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				On the Origin of the Species: The Evolution of Serial Killers

			

		

	
		
			
				ONE

			

			Serial Killers: A Brief Introduction to the Species

			In the beginning was the Word.

			—JOHN, 1:1

			When I encountered my first serial killer in 1979, I did not know there was such a thing. The term “serial killer” did not exist except in the close-knit world of FBI behaviorists and homicide investigators who in the 1970s were dealing with a sudden surge of unsolved murders, across different jurisdictions, that appeared to be linked to single unknown perpetrators. Ted Bundy, who killed at least thirty-six college-aged women across six states, would emerge from that era as the prototypical postmodern serial killer. But in the movies, in true crime and fiction literature, in the news media, in popular culture, even in forensic psychiatry, there was no agreed-upon term for what Ted Bundy was, or for what I encountered, the way we have “the word” for it today: serial killer.

			My brief chance encounter with one—the first of my three random encounters with different serial killers before they were identified and captured—occurred on a December Sunday morning in New York. I was stranded in the city over a weekend and needed to find an inexpensive place to stay until Monday. I decided to try a hotel on the far west end of 42nd Street on the farthest fringe of the Times Square district.

			Unlike the tourist- and family-friendly version today, in the 1970s the neighborhood around Times Square and 42nd Street (nicknamed “Forty-Deuce” or “the Deuce”) was very nasty, a teeming souk of hard-core porn “adult” bookstores, peep shows, grind house movie theaters, knife stores, massage parlors, strip joints, live sex acts, souvenir shops, hot dogs and hand jobs, street drugs, junkie bars, flophouse welfare hotels and prostitutes of every age, shape and gender. It was New York’s neon-lit Whitechapel, with its own Ripper too, as I was about to find out.

			There were forty thousand prostitutes working the streets and storefront parlors of New York in 1979,1 so many that the NYPD at one point had to put up barricades along the sidewalks of Eighth Avenue to keep the girls and their pimps from spilling over into the road and blocking traffic.

			Unless you were briskly on your way to or from the Port Authority Bus Terminal, you were on the Deuce for one of four reasons: to buy, sell, be sold or be hunted if you were stupid or careless enough. There were 2,092 murders in New York in 1979 and 2,228 in the year after that. In 1990, murders would climb to a record high of 2,605.2 It was dangerous. On the single block of 42nd Street between Seventh and Eighth Avenues, an average 2,250 crimes were being reported annually, more than on any other block in New York, and 30 to 40 percent of the offenses were serious Part I felonies (homicide, forcible rape, robbery).3

			As I approached the hotel that Sunday morning at daybreak, I thought I had a pretty good idea as to what I might be getting into. I had been to New York many times before on movie and documentary projects and shot all sorts of edgy things. Sometimes I’d stayed in one of the fleabag hotels around Times Square but this was the first time I had ever wandered off the map as far as Tenth Avenue, into the adjoining neighborhood that since the 1880s had been called Hell’s Kitchen. Today it’s bursting with foodie fad restaurants and hip little bars and the neighborhood has been renamed a more upscale and condo-friendly Clinton. But in the 1970s it was definitely still Hell’s Kitchen. Between 1968 and 1986 the Westies, an Irish gang, killed between sixty and one hundred victims there, carving their corpses into pieces in the tenement house bathtubs where today all the cozy, cute little restaurants are.

			I wasn’t sure I wanted to stay the night there, but it was conveniently close to the film lab I needed to go to the next morning before catching my plane home, and it was cheap. So before committing myself by checking into this medium-sized five-story hotel, I decided to take a walk around the hallways and stairways, scout it out and see for myself just how bad it was and who or what might be lurking in the corridors.

			As I waited in the small lobby for the elevator, it seemed to be stopped forever on an upper floor. It was annoying. I was young and impatient. When the elevator finally came down and the doors slid open, I took an extra-hard look at the jerkoff who had kept me waiting for what seemed like ages, although probably it wasn’t longer than a minute.

			He looked like . . . well, like anybody. Ordinary. Just another white guy in his early thirties. The only odd thing about him was that despite the cold he had a sheen of feverish perspiration on his forehead. As he got off the elevator he walked into me as if I was not there—walked through me—bonking me on the knee and shin with a soft-sided bag that felt as if it had bowling balls in it: rounded, hard and heavy. He didn’t say anything, apologize or even give me a glance back. He looked so ordinary that if I had been asked to describe him for a police composite sketch, I could not have. But as he’d annoyed me, I did give him enough of a look to later recognize him if I saw him again, even if I couldn’t describe him from scratch. My last glimpse of him was from inside the elevator as the door closed on me. His back was turned to me and he was strolling calmly toward the door to the street with his bag dangling at his side.

