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PART ONE: THE MAKING OF A MONSTER

	


Chapter 1  

	The Pickton Farm - A Portrait of Dysfunction

	 

	 

	 


The property at 953 Dominion Avenue in Port Coquitlam, British Columbia, would become synonymous with one of Canada's most horrific serial murder cases. But long before Robert Pickton turned seventeen acres of rural farmland into a killing ground, the property itself was a monument to dysfunction, neglect, and the slow decay of a family that seemed to exist outside the boundaries of normal society. To understand the monster that Robert Pickton became, one must first understand the place that shaped him, a fetid, isolated world where human dignity went to die alongside the pigs.

	The Geography of Isolation

	In the 1950s and 1960s, Port Coquitlam occupied an unusual position in the Greater Vancouver area. It was close enough to the city to be considered part of its orbit, yet far enough removed to maintain a distinctly rural character. The municipality, incorporated in 1913, had grown slowly and unevenly, creating pockets of farmland surrounded by creeping suburban development. The Pickton property sat in one of these pockets, a rural holdout in an area gradually being consumed by progress.

	The farm was located in what locals called the "Burns Bog area," though it was actually northeast of the massive peat bog that dominated much of the region. The landscape was flat, wet, and often shrouded in the grey mist that rolled in from the Fraser River. It was not picturesque farmland. The soil was difficult, requiring constant drainage efforts. The weather was relentlessly damp. The area attracted farmers who couldn't afford better land or who, for various reasons, preferred to remain on the margins of society.

	Dominion Avenue itself was a semi-rural road that seemed caught between two worlds. On one side, you might find a modest suburban home with a manicured lawn and a late-model car in the driveway. On the other, a dilapidated farm property with rusting equipment, makeshift structures, and the unmistakable smell of livestock. The Pickton property fell firmly into the latter category, and then some.

	The seventeen acres were accessible via a long, muddy driveway that wound back from the road. Overgrown vegetation pressed in from both sides, creating a tunnel-like approach that immediately signaled you were entering a different world. Visitors, the few who came often remarked on the feeling of crossing a threshold, of leaving civilization behind as they navigated the rutted path toward the heart of the property.

	A Farm Built on Squalor

	Leonard Pickton purchased the property in the early 1960s, seeing in it an opportunity to expand his pig farming operation. Leonard was a man of limited education but considerable ambition, at least when it came to acquiring land and livestock. What he lacked was any sense of hygiene, organization, or conventional social standards. Under his stewardship, the Pickton farm became a byword for filth in the local community.

	The main farmhouse was a modest structure that had once been respectable but had fallen into severe disrepair. Paint peeled from the siding in long, curling strips. Windows were cracked or broken, sometimes patched with cardboard or plastic sheeting. The roof leaked in multiple places, but repairs were apparently considered unnecessary. Gutters hung at odd angles, clogged with years of accumulated debris. The yard surrounding the house was littered with trash, abandoned equipment, and unidentifiable rusting metal objects that seemed to have been left wherever they fell.

	But the house, bad as it was, represented the civilized portion of the property. Behind it sprawled a landscape that defied easy description. Numerous outbuildings in various states of collapse dotted the acreage. Some were identifiable as barns or equipment sheds; others seemed to be ramshackle constructions built from salvaged materials without any clear purpose. Shipping containers, later to gain sinister significance, sat in odd locations, their purposes unclear.

	The pig operation itself was shockingly primitive. While modern pig farming, even in the 1960s and 1970s, had developed humane and sanitary standards, the Pickton farm seemed to operate by rules from another century. Pigs wallowed in muddy enclosures that were rarely cleaned. The smell was overpowering, a thick miasma of animal waste, decomposition, and general rot that could be detected from the road on humid days. Neighbors complained regularly, but in the semi-rural area, authorities were reluctant to intervene too aggressively in what they considered a legitimate farming operation, no matter how poorly run.

	Dead pigs were not always disposed of promptly. In the heat of summer, the smell of death joined the general stench. Rendering operations, the process of boiling down animal carcasses took place in the open or in poorly ventilated structures, adding another layer to the olfactory nightmare. Visitors to the property universally commented on the smell, describing it as "unforgettable," "nauseating," and "inhuman."

	The property lacked basic infrastructure that even poor farms typically maintained. There were no paved pathways, no proper drainage systems, no organized storage areas. Everything simply accumulated where it was used or discarded. Old car parts mingled with farm equipment. Trash heaps grew organically, never hauled away. The property was a maze of hazards, exposed machinery, standing water breeding mosquitoes, sharp metal edges protruding from piles of junk.

