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Broadmoor Psychiatric. A high-security institution in Berkshire, England.

Minutes before the night shift change, the ward was quiet. No one could remember a Sunday evening as anything other than peaceful since Broadmoor Hospital opened. One doctor and two nurses entered the ward to dispense sleep meds before the lights went dim for the night. One guard followed them in and locked the steel-barred door behind him. He stood watch over the patients. Inside the control room, the regular guard who worked the night shift called in sick. It was the first day on the job for the guard who replaced him. He put his reading material on the desk and turned his back to hang up his sweater. At shift change, Richard stood in the doorway of his bedroom. It was the signal. The five other killers who shared the ward understood the directions he gave them, and the consequences if they failed him.

In an instant, two patients rushed the guard both securing his arms, so he could not press the panic button he carried. For a week, the patients labored to loosen the fire extinguisher rack. One of them pulled the extinguisher out of the tampered rack and raised it over his head. Once he was behind the struggling guard, the enraged patient brought the extinguisher down with the force of a sledgehammer to the back of the guard’s head. The blow left a gaping cavity of mashed brain matter. After the guard was killed, Richard left his room and walked along the wall past his mates until he reached the locked steel gate. Richard stood with his back pressed inside an alcove and waited. The shocked young guard in the control room watched the carnage. He panicked. As he ran to the ward, he fumbled for the key to open the steel-barred door. Once inside the ward, he realized he made an egregious mistake and turned to pull the door shut. Before he could take a step to correct his mistake, one patient caught him and held him while the other raised the extinguisher. The guard tried to block each blow with his bloodied arms, but the patient cratered his face. He saw stars until the final blow made the stars disappear into a black universe. He was dead before his body hit the floor.

Richard slid out from the alcove and walked two steps to the open steel door. He looked left and right into the hallway. It was empty for the moment, so Richard walked across the hall, and opened the door to the break room where he retrieved a doctor’s smock with an ID attached to it. Inside the pocket was an employee panic button. From the coffee table, he grabbed a stethoscope and placed it around his neck. On his way out, Richard saw a kitchen knife lying on a tray near the coffee maker. He took it and held the handle in his palm with the blade against the back of his forearm. Again, Richard cracked the door open and checked the hallway for hospital personnel. He saw no one, so he walked down the corridor toward Binghamton’s office. He stepped into a storage closet across the hall.

The five rabid patients with wild eyes, and bared teeth, licked blood from their fingers. They turned their attention to the three staff members and maneuvered each into separate areas of the ward. One patient held out a plastic knife from the food tray he had sharpened until it was as lethal as a razor’s edge. Taking a step forward, the man slashed at one nurse. She dodged to her left and fell to the floor. He reached over her and sliced through her carotid artery then watched as her blood spurted and streamed over her uniform. Two of the patients listened while the other nurse begged them for her life. She told them she spent years caring for each saying their names with a fear-filled vibrato. She said she had small children who needed her. One patient nodded feigning to accept her plea. The other shrugged and walked away only to appear behind her. He tossed the garrote around her neck and pulled tight. Her eyes blew out. As she dropped to the floor, he thanked his fellow patient for allowing him the honor of taking her life. The one who professed to agree with the nurse reached down and plucked out one of her eyes until the optical nerve snapped. He held it up to his face.

“Hey, stop looking at me!” he said.

He tossed the eye over his shoulder, and it rolled to a stop under a chair. The five patients made wild animal sounds and clawed the air as they surrounded the doctor. He tried to talk them down, he was a psychiatrist after all, but his shaky voice only made killing him more enjoyable. He was within minutes of dying, but all he could think about was why his words did not have any effect on them. He had regular sessions with them, and they acted as if they took in his counsel. The patients behaved as primal killers; demons sent by the Devil. They closed the circle tighter around the doctor. He displayed non-aggressive behavior and held his hands out toward them. He hoped they would let him live, but to them he was nothing more than a sacrificial lamb. Together, they hoisted him onto the common area table and began to gnaw at him as if they were a pack of wolves taking down a buck. He squirmed and cried out. His arms flailed as he tried to block them. The final bite to his neck ended his fear and pain. The wolf who inflicted the bite threw his head back and howled, the doctor’s blood dripping from his face.