			It was an entirely random encounter with a monster who had brutally bound, gagged, raped, tortured and killed two street prostitutes in his room upstairs, sawed off their heads and hands and stuffed the severed body parts in a bag. As I was approaching the lobby of the hotel, he laid their headless torsos in the pools of thickening blood on the mattress, soaked them in lighter fluid and set it all on fire. He then left with his bag of body parts and calmly took the elevator down as I was impatiently waiting and fuming in the lobby below.

			Of course, I did not know any of that at the time.

			MONSTRUM

			He had come to my attention in the first place only because he had annoyed me. I would not have noticed him otherwise. I surmise today—as a profiler might—that he was holding the elevator door at his floor until he was satisfied that the fire was spreading. He would have obsessively craved that kind of complete control over his crime scene that serial killers seek in their futile attempts to be fulfilled by what they do. It’s all about control for them. That is intrinsic to serial killers.

			Taking an elevator down was a reckless act, especially after setting a fire, as it meant he would have to go by the front desk to exit. That kind of recklessness is also intrinsic to serial killers. I would have taken the stairs, but then I am not a serial killer.

			In the end, that brazenness would lead to his arrest. Six months later, in May 1980, he returned to a New Jersey motel where less than three weeks earlier he had tortured and murdered another prostitute and jammed her handcuffed, battered and mutilated corpse under a bed to be found by a housekeeper the next morning. None of the motel staff noticed or remembered him. That is how forgettable he was. It was only when motel employees, already spooked by the previous murder, heard a woman screaming in his room that police were called.

			That was how thirty-three-year-old Richard Francis Cottingham, aka “the Times Square Torso Ripper,” was apprehended and identified. His victim, Leslie Ann O’Dell, an eighteen-year-old prostitute, was rescued and survived to testify at his trial.

			Richard Cottingham, who upon his arrest told police, “I have problems with women,” had been raised in a stable, upper-middle-class, strict Catholic family in New Jersey. Mom was a housewife while Dad was an insurance company executive in Manhattan. Their son “Richie” was a high school track star and appeared to be well-behaved. After graduating, Richard became gainfully employed as a computer console operator at the offices of Blue Cross Insurance in midtown Manhattan. Like his father, he would commute to work from his home in New Jersey, where he lived with his wife and three children. But he had a whole other secret life too. He had two mistresses, both nurses, who did not know about each other, and a string of casual girlfriends, favorite escorts and random pickups, and once in a while, whenever he got the urge for it, he would torture, rape and kill one of them. He killed at least three of the women he had been acquainted with. He preferred, however, random victims he would pick up on the streets or in bars. Working a shift from four p.m. to midnight, Cottingham committed his savagely sadistic murders between dates with his mistresses, his hours at Blue Cross and his commute home to his family in Lodi, New Jersey.

			Cottingham was eventually convicted of five murders, and recently (in 2010) he suddenly pleaded guilty to a sixth murder, committed forty-three years ago. He is suspected in at least an additional thirty to fifty unsolved murders in New York and New Jersey between 1967 and 1980. (See Richard Cottingham crime scene photos and other illustrations for Sons of Cain on www.sonsofcainserialkillers.com.)

			After literally bumping into him in the lobby that morning, I rode upstairs and smelled the smoldering fire and caught a glimpse of smoky mist and tiny cinders swirling in the corridor just as the fire alarms began to sound. The hotel was evacuated before I saw any heavy, dense smoke or flames, and I exited by a stairwell into an indoor parking garage and out onto 42nd Street just as the fire department was pulling up out front. I did not hang around in the cold to watch, and I walked away in a “New York minute” to stay somewhere else, without learning what had taken place.

			The next morning, when I arrived at the film lab, I glanced at the newspapers strewn around the reception room. The headlines screamed about fire and headless torsos. While I realized that the hotel fire was where I had been the previous morning, I did not immediately connect the guy on the elevator to any of it. I did not have the familiarity we all do today with the phenomenon of serial killers and what they do, to form an immediate connection in my mind between the jerkoff with the bag of “bowling balls” and the murders upstairs. Nobody thought that way back then. It was only much later, after Cottingham had been arrested and I first saw his picture in the papers, that it all suddenly fell into place. It was the jerkoff who had kept me waiting! I immediately recognized him. Only then did the “bowling balls” suddenly take on a different meaning.

