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	This book is the second in a series. The first is The Wind Cries Mary: Murders That Shook a Power town. This work focuses more on the compulsive aspects of the Mary Mount John Rice murders from a narrator’s perspective. While this is based on a true story, details are embellished in order to provide description of the events that occurred. 
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	THE WHITE RAG 

	 

	There it rested on the ground, on a temperate June day, a simple white rag.  It stood as part of a dark shrine in the midst of woods through a clearing of tree roots, weeds and other vegetation. In this sanctuary, rather than fragrant incense, the smell of death lingered in the air. It was the putrid odor of a rotting corpse.  About fifty feet away was the water’s edge.  

	 

	The Wilton reservoir consisted of three bodies of water. There were two lower areas divided by a dirt road, which you could drive over, but the upper lake was hidden. Fishermen were attracted to these lagoons and could fish them with a permit. Once you drove past the water there was an area where you could park to walk into the forest. It lies on the left side of the pond. 

	 

	On this day, it was June 17, 1969, two teenage boys, Alphonse Cotoia and Gary Brown parked their car after deciding to fish in the lower stretch of water.  Gary didn’t have a fishing permit and usually preferred the upper, hidden pond for that reason. Changing from their usual location, they decided to cast their hooks in the bottom section of the reservoir. 

	 

	Once parked the boys opened the car doors and stepped out of the vehicle. Al and Gary gathered their equipment and walked up the path near the water line. They stopped after a short walk and sat down to put their lures on their rods and drop them into the water. After a few minutes of seeing no swimming fish and not one biting, Al stood up with his gear in hand and strolled up the shoreline looking for a better fishing area. 

	 

	After a few moments Gary gathered his rod and tackle box and walked to catch up to Al who had just crossed a swamp. Gary followed and he was behind Al by about five to ten feet when Al grimaced and asked, “Do you smell that?” Gary answered, “I don’t smell anything.” Al added, “It smells like a dead animal.” Al and Gary both happened to look in the same direction and, to their horror, and shock they saw on the ground a child-sized human partial skeleton. She was dressed in a pink-flowered sleeveless blouse. Amidst the pink clothing were brown leaves. The decaying body with flesh still attached to its bones rested in a small pine-needled clearing in the dense underbrush along a path surrounded by tall pines.  

	 

	The girl was lying on her left side.  Her right bare foot crossed over her left one.  Her faded pink shorts and shirt rest on remains that were mostly bone with little muscle left. 

	 

	The body was that of Mary Mount. Her corpse lay in the woods in early summer for three weeks from the day she disappeared on May 27, 1969, from Kiwanis Park in New Canaan, Connecticut. Although Al stood about 20 feet from the scene and Gary 25 to 30 feet away, it was clear that her skull exhibited a hole between the size of a golf and tennis ball. Eight feet away from the young girl’s feet rested a white rag. The towel was a seemingly insignificant discard and piece of rubbish, that didn’t fit in this location. 

	It was in an odd configuration for a piece of cloth. As if it wasn’t just accidentally dropped but whipped across the killer’s body with speed and great strength as he walked away from his crime.  Almost as if needing to get rid of it because it was part of the evil act, he committed that he now wanted to distance himself.

	 

	It once belonged to this human monster and provides the link in connecting him to the decayed, crouched body of ten-year-old Mary Mount. Only not for the reason one would expect, such as tracing him to where or when it was purchased. Rather it would be joined to an easily overlooked act, but a window to the killer’s soul. 

	 

	 After a few terrifying seconds Al and Gary both shrieked, “Mary Mount!” They ran as fast as they could back to their vehicle, terrified by what they had seen, and fearing for their own lives. In the car and during the drive, the boys tried to decide which police department they should contact, New Canaan or Wilton, since they had found the body in Wilton. They made up their minds to go to the New Canaan police.

	 

	Gary and Al arrived at the New Canaan station and bolted through the station doors. They cried to the desk officer, “We think we found Mary Mount.” They then described to police the cadaver in the woods and soon found themselves in a squad car leading the police to the site. Once they lead the police to the location, they looked away from the body refusing to see the ghastly sight that already was printed in their minds. Thus, the murder investigation began.

	 

	2

	MARY MOUNT-AN OPPORTUNITY

	On May 27, Mary had been playing with her brother Billy at a large sandpile at the back of Kiwanis Park in New Canaan Connecticut. The mound was in preparation for maintenance of the man-made pond that was Kiwanis’s main attraction. For an older child the sandpile was a play paradise.  For the Mount children, they could not have been more appreciative as the town’s recreation area was practically in their back yard. 

	 In the winter you could see Kiwanis through the trees, but this time of year the grounds lay hidden behind the wall of bloomed timber. A short walk through these woods brought the kids to their haven.  While Billy and Mary went off to play, Mrs. Mount prepared cupcakes and placed them in the oven to bake.  She reminded Billy to return on time to go to his boy scout’s meeting. 

	Mary and Billy played nearly a half an hour and Billy told Mary that he was going to go back home to get ready for Boy Scouts. Mary informed him that she will stay and play in the pile for a few more minutes.  Meanwhile a car was parked on the opposite end of Kiwanis in the ground’s parking lot.  A young man behind the wheel of his vehicle could see in the far distance through the trees, the two of them playing in the sand. He left the park and did not pay attention to the other vehicles. One, in which was the white rag and other tools in this man’s roving murder kit.

	When Billy arrived back home to go to boy scout practice, his mother asked about Mary and didn’t think twice about her staying at the park to play. Child disappearances were seldom reported, and the family lived in the affluent New Canaan community.  The town’s motto, “Next Station to Heaven” reflected the local’s view that money buys beautiful homes in picturesque settings and safety. Mr. Mount worked as a research scientist for IBM and transferred from Texas to a high paying job with the company in White Plains New York.  

