiness wasn’t confined to conning others into doing his dirty work. Sometimes, when he felt personally insulted or slighted, he turned violent himself.

Charlie’s first cousin Jo Ann remembered a particularly telling episode.

From the outset, Charlie caused the Thomas family nothing but trouble. He lied constantly, always blamed others for anything he did that was wrong, and was so determined to be the center of attention that he’d deliberately misbehave while the grownups were around.

Even at such an early age, he was fascinated by guns and, especially, knives or any other sharp implements. One afternoon when Charlie was seven, Jo Ann recalled, her parents went out for the afternoon and instructed her to change the bed linens and watch over Charlie. 

There was no question of Charlie helping Jo Ann; he always ignored assigned chores. So she sent him out into the yard to play while she changed the sheets in one of the bedrooms.

Soon Charlie came back inside, brandishing a razor-sharp sickle that he’d found in the yard. He waved it in Jo Ann’s face. Bigger and stronger than her scrawny cousin, she pushed him out of the way and continued tucking in the sheets. Charlie jumped between her and the bed; Jo Ann shoved him outside and locked the screen door behind him. She thought that was the end of it, but Charlie began slashing the screen door apart with the sickle. There was a crazy look on his face. Jo Ann had no doubt that her cousin was going to kill her. 

He had cut through the screen and was pulling the door open when Bill and Glenna drove up. They looked at the destroyed screen door, Charlie’s furious red face, and Jo Ann’s pale frightened one and demanded to know what was going on. So terrified that she could barely speak, Jo Ann mumbled, “Ask Charles.” His version was that she attacked him, and he was only protecting himself. They didn’t believe him, and Charlie got a whipping.

“Of course it didn’t make any difference,” Jo Ann remembers. “You could whip him all day and he’d still do whatever he wanted.”

On Charlie’s first day at school, his teacher humiliated him and he ran home crying. His uncle wouldn’t stand for such behavior, and sent him back the next day in a dress of his cousin Jo Ann’s to teach him a lesson. 

Another uncle, while caring for Manson, killed himself in protest to the authorities taking his land. There were no consistent modes of behavior for Manson to live by a fact that carried into his adulthood.

In late 1969, when word reached McMechen that Charlie had been arrested for what have become known as the “Tate-LaBianca murders,” no one in his old hometown was astonished. “We were all very sad and horrified, but not surprised,” Jo Ann says. “Once you really got to know Charles, anything awful that he did was no surprise.”

Thanks to Jo Ann, Manson’s sister, Kathleen, and a score of others who have never previously been interviewed, we now know the whole of his life rather than a few years of it. His story is far more fascinating – and, yes, perverse – than we ever thought.

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. 

A local Cincinnati Manson myth that endures despite public denials from the school itself is that he attended Walnut Hills High School. Charlie did not attend any schools after the age of 9, when he began living in a series of boys’ homes and reformatories. The only school he attended was in West Virginia.

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-ladened 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.
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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 as far as Beaver, Utah when they were caught. 

The ironic thing was that the roadblock was set up to catch another robber that the police were looking for at the time. The three were caught driving to California in cars they had stolen. They had burglarized over fifteen gas stations and grocery stores along the way. 

Since they crossed state lines, in stolen cars they were prosecuted by federal authorities for a violation of the federal Dyer Act. 

In March 1951, his sentence was increased and he was transferred to a minimum-security institution. Manson was sent to Washington, D.C.'s National Training School for Boys. This federal facility was a major improvement over the previous Boys Homes that he stayed in. He liked it there and did well. 

He was treated with dignity and this facility was rehabilitation oriented. But unfortunately Charlie was not in the mood for rehabilitation. His goal was to do his time and get back out to the streets he knew so well. 

When Charlie was being considered for a transfer to Natural Bridge Honor Camp, a minimum-security institution, a psychiatric evaluation was required. Despite four years of schooling and an I.Q. of 109 (later tested at 121), he was found to be aggressive, antisocial, and illiterate. 

A caseworker said that Charlie was severely emotionally traumatized and in serious need of psychiatric treatment, and that his aptitude for everything but music was average.