			One of the two headless victims in the hotel room, estimated by the medical examiner to be in her teenage years, was never identified and remains a Jane Doe to this day. But police were able to identify the second victim a month after the murder. She had worn leather high-heeled Philippe Marco sandals, an exclusive brand, which police were able to trace to a store in Paramus, leading them to believe that the victim lived in New Jersey. Police then focused on reports of missing women in New Jersey from around the date of the murder and eventually linked spinal X-rays and a caesarean scar on the torso to hospital records belonging to twenty-two-year-old Deedeh Goodarzi, an upscale escort living in Trenton. In 1978, she had given birth by caesarean section to a baby girl, whom she immediately gave up to the state of New Jersey for adoption, nineteen months before her murder.

			After Deedeh was identified, her mug shots from prostitution arrests were widely published. She was indeed upscale, elegant and tastefully dressed in her arrest photos, with sultry dark looks, full lips, long black hair and beautiful almond-shaped eyes. When Deedeh failed to return home, there were people in New Jersey who cared enough about her to quickly report her missing to police, which helped investigators to zero in on her hospital records.

			She was reported in the media to have been born in Kuwait, raised by her grandparents there and brought to the United States at the age of fourteen by her father, who had immigrated here earlier. She lived a troubled life in Long Island and New York City. She dropped out of high school and ran away from home around the age of sixteen. Deedeh ended up working as a marginally upscale “call girl” escort in New York, Florida, Nevada and California before settling in Trenton, New Jersey.

			Her sad story, her face and eyes would haunt me for decades afterward. At twenty-two she was only a year younger than I was when she was murdered. I marveled at how long a road Deedeh must have traveled to her encounter with a serial killer, just mere hours before my own road led me to my encounter with the same killer.

			I wondered what happened to her head, with which I had been bumped, with those beautiful eyes and that flowing dark hair. What did Cottingham do with it? As hard as police searched in the vicinity of the hotel for the missing heads, even sending down divers off the rotting piers on the nearby Hudson River, they never found them. Cottingham had taken the heads with him to some final secret place.

			Over the decades since, I occasionally wondered what happened to the baby girl Deedeh had given up for adoption, like a tiny soul in an escape capsule, desperately launched to safety from the chaos of her mother’s unhappy life, nineteen months before her savage murder, the only trace of herself she left behind. I wondered if the girl had survived the maw of a state adoption system, what trajectory she had been thrown on, where she had landed and whether she would ever know anything of her birth mother’s identity and fate. I imagined her drifting through life like crash debris left floating in the wake of chaos and murder.

			Back then, I still did not have the term “serial killer” to comfort me with its neat descriptors of what it was I had bumped into in that hotel lobby. The murder appeared to me as supernaturally monstrous as stories in the Tales from the Crypt comic books I had read as a kid. I might as well have encountered Dracula, the Werewolf, Frankenstein’s monster or some other movie ghoul.

			In a world where serial killers had not yet been definitively named, categorized and described, I was left with a sensation of having encountered a monster, in the ancient sense of the original Latin word, “monstrum”: “an omen or warning of the will of the gods.”4

			That encounter would forever shape how I would later write about serial killers. In futile attempts to somehow humanize serial killers or “secularize” their monstrous attributes, much of the current literature on serial killers disavows the monster construct. But I found myself starting from the opposite pole. I experienced a monstrum, one not so much bearing omens of the will of the gods, but of us, of ourselves, of our society. I came to see them as monstrous, misshapen reflections in a distorted mirror to human civilization.

			My brief personal close encounter with a monster inspired my pursuit to understand the phenomenon of serial murder and its social and forensic history. Where and how did these monsters first appear? Where did they come from, and why was there such a dramatic increase in their numbers in the last decades of the twentieth century, to the point that I randomly crossed paths with one of them, and then, later, another, and then a third? Were there just so many of them from the 1970s through to the 1990s that I would randomly encounter three different serial killers—in New York, Moscow and Toronto—all by chance and all before they had been identified as serial killers? For a long time, I thought these three encounters were freakishly unusual, but as we shall see, they were not actually all that unusual.

			The only thing that distinguishes me from you, or others who have unknowingly and randomly brushed by serial killers, is that in my case I later became aware of who my serial killers had been. Most people never find out, fortunately.