	In many ways, the Pickton farm existed in a state of arrested decay, always falling apart but never quite disappearing, sustained by just enough effort to keep the pigs alive and the property technically functional. It was, neighbors would later reflect, like a wound that never healed, constantly suppurating but never closing.

	Leonard and Louise: The Architects of Dysfunction

	To understand the environment that produced Robert Pickton, one must understand Leonard and Louise Pickton, his parents. They were, by all accounts, a spectacularly unsuited match whose union created a household defined by conflict, neglect, and profound dysfunction.

	Leonard Pickton was born into poverty and remained marked by it throughout his life, even as he accumulated property and wealth. He was a short, stocky man with a crude manner and limited social skills. His education had been minimal, and he wore his ignorance almost as a badge of honor, displaying contempt for "city people" and their ways. Leonard's worldview was narrow and rigid. He understood pigs, property acquisition, and making money through hard, dirty work. Everything else was suspect.

	Leonard's approach to farming was entirely transactional. Animals were commodities, nothing more. The idea of animal welfare was foreign to him, an unnecessary expense that would cut into profits. He ran the farm with an iron fist, demanding work from his children as soon as they were physically capable and showing little patience for weakness, emotion, or childhood itself.

	But for all his hardness in business matters, Leonard was curiously passive in domestic affairs, allowing his wife to dominate the household even as he controlled the farm operations. This created a strange bifurcated family structure where different rules and different tyrants held sway depending on whether you were in the house or in the barnyard.

	Louise Pickton was, if anything, even more problematic than her husband. Born Helen Louise Pickton, she was a woman of volatile temperament and bizarre personal habits that would leave lasting scars on her children. Former neighbors and acquaintances described her as "strange," "difficult," and "mean-spirited." She seemed to delight in cruelty, particularly toward her children.

	Louise's approach to housekeeping mirrored Leonard's approach to farming, which is to say, there was essentially no approach at all. The house was filthy, cluttered with trash and refuse. Basic hygiene was not practiced. Meals were irregular and often inadequate. Child welfare authorities today would have immediately removed children from such an environment, but in the 1950s and 1960s, in a rural area where authorities were stretched thin and reluctant to intervene in family matters, the Pickton children suffered their neglect in isolation.

	Louise's mental state was questionable. She displayed erratic behavior, explosive anger over trivial matters, and a profound lack of maternal warmth. She seemed to view her children not as individuals to be nurtured but as burdens to be endured or, in some cases, as targets for her rage. Affection was absent. Praise was unheard of. The emotional atmosphere in the Pickton household was one of constant tension and occasional explosion.

	Perhaps most damaging was Louise's attitude toward cleanliness and propriety. She seemed to actively resist conventional standards of hygiene. The children were often dirty, their clothes unwashed and inappropriate for the weather. They were fed irregularly and poorly. School officials and neighbors noticed, whispered, and occasionally expressed concern, but in that era and that place, the threshold for intervention was much higher than it would be today.

	The marriage between Leonard and Louise was loveless and combative. They argued frequently, often in front of the children. Physical altercations were not unknown. Yet they remained together, bound perhaps by mutual dependence, economic considerations, or simple inertia. Neither seemed capable of providing a stable, nurturing environment for children, yet they produced three: Linda, the eldest; David, the middle child; and Robert, the youngest.

	The Pickton Children: Growing Up Feral

	Into this toxic environment came the Pickton children, each damaged in their own way by the profound dysfunction of their upbringing. Linda, David, and Robert grew up in conditions that could generously be described as neglectful and more accurately characterized as abusive.

	Linda Pickton, the eldest, seemed to escape the worst of the damage, perhaps by virtue of her birth order or simply stronger personal resilience. She would eventually distance herself from the family and the farm, though never entirely breaking free of the Pickton legacy. Of the three siblings, she would maintain the most normal adult life, though "normal" is a relative term.

	David Pickton, the middle child, was in many ways Robert's partner in the family operation. Described as more intelligent and socially capable than his younger brother, David would remain intimately involved in the farm operations throughout his adult life. His role in Robert's crimes would later become a subject of intense speculation and investigation. Was he merely willfully blind to what was happening on the property, or was he more directly involved? The question would haunt investigators and victims' families for years.

	But it was Robert Willie Pickton, born October 24, 1949, who would become the focus of Canada's largest serial murder investigation. From his earliest days, Robert was different, slower, more isolated, more damaged than his siblings. He was a small, weak child, often sickly, and clearly struggling with developmental delays that his parents neither recognized nor addressed.