Inside the storage closet, Richard took out the panic button and pressed it setting off the emergency klaxon throughout the hospital. The clanking klaxon brought fear and panic to every employee still inside the hospital. Since the attack occurred during a shift change, most of the guards and medical personnel gathered their belongings to go home for the day. Doctors and nurses still working raised their heads as if they were prey out on the Serengeti. They did not intend to run to help in the ward. In fact, the sound of the klaxon signaled to the staff to run in the opposite direction. The off-duty guards took their weapons and ran toward the max-sec ward, but the attack ended before help arrived. Through the cracked-open door of the closet, Richard saw Binghamton’s office door open, and the doctor run to the ward. He heard the distant pounding of running boots as more guards rushed to the ward. Richard slipped into Binghamton’s office. Inside the office, Richard felt along the rear wall or the lever to the safe room in the floor to ceiling bookshelf behind Binghamton’s desk. He was not even certain there was such a room. A few years earlier, Richard overheard a conversation between two of the guards. They said if something serious ever happened with the patients, like a full-blown riot, it was the first place they would go until it was over. Richard kept the thought for three long years and added it to the sequence of the escape he masterminded. As the carnage continued in the ward, Richard disappeared into the wall.

Dr. Binghamton arrived within a minute of the fifteen guards with Tasers set on maximum voltage. The probes lodged into the patients’ bodies. The men dropped to the floor and writhed as the electricity burned their central nervous systems. Four guards cuffed them to waist chains and placed shackles on their ankles. More guards arrived. They dragged the blood-splattered patients to the Isolation Cells leaving trails of blood on the tiled floor. Inside the cells, the guards did not release them from their bondage, all five were on the cold concrete floor, the steel doors locked. The paramedics went inside to tend to the doctor, the nurses, and the two guards, but none survived. They tossed severed hands, limbs, and torsos into body bags on gurneys for the ride down to the morgue. Dr. Binghamton watched them pass, and then walked in to survey the bloody scene. He did not speak. The staff had practiced defensive drills, but it was evident the drills were a waste of time. He would re-write the manuals. It was Binghamton’s philosophy to treat those held behind the sixteen-foot-high walls as patients, and not as inmates. He made every effort to help them recover, believing one day, they could return as productive members of the society they once terrorized. His success rate was astounding for most of his patients, and for many years, Binghamton’s Grand Experiment was successful. 

He hoped at least one of the six patients in the max-sec ward, after years of treatment, might walk outside the wall. Each of them scored high IQs and appeared to be doing well with their therapy. In the ward, the men had semi-private bedrooms with televisions. They shared a large common area, so they could interact with one another. In the center of the ward were a large bolted down steel table with plastic chairs. To the side, a window with re-enforced, shatterproof safety glass in one wall provided sunlight across the small indoor garden. Through the window, the patients could see the landscaped gardens outside. The men ate well, had access to all books from the library, and had limited computer use. Binghamton stepped around the puddles of blood and looked at where each of his friends and colleagues perished. All believed in his program, but Binghamton was sure they told God he was wrong. None of it made sense. The patients were in the ward for years and showed no signs of their prior bloodlust, and yet he stared at the evidence, which told him otherwise.

Why now? What changed?

Management would reevaluate his philosophy now. The Board of Inquiry would ask questions. They would try to determine why the staff never saw any clues during their daily therapy sessions and interactions with the patients. They would look at food, medications, and medical abnormalities, anything, which explain why they turned feral. The supervisor of the guards stepped over the blood puddles to stand next to the administrator.

“Have you ever seen anything like this before, Doctor?”

“No, never.”

“The crime techs and the coroner are enroute, Doctor, should be here within the hour. I guess there is no point to having any psychoanalysts in close contact with the animal kingdom now. This ward has got to be treated like a maximum-security prison from now on.”

The supervisor’s words caused a burn in Binghamton’s stomach. He knew the man was right. He just did not want to admit his philosophy of treatment failed.

“I’m going to the Isolation Cells to check on the patients. Please secure the surveillance cameras for the investigators. After the investigation is over, let us get the housekeeping staff to come in and clean this up. I’ll notify the families.”

As he walked, Binghamton thought about the sixteen-foot-high wall with razor wire, which surrounded the facility. It not only kept the patients inside away from the curious. It kept the media out. He thought about how fortunate it was more staff was not near the ward. In Isolation, he peered through the small viewing door in the solid steel door at each patient lying face down on the concrete.