			Although Cottingham never attained the level of fame that other serial killers did, he fascinated many insiders in the field of serial homicide. The renowned profiler Dr. Robert Keppel, who dealt with super serial killers like Ted Bundy and Gary Ridgway, the “Green River Killer,” considers Cottingham the Mount Everest of sadistic serial killers. Keppel wrote, “Years after Cottingham had been put away, as I tried to figure out what could drive the sexually sadistic serial killer subtype, I kept asking myself what it was that ultimately intrigued me about the Cottingham cases. Partly it was the level of sadistic torture that Cottingham acted out on his victims. He didn’t kill them and desecrate their bodies; he forced them to experience pain and humiliation before he killed them. Then he desecrated their bodies.”5

			What strikes me most about my brief encounter with this serial killer was how entirely normal and forgettable he was. Cottingham did not look “evil” or monstrous. There was nothing menacing about him. He did not have fangs, red eyes, foul steaming breath or yellowed claws. He was not screwy looking or twitchy. He wasn’t babbling crazily or splattered in blood (even though he had just sawn off the heads of two victims), nor did he have a Hannibal Lecter aristocratic charm and bearing. At worst, he looked a little stoned and blank eyed, which I guess is what satiated bloodlust looks like.

			He was so ordinary that by the time I got off the elevator on his floor I had already forgotten him, and I did not think of him again until I saw his picture in a newspaper.

			

			• • •

			After Cottingham was caught, I sought to better understand what he was. The first true-crime book about serial murder that I read was The Stranger Beside Me, Ann Rule’s seminal 1980 account of the iconic serial killer Ted Bundy, but the term “serial killer” did not appear in the pages of her definitive book when I read it.

			Before the 1980s, movies had been made, articles and books had been written, about serial killers like Jack the Ripper, H. H. Holmes, Albert Fish, Ed Gein, the Boston Strangler, the Son of Sam, John Wayne Gacy, and the Hillside Strangler(s), but except for cops among themselves occasionally, nobody called any of them “serial killers” or, more importantly, classified them as a specific and unique species of murderer. Each one was a self-contained case.

			Canadian social anthropologist Elliott Leyton’s 1986 book, Hunting Humans: The Rise of the Modern Multiple Murderer (first published in the US as Compulsive Killers: The Story of Modern Multiple Murder), was probably the first popular book to comprehensively describe the phenomenon of serial killers and their social history. While the term “serial killer” appears in the pages of his book, it was still not a term familiar enough to the public for the publisher to use in the book title.6

			The pendulum of writing about serial killers swings between monstrosity and psychology, between mythology and history, between the monstrous-supernatural and the forensic-scientific. Serial killers, I finally realized, are what we decide they are, and that definition constantly changes with history and society. But for centuries before the 1980s, we had no idea of what they were or how to describe them, other than as “monsters.”

			COINING THE TERM “SERIAL KILLER”

			Before we could recognize what serial killing was, we needed a term for it. Throughout most of its modern history, serial killing had been given a host of different labels, like “stranger-on-stranger murder,” “recreational killing,” “pattern murder,” “thrill killing,” “multicide,” “psycho murder,” “sequential homicide,” “compulsive murder,” “multiple murder,” “motiveless killing,” “lust murder,” “spree killing” and, confusingly, “mass murder,” which today we define as a single rampage of multiple murders. Nobody agreed on a single term for serial killing or what defined it, nor did anybody assemble all those different multiple-killer profiles and their characteristics into named constellations or categories.

			Today “serial killer” is as generic and as familiar a term as “Kleenex,” “Scotch tape” or, ominously, “dumpster.” But thirty-five years ago, our perception of serial killers was reminiscent of the first scenes of a zombie movie, the ones where everybody is running around at the early stage of a zombie apocalypse, trying to figure out what is overrunning civilization. Is it an epidemic disease? A weaponized toxin? A genetic mutation? A pathological rabid cannibal rage? Is it an alien virus? Is it something supernatural? And why is this zombie plague spreading?

			By 1979, when I had my first encounter, we were already well into what would later be called the “serial killer epidemic,” and it was only going to get worse, with an unprecedented surge of serial murder in the United States and around the world, but we still had not named what this thing was. Having read The Stranger Beside Me, I understood that Cottingham was something like Ted Bundy, something like Jack the Ripper, something like the Boston Strangler, something like John Wayne Gacy, something like all the recently reported “multiple pattern thrill killers” from the 1960s and 1970s like Edmund Kemper, Jerry Brudos, Juan Corona, the Hillside Strangler(s), Dean Corll, the Son of Sam, and the unidentified Zodiac Killer. Yet there seemed to be more differences between each killer than similarities. Some targeted only female prostitutes, some only gay men, some only children, some only college-aged women. Some mutilated their victims; some did not. Some killed only with their hands, others with rope, or stockings, or knives, or guns. Some were stationary, killing in one specific place; others were migratory, traveling thousands of miles in their search for victims. Some left bodies by the side of the road, while others kept them buried in secret backwoods “cemeteries” of their own. They all did the same thing in essence—they killed multiple victims—but each one seemed to do it in his own particular way or pattern. Thus the early use of the term “pattern killers” to describe them.