	School was a nightmare for Robert. He had difficulty with basic academics, struggled to form coherent sentences, and was socially awkward in ways that invited merciless bullying. His hygiene was terrible, other children complained about his smell, about the dirt ground into his skin, about his unwashed clothes. Teachers noted his difficulties but in an era before widespread learning disability recognition, he was simply labeled "slow" and left to struggle.

	Robert's classmates were cruel in the way that children can be when they identify weakness. He was mocked for his appearance, his smell, his inability to keep up academically. He ate lunch alone. He had no friends. When he did interact with other children, it was usually as the victim of pranks or bullying. These experiences, layered on top of the neglect and dysfunction at home, created in Robert a deep-seated resentment of other people, particularly women, who seemed to him to represent all the rejection and cruelty he experienced.

	The one place where Robert seemed to find comfort was among the pigs. Animals didn't judge him, didn't mock him, didn't find him disgusting. He spent increasing amounts of time in the pig pens and barns, often sleeping there rather than in the house. This retreat into the animal world was both a symptom and cause of his increasing detachment from normal human society.

	The Farm as Metaphor and Reality

	The Pickton farm was more than just the setting for Robert's childhood, it became the lens through which he understood the world and, eventually, the stage for his crimes. The lessons learned on that seventeen acres of filth and neglect would shape every aspect of his adult life and ultimately enable one of Canada's most extensive serial murder sprees.

	On the farm, Robert learned that living things were disposable. Pigs were born, raised, slaughtered, and rendered down to their constituent parts for profit. Death was not tragic; it was simply the end point of a transaction. The screams of pigs being slaughtered became background noise. Blood was just something to be hosed away. The smell of death was simply the smell of work.

	He learned that there was a vast gulf between the "normal" world and his world. People from town, the few who visited, looked at the farm with disgust and horror. They held their noses, watched where they stepped, and left as quickly as possible. This reinforced Robert's understanding that he and his family existed outside polite society, that the rules normal people followed didn't apply on the farm.

	He learned that women, his mother primarily, but by extension all women were the source of pain and rejection. Louise's cruelty, combined with the mockery of female classmates and teachers' pity, created in Robert a toxic stew of fear, resentment, and hatred toward women that would eventually express itself in violence.

	Perhaps most importantly, he learned that the farm could consume anything. Dead animals disappeared into the rendering process or were buried on the property. Waste, trash, broken equipment, everything could be absorbed by those seventeen acres. Nothing that entered the farm ever had to leave. The property was a black hole from which nothing escaped.

	The physical layout of the farm would prove crucial to Robert's later crimes. The isolation, the multiple structures, the maze-like accumulation of junk and equipment, all of this created spaces where terrible things could happen unseen and unheard. The legitimate business of pig farming provided cover for horrific activities. The rendering equipment designed to process animal carcasses could serve other purposes. The property was, in effect, purpose-built for concealing murder, though this was perhaps more fortunate coincidence than deliberate planning.

	A Community's Willful Blindness

	The Pickton farm did not exist in a vacuum. Neighbors knew about the conditions. Authorities received complaints about the smell, the unsanitary conditions, and the general state of the property. Yet for decades, nothing substantive was done. This willful blindness, this reluctance to intervene, would later be identified as one of the systemic failures that allowed Robert Pickton to kill with impunity for so many years.

	Part of the problem was jurisdictional confusion. The property straddled the line between agricultural and residential zoning. Was it primarily a farm, subject to agricultural regulations, or was it a residential property where stricter health and safety codes applied? Different agencies could point to each other, explaining why they couldn't or wouldn't take action.

	Part of the problem was class and cultural prejudice. The Picktons were poor, uneducated, and operated a dirty farm. Many authorities simply wrote them off as "white trash" who could be ignored as long as they didn't cause too much trouble. The attitude seemed to be that if the Picktons wanted to live in filth, that was their choice, and as long as they kept to their own property, it wasn't the community's problem.

	Part of the problem was the era. In the 1960s and 1970s, child protective services were less developed, intervention thresholds were higher, and there was a general reluctance to interfere in family matters. The Pickton children were clearly neglected, but they were fed, clothed (barely), and sent to school (sometimes). In that era, this marginal compliance with parental duties was often enough to avoid intervention.

	And part of the problem, though no one would admit it at the time, was simple cowardice. The Picktons were unpleasant, potentially confrontational, and dealing with them would be difficult, time-consuming, and likely unrewarding. It was easier to ignore the complaints, to avoid the farm, to pretend the problem didn't exist.