On October 24, 1951, Charlie was transferred to the Natural Bridge Honor Camp in Petersburg, Virginia. His parole hearing was scheduled for February 1952. 

On October 24, 1951, when his Aunt Joanne visited, she promised Charlie and the authorities that when Charlie was released, she and his Uncle Bill would take him in, provide him with a place to live, and a promise of a real job.

Psychiatrist Dr. Block explained in a prison and probation report that his life of abuse, rejection, instability, and emotional pain had turned him into a slick but extremely sensitive boy:

"[Manson] Tries to give the impression of trying hard although actually not putting forth any effort ... marked degree of rejection, instability and psychic trauma ... constantly striving for status ... a fairly slick institutionalized youth who has not given up in terms of securing some kind of love and affection from the world ... dangerous ... should not be trusted across the street ... homosexual and assaultative [sic] tendencies ... safe only under supervision ... unpredictable ... in spite of his age he is criminally sophisticated and grossly unsuited for retention in an open reformatory type institution.

But the parole date would not come. Less than a month before his parole date, in January 1952, Charlie sodomized a boy with a razor to his throat. He was reclassified as dangerous and transferred to a tougher, higher security, lock-up facility; the Federal Reformatory at Petersburg, Virginia.

Within the first seven months at the Federal Reformatory, he had eight major violations including three sexual assaults. He was classified as a dangerous offender and characterized as "defiantly homosexual, dangerous, and safe only under supervision" and as having "assaultive tendencies."

September 22nd, 1952, Charlie was then transferred to the Federal Reformatory in Chillicothe, Ohio, because the authorities felt that Charlie needed to be in a higher security institution. When Charlie first arrived the institution saw him as "criminally sophisticated despite his age and grossly unsuited for retention in an open reformatory type institution." 

Then to everyone’s amazement, while living in the higher security institution he became a "model prisoner." The institution reported that there was a major improvement in his attitude. He learned to read and understand math. 

Then a second major accomplishment happened in the life of Charlie, on January 1, 1954, he was honored with a Meritorious Service Award for his scholastic accomplishments (a rise in his educational level from the lower fourth to the upper seventh grade) and his work in the Transportation Unit for maintenance and repair of institution vehicles.

While Charlie was incarcerated at Chillicothe, he had met the notorious American Syndicate gangster, Frank Costello, aka "Prime Minister of the Underworld," a close associate of the powerful underworld boss, Lucky Luciano.

Manson, obviously impressed by with Costello's professional crime background commented later in life about his time spent with Costello:

"When I walked down the halls with him [Costello] or sat at the same table for meals, I probably experienced the same sensation an honest kid would get out of being with Joe DiMaggio or Mickey Mantle: admiration bordering on worship. To me, if Costello did something, right or wrong, that was the way it was supposed to be... Yeah, I admired Frank Costello, and I listened to and believed everything he said."

Charlie's improvements lead to his parole on May 8, 1954. His parole stipulated that he live with Aunt Joanne and Uncle Bill in McMechen, West Virginia. Now at nineteen years-old, for the first time since his mother gave him up when he was 12, Charlie was legally free. 

Then not long after Manson gained his freedom, his mother was released from prison. She moved to nearby Wheeling, West Virginia and soon Charlie moved in with her.

Manson later had described his early life:

"You've got a juvenile. You lock him up in juvenile hall, you don't know anything. He's got no parents... Everybody's lying to him. So the only thing he can do is run away.

"So that's all I did. I ran away. And every time I ran away, they just got me and put me in a harder place to get away... until I got to the federal prison system.

"I ran through Indiana and I ran through Illinois and I ran through Ohio. And then when they put me in Washington, DC ... Virginia, Natural Bridge Camp ...1952 - '51... Petersburg - Camp Petersburg, Virginia where they got the military academy... I went to Pennsylvania, then I went to Ohio, and then in 1954 I got out... I'm still nine years old in third grade in my mind. "I couldn't very well know what was going on, you know, I never had any help from anyone. No one ever done anything for me." 

You can find all of Charles Manson’s comments in the book: Manson in His Own Words: The Shocking Confessions of 'The Most Dangerous Man Alive', by Charles Manson and Nuel Emmons. 
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