			The popular notion of serial killers came from movies like Psycho, Frenzy, Dirty Harry, 10 Rillington Place, Eyes of Laura Mars, Deranged, Maniac and Terror Train, many of which were inspired by actual cases. Serial killers were largely perceived as simply madmen, or inexplicable monsters like the supernaturally invincible Jason of the Friday the 13th movies or Michael Myers from Halloween. In fact, the first Halloween and Friday the 13th movies came out, respectively, in 1978 and 1980, before the term “serial killer” was introduced into the mainstream.

			There was no single word that everybody agreed named what these predatory monsters were or how they functioned. And without “the Word” we had no idea of “the Thing.” While law enforcement had an awareness of the growing phenomenon, the rest of us in the general public and the media were blind to it.

			It was only in May 1981 that the serial-killer and serial-murder constructs first began appearing in the mass media. Regarding Wayne Williams, suspected in the murders of thirty-one children in Atlanta between 1979 and 1981, the New York Times wrote:

			The incident underscored the belief of many law-enforcement officials and forensic scientists in Atlanta that only some of the killings are the result of a “serial” or “pattern” murderer. . . . 7

			If the New York Times is America’s national “paper of record,” then Wayne Williams is our first “serial killer of record.” There is no single story as to who coined the term “serial killer,” and it is entirely plausible that several people independently proposed the term. According to the late true-crime author Ann Rule, California detective Pierce Brooks first coined it.8 True-crime author Michael Newton points out that the term is used by author John Brophy in his 1966 book The Meaning of Murder.9 Author Harold Schechter and criminal-deviance scholar Lee Mellor discovered that Ernst August Ferdinand Gennat, the chief of the Berlin police, used the term “serienmörder” (serial murder) in the 1930s to describe the crimes of Peter Kürten.10

			The earliest English-language use of the term “serial killings” I’ve found in print was by the biblical scholar, historian and concentration-camp survivor Robert Eisler, in his annotations to a lecture he gave on sadism and anthropology to the Royal Society of Medicine in London in 1948. The lecture was published posthumously in 1951 as a heavily footnoted book entitled Man into Wolf: An Anthropological Interpretation of Sadism, Masochism, and Lycanthropy. In describing innate infantile sadism, Eisler wrote:

			The serial killings in the “Punch and Judy” plays for children are so enjoyable because the puppets are of wood and the beaten skulls sound so wooden and insensitive. Nevertheless this enjoyment is certainly the harmless “abreaction” of the cruel urges of infancy.11*

			While perhaps various people proposed it, I personally believe the most plausible coiner of the term “serial killer” as we are familiar with it today is FBI agent and behavior-sciences profiler Robert K. Ressler. In his memoirs, Ressler writes that he felt the popular term for serial murder, “stranger killings,” was inappropriate because not all victims of serial killers were strangers. Ressler was lecturing at a police academy in England in 1974 when he heard the description of some crimes as occurring in “a series”—a series of rapes, arsons, burglaries or murders.

			Ressler said that the description reminded him of the movie industry term for short episodic films shown on Saturday afternoons during the 1930s and 1940s: “serial adventures.” Audiences were lured back to movie theaters week after week by the inconclusive ending of each episode—the so-called cliff-hanger. Instead of providing a satisfying conclusion, these endings increased the tension in the audience. Likewise, Ressler felt, after every murder serial killers experience a “cliff-hanging” tension and a desire to commit a more perfect murder than before, one that is closer to their fantasy. Rather than being satisfied when they murder, serial killers are compelled to repeat their killing in a cycle, a pattern of serial-movie-like “cliff-hanger” murders. “Serial killing,” Ressler argued, was a very appropriate term for the compulsive multiple homicides that he believed he was dealing with.12

			CATEGORIZING SERIAL KILLERS

			As Ressler was struggling with what to call them, he, his colleague John E. Douglas at the FBI’s Behavioral Sciences Unit (BSU) (today called Behavioral Analysis Unit [BAU]) and forensic nurse Ann W. Burgess were interviewing twenty-nine incarcerated sexual serial killers and seven solo sexual murderers, asking them about their childhoods, their fantasies and what they thought they were doing. Conducted in the late 1970s and early 1980s, these interviews would later spawn the FBI’s controversial profiling system of organized/disorganized/mixed classifications of serial killers:

			
					
					Organized serial killers carefully plan their crimes, patiently stalk their victims, often use charm and guile to abduct them or gain control over them, come prepared with weapons and restraints and attempt to clean up the crime scene to destroy forensic evidence. They tend to encounter and abduct their victims at one location, kill them at another and dispose of their bodies at yet a third location, making it very difficult for investigators to piece together a timeline. They are smart, social, physically attractive, married or in relationships, gainfully employed, dress well, have neat apartments, drive well-maintained and clean cars, etc.;

				

					
					Disorganized serial killers do not plan their murders, and they often act on a whim, spontaneously using sudden brute force (blitz) to abduct and subdue their victims. They lack the social skills to charm their victims and are often loners or drifters and are unemployed. They use improvised weapons found at the scene to kill their victims, often abandon the victims’ bodies where they first encountered and killed them and leave behind messy crime scenes with lots of evidence. They live in messy apartments, are often physically repulsive and drive decrepit, poorly maintained cars, etc.