	This pattern of avoidance, established early, would continue throughout Robert Pickton's life. Authorities would consistently choose the path of least resistance, declining to look too closely at the farm or its activities. This would prove catastrophic when Robert began killing.

	The Seeds of Violence

	Even in childhood, there were warning signs that Robert Pickton's development was taking a dark turn. Teachers noted his strange affect, his difficulty connecting with other children, and occasional outbursts of anger that seemed disproportionate to their triggers. Neighbors reported seeing him engage in cruel behavior toward animals, not the routine cruelty of farm life, but gratuitous violence that seemed to provide him with satisfaction.

	One frequently cited incident involved Robert and a dead animal, possibly a pig that had died naturally. Rather than simply disposing of it, Robert was observed playing with the corpse, manipulating it, examining it with an intensity that disturbed the adult who witnessed it. When questioned, Robert became defensive and angry, showing no understanding that his behavior was inappropriate.

	There were also early indicators of inappropriate sexual development. Robert was observed engaging in public masturbation on multiple occasions. His interest in pornography was noted by school officials. He made crude sexual comments that were inappropriate even for an adolescent. These behaviors, concerning in any child, were especially troubling given his obvious cognitive limitations and complete lack of social awareness.

	The combination of factors, developmental delays, social isolation, exposure to violence and death, maternal abuse, sexual dysfunction, and a complete lack of intervention or treatment, created a psychological profile that criminologists would later recognize as a textbook precursor to serial violence. Robert Pickton was becoming a monster in plain sight, and nobody stopped it.

	The Death of Louise and Its Aftermath

	Louise Pickton died in 1979, when Robert was thirty years old. Her death did not bring relief or healing to the family. Instead, it seemed to remove whatever minimal civilizing influence had existed. With Louise gone, the farm descended even further into chaos and filth.

	Robert and David continued operating the pig farm, with Robert taking an increasingly central role despite his obvious limitations. The property, if possible, became even more decrepit. Without Louise's presence, such as it was, there was no household management whatsoever. The brothers lived like animals themselves, sleeping wherever, eating irregularly, bathing rarely.

	It was after Louise's death that the property began its transformation from merely dysfunctional to actively dangerous. The brothers expanded the pig operation, but more significantly, they began hosting parties on the property. What would eventually become known as the "Piggy's Palace Good Times Society" started informally in the 1980s, gatherings of drifters, sex workers, drug users, and various marginal characters who found the Pickton property a place where conventional rules didn't apply.

	The farm became known in certain circles as a place where you could go if you had nowhere else to go. Where you could get drunk or high without judgment. Where sex workers could bring clients. Where anything went and nobody asked questions. This reputation would prove crucial to Robert Pickton's ability to commit murder. The property had become a trap, baited with the promise of acceptance and tolerance, into which Vancouver's most vulnerable women would walk, never to return.

	Legacy of Dysfunction

	By the time Robert Pickton began killing in earnest, likely in the early 1990s, though possibly earlier, the farm had spent forty years becoming what it was: a place outside normal society, governed by its own rules, invisible to authorities, and perfectly designed for concealing horror.

	The dysfunction that began with Leonard and Louise's troubled union had metastasized into something far darker. The neglect that marked Robert's childhood had evolved into the active predation that would claim dozens of lives. The isolation that had been merely sad became deadly.

	The Pickton farm was not just the location of Robert Pickton's crimes. It was, in a very real sense, their enabler and accomplice. The seventeen acres of filth and decay had shaped a killer, provided him with the means to kill, and offered him the perfect hiding place for his victims. Understanding the farm, its history, its dysfunction, its atmosphere of rot and death is essential to understanding how one of Canada's worst serial killers was able to operate for so long, claiming victim after victim, while the world looked away.

	The portrait of dysfunction painted by the Pickton property was complete long before the first woman disappeared. All the elements were in place: the isolation, the enabling squalor, the desensitization to death, the reduction of living beings to meat, and the profound disconnection from human empathy and social norms. The farm was ready. Robert Pickton was ready. All that remained was for the victims to arrive.

	And, tragically, they would.

	 



Chapter 2

	The Boy Who Lived with Pigs

	 

	 


Robert William Pickton did not spring fully formed into monstrosity. His transformation from neglected child to serial killer was a gradual process, marked by developmental failures, social rejection, and an ever-deepening retreat into a world where humans held less value than animals. To understand the killer, we must first understand the boy, a damaged, struggling child who found more comfort in pig pens than among his own species, and who learned lessons about life, death, and the disposability of living things that would eventually inform his crimes.