Why sacrifice the ward to live in these cells?

The cells were barren of benches, beds, tables, and chairs.

“Doctor, please step away from the door. We’re going to hose down the prisoners,” one guard said.

The word prisoners made the doctor’s stomach burn again. Six guards went inside the first cell to strip the man. All the blood and human waste would wash down the drain in the floor by high-pressure hoses. The guards believed the prisoners deserved brutal punishment for murdering their friends. Binghamton walked to each cell and peered through the viewing windows. Something was wrong. He turned to the guards and told them there were only five.

“Correct, Doctor.”

The acid burn worsened in the pit of his stomach.

“There should be six! Where’s Graham!”

Binghamton’s worse nightmare arrived. Richard Graham was gone.

Now the entire attack makes sense.

The supervisor ordered all available guards to begin a room-by-room search for Richard in the hospital. They told the staff to gather in safe areas with watchful armed security guards. They clung to each other, wondering why they could not evacuate. He told his men to be heavily armed, and not to take down Richard alone. They were to work in groups of three. Each carried automatic weapons. Each one authorized to use lethal force on Graham. He ordered officers to surround the entire facility inside the wall and sent the K-9 Units to walk the perimeter. Security notified local government officials, law enforcement, the military, and MI-6, the country placed on high alert. The military took up positions outside the hospital’s perimeter. Every searchlight available illuminated the outer wall of the facility. Soldiers stood twenty yards from the outer wall. Every other soldier watched the wall, or the wooded area behind them, the safeties on their weapons off. Additional K-9 units arrived and walked the outer perimeter. Law enforcement made estimates of how far Graham could have traveled since the attack.

In the briefing, Dr. Binghamton told of the extreme viciousness of Richard Graham. The escapee, a sadomasochist with cannibalistic tendencies, was an infamous killer’s killer. After the briefing, Dr. Binghamton walked into his cathedral-sized office. He accepted he was responsible for the loss of his friends’ lives. Standing at his massive mahogany desk, he saw every light on the telephone flashing. The mayor would be on line two, media on line three, and the Prime Minister on line one, all wanted answers he did not have for them. He let the lights flash as he sat back in his high-backed leather chair. He threw his thick glasses on his desk and rubbed his eyes. He hunched forward, elbows on the desk, with his hands pressed against his face. His eyes were moist. His chest felt tight, and his stomach got worse from the acid and nausea. He opened the top drawer of his desk and took out a small bottle of Zantac, spilling two tablets into his hand. He drank some water. He had an overwhelming feeling of dread and began to wish he had been murdered in the ward. His esteemed career and reputation in psychiatry were over. He spoke out.

“Can it get any worse?”

Richard smiled where he hid. Binghamton knew he must call the family members. He delayed because he did not know what to say to them. He thought about his therapy sessions with Richard. As a boy, Richard scored a genius IQ. His teachers found him difficult to deal with. While the other children were searching for the solutions to basic math problems, he thought about several different ways to kill his teacher. Richard explained to Binghamton he admired the killing techniques of Elizabeth Báthory, the late 16th–century Hungarian countess who was the most prolific serial killer of all time. Binghamton remembered writing his notes while Richard told him the gruesome details of his kills when he first arrived at Broadmoor. Richard could remember each of his victim’s last words. Binghamton regretted his decision to place Richard in the ward and not in Isolation when he first arrived at Broadmoor. He believed so much in his philosophy he assigned Richard to the max-sec hospital ward with five other dangerous individuals who could kill him just for the fame. The five discussed the matter and thought it better to befriend Richard with hopes of living longer. Binghamton watched Richard remain dormant for the next thirteen years. He kept to himself, read libraries of books and magazines, and on occasion played chess with one of the others.