				

			

			Unfortunately for the FBI system, very few serial killers fall neatly into one or the other category. Most serial killers exhibit a mix of characteristics from both categories, and thus the FBI introduced a third category, mixed, a rather meaningless combination of the first two categories.

			Despite the flaws in the organized/disorganized/mixed system, it was a breakthrough, the first attempt to classify individual serial killers into categories or species with specific characteristics in a way that aided investigators in the field. The focus of the FBI research was not so much to unravel the mystery of a serial killer’s psychology but to understand how the nature of a crime scene could contribute to identifying the perpetrator, or in FBI-speak, the “unsub”—unknown subject. As John Douglas famously stated, “If you want to understand the artist, look at his work.”

			The results of these interviews with incarcerated offenders were published in a 1988 textbook, Sexual Homicide: Patterns and Motives, one of the first scientific-academic book-length studies focused almost entirely on sexual serial killers, their fantasies, childhoods, characteristics and behaviors, and a rudimentary guide to profiling them.13 Its three authors, Ressler, Douglas and Burgess, are among the American pioneers in serial-offender profiling and crime-scene psychological analysis, along with earlier pioneers like Walter C. Langer, who profiled Adolf Hitler for US intelligence in the 1940s; LAPD psychiatrist Dr. J. Paul de River in the 1940s; New York psychiatrist James Brussel, who famously profiled serial bomber George Metesky in the 1950s and the Boston Strangler in the 1960s; and later, LAPD homicide detective Pierce Brooks, FBI agents Howard Teten and Roy Hazelwood, Michigan forensic psychologist Richard Walter and Washington State attorney general’s investigator Robert Keppel.

			With the publication of Sexual Homicide in 1988, we now had a fuller understanding of the term “serial killer” and a much more specific, albeit rudimentary, road map to what it entailed. Three years later the film adaptation of Thomas Harris’s novel The Silence of the Lambs widely popularized the serial killer and FBI profiler as high-concept adversaries.

			THE SERIAL KILLER SURGE IN THE 1970S–1980S

			If you are over the age of fifty, as I am, you will remember a more innocent world without the specter of serial killers, a world that at first appeared safe and innocent but transformed into a place overrun by zombielike serial-killing human monsters.

			Father Knows Best and Leave It to Beaver were more than just clichéd TV shows from the late 1950s and early 1960s; there was a palpably real naïveté in that era, especially if you were a kid. In those days few imagined a world where the dad in Leave It to Beaver might be burying bodies in the basement or sodomizing the Beaver while Mom might be posing in explicit classified ads to lure victims to their home, or that big brother Wally might be torturing the family cat while masturbating to men’s adventure magazines or peeping through the neighbor’s window with a knife in hand.

			In the innocent 1950s, milk came in clear glass bottles delivered to the door by milkmen in pristine white uniforms, not sold in waxed paper cartons printed with the faces of missing children. People really did leave their doors unlocked and windows thrown open in the 1950s and early 1960s.

			But everything changed by the end of the 1960s. The virulence of the rising rate of serial killing in that epoch is astounding.

			
					
					According to the Radford University/FGCU (Florida Gulf Coast University) Serial Killer Database, out of 2,236 serial killers on record in the United States between 1900 and 2000, 82 percent (1,840) made their appearance between 1970 and 2000;14

				

					
					Another study of 431 serial-killer cases in the United States between 1800 and 2004 found that 65 percent (234 cases) occurred between 1970 and 2004;15

				

					
					In the twenty-five-year period of 1970 to 1995, there was a tenfold increase in active serial killers compared to the 169 years between 1800 and 1969.16

				

			

			This last thirty-year surge in serial killers exponentially outpaced the growth of the general population in the United States. It felt so much like a plague by the 1980s that the Centers for Disease Control (CDC) in Atlanta began to look into the phenomenon of serial murder and Congress held hearings on the issue.17 (see chapter thirteen for more on the “serial-killer epidemic.”)