	The Struggling Student

	Robert Pickton's school years were an unmitigated disaster, a prolonged exercise in humiliation and failure that would leave permanent psychological scars. He entered the Port Coquitlam school system in the mid-1950s already disadvantaged, poorly socialized, developmentally delayed, and so neglected that he stood out immediately among even the working-class children who made up most of his classmates.

	From the first day, Robert was different, and children are merciless toward difference. He arrived at school dirty, his clothes unwashed and often inappropriate for the weather. In winter, he might appear in a thin jacket, shivering; in spring, wearing heavy clothes that made him sweat. His hair was rarely combed, often visibly dirty. His fingernails were black with grime ground so deep that it seemed permanent. Most notably, he smelled, a combination of body odor, pig manure, and the general miasma of the farm that no amount of washing (and Robert rarely washed) could entirely eliminate.

	Teachers noticed immediately that Robert struggled with basic academic concepts. Reading was difficult; he stumbled over simple words and showed little comprehension of what he'd read. Writing was worse, his penmanship was poor, his spelling atrocious, and his ability to construct coherent sentences severely limited. Mathematics beyond basic arithmetic seemed entirely beyond him. Instructions needed to be repeated multiple times, and even then, Robert often couldn't follow them.

	In a modern educational environment, Robert would have been quickly identified as having learning disabilities, possibly including what we now recognize as mild intellectual disability, attention deficit issues, and potentially fetal alcohol effects given his mother's temperament and the family's general dysfunction. He would have been assessed, provided with an individualized education plan, and given specialized support. But in the 1950s and early 1960s, in a rural school system with limited resources, Robert was simply labeled "slow" or "retarded", the terminology of the era and left to flounder.

	Teachers tried, to varying degrees. Some showed patience, attempting to work with Robert at his level. But with classrooms of thirty or more students and minimal support, there was only so much individualized attention any teacher could provide. Others, frustrated by his inability to keep up and exhausted by his hygiene issues, essentially gave up, letting him sit in the back of the classroom doing nothing rather than disrupting the education of children who could learn.

	Robert's verbal communication skills were particularly impaired. He spoke in fragments, rarely in complete sentences. His vocabulary was limited, his grammar poor. When called upon in class, he would often freeze, unable to articulate even simple thoughts. This fed a vicious cycle, the more he was put on the spot and failed to respond adequately, the more anxious and withdrawn he became, making future interactions even more difficult.

	Group work was impossible. Other children refused to work with Robert, complaining about his smell and his inability to contribute meaningfully. Teachers often excused him from group activities rather than forcing unwilling children to include him, which only reinforced his isolation. By the time Robert reached adolescence, he had effectively given up on school as a place of learning and simply endured it as a daily torture he was legally required to attend.

	The social hierarchy of childhood was particularly brutal for Robert. He occupied the absolute bottom rung, the kid everyone could safely mock without social consequences. He had no friends, no allies, no one to defend him. He ate lunch alone, spent recess alone, walked to and from school alone. When other children did interact with him, it was usually in the context of bullying.

	The Target of Cruelty

	The bullying Robert Pickton endured was relentless and multifaceted. Physical bullying was common, he was pushed, tripped, had his books knocked from his hands, and was pelted with objects. His small stature and general weakness made him an easy target for larger boys looking to establish their dominance. Robert rarely fought back, which only encouraged further victimization.

	Verbal abuse was constant. Children called him "Piggy," "Stinky," "Dummy," and worse. They made oinking sounds when he walked by. They held their noses in exaggerated fashion. They spread rumors, some true, many false about the conditions on the farm and his family's dysfunction. The mockery was public and shameless, often occurring in front of teachers who either didn't notice or chose not to intervene.

	Social exclusion, perhaps the most damaging form of bullying, was total. Robert was never invited to birthday parties or social gatherings. He was picked last for every team, and then only under protest. No one sat with him at lunch. No one walked with him. He existed in a bubble of enforced isolation, visible to everyone but connected to no one.

	Female classmates were particularly cruel, though their cruelty took different forms. They wrinkled their noses at his approach, whispered and giggled when he was near, and made loud comments about his smell or appearance designed to be overheard. Some engaged in elaborate pranks, fake notes claiming romantic interest, public rejections when he mustered the courage to speak to them, humiliating revelations of his attempts at interaction.

	These experiences with girls and young women were formative. Robert learned that females were sources of rejection and humiliation. They represented the social world that found him disgusting and unacceptable. They laughed at him, mocked him, and made clear that he was beneath their consideration. This poisonous stew of attraction, rejection, and humiliation would eventually curdle into the murderous misogyny that drove his crimes.
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