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Daniel Spence, or so he called himself, had always known how to blend into his surroundings. He was skilled at shaping his appearance, his behavior, into whatever was required. His face, though sharp in some places and shadowed by years of constant drifting, carried a quiet charm that allowed him to pass unnoticed. He had perfected the art of disappearing in plain sight. This time, his disguise was a quiet, unassuming art teacher at the Alabama Institute for the Deaf and Blind in Talladega.

He liked the school. It was quiet, full of students who couldn’t hear or speak. It suited him. No prying questions, no inquisitive looks. He communicated with his hands, swift and fluid movements of sign language, movements he had practiced meticulously. In a place where silence ruled, he was invisible—a shadow. But, there was one student who had captured his attention far more than the others. Sherri Weathers.

She was 24, and though she had her share of hardships—raising two children on her own, struggling through classes—there was a resilience about her. Daniel had noticed her immediately, of course. She had a presence that intrigued him, a quiet but determined energy. She wasn’t like the others, who floated through life without much fight. Sherri fought against her circumstances, against the weight of life, and Daniel could see it in her eyes. That’s why, in the back of his mind, he had already marked her as special.

Sherri was a decent student, though her passion for art seemed distant, like something she tried to feel but couldn’t quite grasp. Often, she would sit at her desk, staring at a blank page longer than anyone else in the room. Her hands would hover above the paper, hesitant, unsure, until she finally put down a line. It was the hesitation Daniel noticed the most, that moment of uncertainty before creation. It fascinated him because, for all his own faults and flaws, Daniel never hesitated. Not anymore.

In the weeks leading up to what he now thought of as "the event," Daniel had made an effort to build a connection with Sherri. Slowly, patiently, he had worked his way into her routine, making sure she saw him not as a threat, but as a helpful figure—a teacher, a mentor. And Sherri, always tired, always burdened with the weight of her life outside of the classroom, had welcomed it. After all, who would suspect the quiet art teacher?

They had their own way of communicating, as all deaf students and their teachers did. Daniel’s hands would move with ease, signing words of encouragement or instruction, and Sherri would nod, her face blank, focused on the work in front of her. She wasn’t overly friendly, but she wasn’t cold either. It was a careful balance of trust and distance, one that Daniel had become adept at maintaining.

One afternoon, as the sun began to set and the classroom had emptied out, Sherri remained behind, sitting at her desk with her hands resting on a half-finished charcoal sketch. Daniel lingered by the window, watching the fading light stretch across the room, casting long shadows. The quiet suited him, allowed him to think clearly, to plan.

He walked over to her, his steps light on the floor. She didn’t notice him until his shadow crossed her desk, pulling her attention from the page. She looked up at him, and he smiled, a gentle, practiced smile.

“It’s good,” he signed to her, pointing at the sketch. “You’ve captured the light well.”

Sherri’s lips curved slightly in response, though her eyes held exhaustion more than anything else. She moved her hands slowly, responding with, “I’m not sure. It’s difficult.”

Daniel studied her for a moment, taking in the lines of her face, the way her hands hesitated before she responded. “You’re tired,” he signed, keeping his movements soft, careful. “Too much on your mind.”

She looked down, her fingers tracing the edge of the paper, but she didn’t sign anything in response. Daniel knew why. She was struggling, not just with the art, but with everything else. Her boys—Chad and Joseph—were too much for her to handle alone. And yet, she continued. Always pushing forward. Always fighting.

And that, more than anything, was why Daniel had chosen her. He needed to take that fight, to feel her strength crumble beneath his control.

The thought stirred something inside him—a familiar feeling of anticipation. He had felt it before, years ago, in other places, with other people. But this was different. This time, he was going to savor it.

“I could come by later,” he signed, his hands moving slower now, more deliberate. “Help you with your final project.”

Sherri’s brow furrowed, and her eyes flicked up to meet his. There was uncertainty there. She hesitated.

“I’ll manage,” she signed, her movements cautious.

Daniel let the silence linger between them for a moment, watching her carefully. He could see the suspicion starting to creep in, the way her body tensed just slightly. But she didn’t know, not really. Not yet.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” he signed, stepping back from the desk, allowing the tension to ease. She nodded, her lips pressed into a thin line, and went back to her work.

As he walked away, he felt the rush of excitement that always came before the moment—the moment when everything would change. He could already picture it in his mind: the way her eyes would widen, the way her body would struggle beneath him, her hands clawing at him as she realized, too late, what was happening.
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Over the next few days, Daniel's interactions with Sherri remained polite, professional. He would pass by her in the hallway, their eyes meeting briefly, but neither of them lingered on the other. He was careful, always careful. There could be no missteps, no indication of what was to come.

But his mind was always working, always planning. He knew her routine by now. She lived in a small apartment not far from the institute, a place where she kept to herself with her two young boys. The apartment was perfect—isolated enough that no one would hear what happened inside. And the boys, Chad and Joseph—they were so young, so vulnerable. He had seen them before, clinging to their mother’s side, wide-eyed and curious. They were just another piece of the puzzle.

The thought of the boys stirred something dark in him, something he couldn’t quite control. It wasn’t just about Sherri anymore. It was about the whole picture—the completeness of it. He wanted to take everything from her, to strip her of the one thing she had left: her children.

The day came sooner than he had expected. A Friday afternoon, the last class of the week. Sherri had stayed late again, working on her final project, as she often did. The classroom was quiet, the other students long gone. Daniel stood by the window, watching her as she worked, her hands moving slowly across the paper.

He walked over to her desk, his movements deliberate, calculated. She glanced up, her face blank, but there was something in her eyes—an unease, a suspicion that hadn’t been there before.

He smiled at her, a soft, reassuring smile, and signed, “You’re making progress.”

Sherri nodded, though her hands didn’t move to respond. She was watching him now, her eyes following his movements closely.

Daniel felt the excitement building inside him, the anticipation of what was to come. It was so close now, just a few hours away. He had planned it all perfectly—the timing, the place, everything.

He took a step closer to her, his shadow falling over her desk. “Do you need help?” he signed, his hands moving slowly, deliberately.

Sherri hesitated, her eyes flicking to the door for a brief moment before returning to him. “No,” she signed, her movements stiff. “I’m fine.”

But she wasn’t fine. Daniel could see it in her face, the way her body tensed, the way her hands trembled slightly. She knew something was wrong, but she didn’t know what. Not yet.

He stepped back, giving her space, allowing the moment to pass. There was no need to rush. He would have her soon enough.

As he left the room, the thrill of anticipation surged through him, his mind racing with thoughts of what was to come. The plan was in motion, and there was no turning back now.

Sherri Weathers would be his. And when it was over, when the silence had returned, Daniel Lee Siebert would disappear once again, leaving only shadows behind.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Born With A Screw Loose

[image: ]


Daniel Lee Siebert, also known as "The Southside Slayer," was an American serial killer whose troubled early life may provide insight into the development of the violent tendencies that ultimately led to his notorious crimes. Born on June 17, 1954, in Mattoon, Illinois, Siebert grew up in a dysfunctional household characterized by abuse, neglect, and emotional instability. His early years were marked by difficult family dynamics, a strained relationship with his father, and numerous struggles with authority. Understanding Siebert's childhood and early life experiences helps shed light on the events that shaped him into a notorious figure in American criminal history.
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