			Just consider the frequency of the term “serial killer” in the New York Times. In the decade after its first use, in 1981, the term “serial killer” appeared 253 times in the paper; in the 10 years after that, in the 1990s, it appeared 2,514 times.18

			By the 1990s, serial killing had become a major source of obsessive entertainment, not only for the few killers perpetrating it, but for millions of consumers watching it in the movies and on TV and reading about it. There were serial-killer trading cards, calendars and fan clubs and collectors of serial-killer “murderabilia.” By the 1990s, serial killers were entrenched in American popular culture, taking their place with dinosaurs, cowboys, baseball and zombies.

			CLOSE ENCOUNTERS OF THE THIRD KIND WITH SERIAL KILLERS

			Seven years after my brief encounter with Cottingham in New York, I went to work for CNN. In its early Ted Turner start-up days, CNN had hired many of its staff and technicians from the newsrooms of local television stations in Atlanta, where Turner Broadcasting was based. Almost everybody I worked with had a story to tell of their close encounters with the Atlanta serial killer Wayne Williams, who had sought work as a freelance cameraman for local TV news. Hearing these stories, I felt less lonely in my brief encounter with Cottingham in 1979.

			Then in October 1990 I randomly encountered my second serial killer.

			While shooting a documentary in Moscow in a tent city full of protestors, I was approached for an interview by the notorious serial killer Andrei Chikatilo, aka “the Red Ripper” or “Citizen X.” This was a few weeks before he returned to his hometown in the Ukraine to kill his fifty-third victim and was arrested. For years he had been killing, mutilating and sometimes cannibalizing women, teenagers and small children of both sexes, and when he was caught his fifty-three victims propelled him to the top of the list of the most prolific serial killers of all time. (Currently he stands at number six.19)

			Unlike my awkward, wordless encounter with the more obscure Cottingham eleven years earlier, this encounter involved a conversation lasting several minutes (I speak Russian) in which Chikatilo attempted to persuade me to film an interview with him. It was not murder that Chikatilo wanted to talk about but some absurd story about how organized criminals in his hometown were building public toilets near his apartment house and how he had come to Moscow to personally lodge a complaint with the Russian president Mikhail Gorbachev.

			I thought his story was dumb (especially compared with the grievances of other Russians in that tent city), and not wanting to waste any of our precious videotape to record him, I turned him away. (In 1990, broadcast-camera videotape was very expensive and difficult to find in Russia.) As with Cottingham, I found out only much later whom I’d encountered, my second monster in the wild. My random encounters with two serial killers, my two serial killers, were looking like weird math. Serial killers are rare. And while anything can happen once, like a lightning strike, to randomly encounter serial killers twice was odd. But at the same time, it made me think there might be others I have encountered without realizing it; maybe there were three—or even more—and this notion eventually inspired me to write my first book about them, in 2004.

			And indeed, by virtue of the FBI redefinition of serial killing in 2005 from at least three victims to two victims, I realized that I had actually encountered three serial killers in my life. I met my third in the early 1980s as he was about to become a serial killer, between his first and second murders.

			I was working undercover within the Ku Klux Klan on a documentary shoot. Gary “Mick” MacFarlane was a security officer for the local den of the KKK and had already murdered one victim. At trial he had been found not guilty by reason of insanity. He sat out a stretch in a psychiatric facility and was released a few years later after psychiatrists determined him cured. MacFarlane found a job as a security company dog handler and joined the KKK. A few years after I met him, I read in the papers that he had murdered a second victim. In the 1980s, that did not make him a serial killer, but once the FBI downgraded the definition of a serial killer from three to two victims, he retroactively became my third serial killer. I thought, how crazy is that, to have encountered three serial killers without having sought them out?

			I should not have been all that impressed by my multiple “close encounters” with serial killers. By the time I met the first of my serial killers in 1979, a US president’s wife had met her serial killer, when John Wayne Gacy as the director of Chicago’s annual Polish Constitution Day Parade hosted President Jimmy Carter’s wife, Rosalynn, in May 1978. The White House released an official photo of the first lady posing with Gacy.20 Six months later, to the embarrassment of the White House, police would find twenty-six corpses rotting in the crawl space of Gacy’s home and several more buried elsewhere.

			At about the same time, Jimmy Carter’s vice president, Walter Mondale, was meeting his serial killer, the teenaged Jeffrey Dahmer, who arranged a spontaneous visit for himself and some classmates with the vice president as a prank during a high school trip to Washington, D.C. (having failed in his attempt to secure a visit with President Carter).21

			And in 1977 the governor of California Jerry Brown was not only encountering his serial killer but was dancing with and hugging her. Dorothea Puente, the “Death House Landlady” who buried some of her nine elderly victims in the rose garden of her Sacramento, California, boardinghouse, bought tables at political fund-raising events, at one of which she met and danced with the governor.22

			If there were serial killers visiting television newsrooms, escorting first ladies, touring the White House and dancing with governors, then my own little encounters were beginning to look pretty lame. Everybody seemed to be running into serial killers.