Visiting psychologists and psychiatrists who came to study the men on research grants interrupted his solitude, but he accommodated them. They wanted to walk in the wild, observe the beasts up close, learn how to treat them. Most stayed away from Richard because of his reputation. One doctor of forensic psychology, a young woman in Broadmoor on a grant, seemed unafraid of him. She worked with every one of the patients in the ward and kept Richard “The Lionhearted” for last. Their first encounter was a test of wills. Richard sat with her in the ward’s garden; told her he could kill her before the guards could save her. He watched her reaction. She stared him down. He was impressed and found her a challenge. Mackenzy told Richard she went to Child Protective Services at two years of age after a psychopath murdered her mother. She said she wanted to make something out of her life and received a scholarship to UCSF. Mackenzy earned her Doctorate degree in Forensic Psychology there. She specialized in serial killers in the States and wrote several papers for the Journal of Forensic Psychology. Mackenzy told Richard she could not remember her father, but like all orphans, she had an intense curiosity to find out who he was. Before leaving for Broadmoor, she talked a friend into doing a DNA search for her at UCSF. The results concluded she was related to one of the men in Broadmoor. Mackenzy leaned in as close to him and whispered.

“Daddy’s little girl has come to visit.”

Richard did not flinch. Instead, he leaned forward and told Mackenzy how he slit her mother’s throat. Mackenzy’s eyes widened then she told Richard her other surprise. She no longer wanted to study serial killers and asked him to mentor her. Richard said he could not think of a reason not to school her, but there was one condition. She would report her kills back to him so he could share the experience. During her final week at Broadmoor, Mackenzy absorbed every detail Richard gave her. She could not take notes and had to commit to memory what she heard until she returned to her hotel room at night. Mackenzy could not have found a better teacher. They devised a descriptive email code so she could tell Richard about her kills. The search for Richard Graham was in full stride. Binghamton still had not told the Prime Minister, the Mayor, or the press about the frenzied murders. In the safe room, Richard saw who came into the office to update the doctor. A police captain walked in and stated they found no trace of the escapee, and insisted Richard was still inside the compound. An hour later, the Police Chief and an army colonel told the administrator they searched the compound and stated with confidence Richard had escaped the dragnet and was long gone. They said they dispatched their men to the airports, bus and train stations, rental car agencies, and public transportation. The Police Chief recommended Binghamton go home. They would update him as more information came in. The doctor agreed. Another smile appeared on Richard’s face.

After his visitors left, Binghamton decided to walk through the hospital. After the screaming, shouting, and the clanking klaxon, it was silent in the hallways and wards. Guards posted throughout the facility nodded to Binghamton as he walked past. While he walked, the doctor tried to get into Richard’s head and anticipate what his next move might be. It was difficult for even a renowned psychiatrist to think like a psychopathic killer. Binghamton returned to his office, and Richard watched the doctor gather up his papers and place them into his briefcase. Binghamton reached for the phone and dialed his wife.

“You’ve had a terrible day. It’s all over the news. Have they found Graham?”

“It has been a terrible, terrible day, my dear Beverly. They have stopped searching the facility convinced he escaped. They have soldiers walking through the woods looking for him. The police have roadblocks on all roads in and out. The helicopter circles overhead, and it is so loud I cannot hear myself think. Three of my colleagues and two of my security guards are dead. I believed Richard changed, but I was wrong. He is a brilliant man and a dangerous one. I believed I could talk to him and reach inside his head and heart. I failed Beverly.”

“Come home. You are still the finest psychiatrist I have known. Come home my love.”

“I’m leaving now.”

Disconnected. He pressed intercom.

“I’m going home, Miriam.”

“I’m sorry about today, Dr. Binghamton.”

“Goodnight, Miriam.”

Binghamton took his briefcase, looked around his office, and considered if it was time for him to retire. The lights inside the facility dimmed to induce the patients to get ready to sleep. The searchlights outside his cathedral windows left to search the woods. It was quiet in his office. He should have heard the wall move behind him. A voice he recognized spoke.

“Good evening, Dr. Binghamton.”

The doctor froze. He tried to face Richard.

“Richard, I––”

“No, don’t. Do not speak. I know everything you want to say. I have heard victim’s pleas all my life, and they do not work with me. Just do what I say. You must agree there has been too much blood shed today. You don’t want yours mixed in with the others, do you.”

“No.”

“A heartwarming call you made to Beverly. I would like to meet her, in fact, I would like to meet now. Why don’t you ask me over for dinner?”

“Richard, would you be my guest for dinner this evening?”

“Charming, I’d love to.”

The doctor felt a sharp point like an icepick in the nape of his neck. The doctor was a man of science and medicine. He was also up in years. He was not a man with fighting skills able to disarm his captor. He knew he was no match for Richard. He could only hope to reason with him on some level.

“This is what we will do, Doctor. You behave like I am
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