	New Canaan provided Joseph and Lily Mount all they could have ever hoped for to raise their children. A New York City bedroom community, New Canaan housed the power elite, whose aliases dotted the pages of the Global Who’s Who directory.  This listed the names of the world’s top executives and professionals. For this reason, New Canaan ranked among the seven power towns in the United States. These go beyond wealth.   The Mounts had a home built for them at 45 Willowbrook Drive. On January 13, 1969, they moved into it. Prior they had lived on Millport Avenue in a more modest part of town.

	Lily Mount didn’t give a second thought to Mary playing alone. She left the house with Billy to drive him to the boy scouts.  It was about 6:30. The man in the car saw that he was now alone in the parking lot. He also noticed that the young girl was by herself. The park was desolate.  He could not resist. Should he take the chance and seize the opportunity?   

	This human monster was driven by an obsession, and it had become his master.  In the face of it gone was all empathy, logic, and conscience. He needed to kill. As a taskmaster that imprisoned his mind, it would control him and get him to perform. He would hear its voice which came in the way of his thoughts. The more he listened, the stronger obsession took hold of his imagination. The murdered bodies would each act as a shrine to his master. Eventually those sacrificed at obsession’s alter, would be shrouded in garments dripping in blood. 
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	POKER FACE KILLERS

	 

	Killing someone had been 17-year-old John Rice’s fantasy. He would often go into rages and in these tirades, he became extremely violent with his classmates. So much so they feared him. One student named Bob Knight stated that it was if another person took Rice over. John Rice’s face would change, and he would suddenly have superhuman strength. Bob commented that it was as if John had an on/off switch. “Here he had no friends, never talked to anyone, was real quiet,” Bob remembered. “He was achieving a lot of things at school, but when the switch turned on, John Rice acted like and had the strength of someone on angel dust or crack.”

	Bob Knight was nearly six feet tall and weighed 235 pounds. He recounted Rice’s herculean power during his time of being pummeled by him. He said that despite his large size Rice threw him around like he was a rag doll. Many of his peers recounted stories of Rice’s anger and brute force.  They sat in terror at the thought of their recollections. 

	There are terrifying stories and legends of extraordinary kinds of criminals that are told by police and military.  One is even recorded in the Bible. The demon of Gadara was a possessed man whose superhuman strength allowed him to rip thick chains open and off his body. The US military developed the .45 caliber handgun because of the accounts of trained tribal bolo-wielding fighters in the Philippines pumped up on drugs and hoodoo who hacked up and defeated an entire US battalion. 

	Another variety of this sorcery allowed a practitioner in Indonesia to reach into the chest cavity of another man and rip out his heart. Not to mention lore of others. Police actually train to protect against these individuals. In one account a man who had the top of his head blown off by a shotgun managed to chase his intended victim.  A tale of another pumped full of bullets still reached and murdered his target. 

	Correctional officers in a Connecticut jail dubbed a crazed criminal as “Hanibal.” The police arrested him for attempting to take bites out of a person at a movie house.  Despite Hannibal’s small stature and thin frame, it took nine officers and several among them burly to hold him down so that he could be administered a powerful tranquilizer. These characters are an armed individual’s worse fear.

	Sometimes drugs like methamphetamine can bring on these superhuman criminal states. In the case of Hannibal and Rice and others like them, theirs emerges from a dark dimension that is unexplainable by science. John Rice exhibited this power in his rages. 

	John Rice became the town’s most frightening legend. For those living at the time, it causes them to floor their gas peddles when they drive by his old home at night. Many residents tell of their experience with him reliving their terror and dread.  In of all places New Canaan, Connecticut. It boasted education, wealth, power, and affluence. With John Rice within this perfect landscape of House Beautiful homes, speckled with a feel of Norman Rockwell Americana it drove home the lesson that no place on earth is safe. Even more so it remains the community’s ultimate paradox and stain on its image.

	Rice lived in New Canaan but stood out as a misfit among his peers. In contrast to their healthy and good looks, Rice appeared monstrous with his large six-foot one 225-pound frame, square forehead, squinty brown eyes, thick horn-rimmed glasses, and disfiguring underbite. Moreover, his skin was riddled with acne. Compared to their preppy, collegiate finery, Rice’s dated old clothing, and pants that sat on a hefty high wasted torso made him appear creepy. 

	 John Rice’s looks combined with his old-fashioned dress screamed “weird.”  There are two types of weirdness, the kind where someone is mysterious, outlandish or has interests out of the mainstream. This is accepted and often dubbed as eccentric or Avant Garde.  Rice on the other hand was the peculiar, eerie, strange variety that ignites people’s inner gut instincts and tells them to stay away.  Rice was a social misfit, socially inept and his bazaar appearance was a mirror to his broken twisted soul.

	Poker Face Killers

	There are two looks of evil.  The double eyes, which look sinister and the blank stare.  Rice exhibited the ominous demonic expression to Bob Knight when he threw him around like a rag doll.  Rice also displayed the second more frightening kind: the poker face. This is more than just the lack of all facial expression and blankness in the gaze. It is not the one a poker player tries to maintain during a game to avoid showing their hand. 

	Deadpan vacancy enhanced with oddity beams in their eyes. It is a window to their depraved fantasies and murderous capabilities. Their annihilating or traumatizing another means nothing to them.  It is their raison d’etre.

	You see it in some of the most bazaar and demented serial killers.  John Wayne Gacey’s photo
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