			Rodney Alcala, who would be convicted for the murders of seven women and suspected in as many as 130 murders, is alleged to have taken filmmaking lessons in 1970 from Roman Polanski, who the previous year just barely missed an encounter of his own with Charlie Manson’s cult killers (arguably a species of serial killers) when they killed his pregnant wife, Sharon Tate.23 (Actor Steve McQueen and author Jerzy Kosinski were also invited to the house on the night of the murders but did not go.)

			Serial killers were even making appearances on TV. The same Rodney Alcala appeared as a contestant on The Dating Game in 1978 (and won), while serial killer Edward Wayne Edwards, who murdered at least five victims, appeared on two game shows, To Tell the Truth and What’s My Line?, even though he was a convicted felon.24 (More recently, the British necrophile serial killer Stephen Port, the “Grindr Killer,” appeared on Celebrity MasterChef UK, making meatballs, while at the time he was killing and then raping at least four male victims.)25

			By now serial killers were even randomly crossing paths with other serial killers. The Chicago satanic-cult serial killer Robin Gecht, later linked to the gang rape/mutilation/cannibal murders of seventeen female victims, was employed as a laborer by John Gacy, neither aware of the other’s serial killing.

			Adolph James “Jimmy” Rode, aka Cesar Barone, claimed he was personally “tutored” by Ted Bundy when he was briefly jailed with him in Florida. Barone was assigned work distributing food trays and would later tell people that Bundy had whispered to him how easy it is to kill women and hide the evidence.26 Barone later raped and murdered four women.

			And then there was the ultimate! A case of one serial killer murdering another serial killer, when Wayne Henley shot Dean Corll (the “Candy Man”) in 1973, after the two of them had together tortured, raped and murdered twenty-eight male teenagers in Houston, Texas. Corll threatened to make Henley his twenty-ninth victim; Henley struck first and Dextered Corll.

			It really did seem like a zombie plague with serial killers now infectiously biting out new serial killers and even turning on one another.

			By the 1990s, everybody was familiar with the term “serial killer” and many people had encountered one for themselves, however randomly or briefly. Along with Polanski, other celebrities reportedly encountered serial killers. Sean Penn, serving sixty days in Los Angeles County Jail for reckless driving in 1987, exchanged notes with Richard Ramirez, “the Nightstalker.”27 Blondie lead singer Debbie Harry was picked up by Ted Bundy in the early 1970s while hitchhiking and fled his car when she became suspicious of his behavior.28 Some celebrities even fell victim to serial killers. In 1978 Larry Flynt, the flamboyant publisher of Hustler magazine, was shot and paralyzed for life by Joseph Paul Franklin, a “missionary” species of serial killer, who had killed at least eight victims and perhaps as many as twenty-two, acting on racial hate and an obsession with interracial couples. (Flynt’s magazine had depicted interracial sex.) The Italian fashion designer Gianni Versace was murdered on the front steps of his home in Miami Beach by spree serial killer Andrew Cunanan in 1997. In 2001, actor Ashton Kutcher discovered the body of his girlfriend, murdered by alleged serial killer “the Hollywood Ripper,” who is awaiting trial for three murders committed between 1993 and 2005 and is suspected in another seven.29 Air force colonel and serial killer Russell Williams piloted the Canadian equivalent of Air Force One, and flew not just the prime minister but other dignitaries, including Queen Elizabeth—all while videotaping the rape-murders of two women, including an air force corporal under his command, and perpetrating hundreds of fetish burglaries of women’s underwear.30

			Since Serial Killers: The Method and Madness of Monsters was published, I have received dozens of letters in which people recount stories of serial killers they were picked up by while hitchhiking, or knew in school or at work, lived next door to, et cetera. Most of the stories are plausible and often check out against timelines and locations. If they were lucky, people’s encounters were harmless. A few even had positive stories to tell, including one from an ex–Marine scout sniper who had a sexual encounter with gay serial killer Randy Kraft, the “Scorecard Killer” or “Freeway Killer,” in California. Kraft was convicted of drugging, sodomizing and murdering sixteen young men, some of them Marines, and suspected in sixty-seven other murders. In his letter to me the ex-Marine claimed that Kraft had given him direction in life and had “saved” him. In 2013 he published his story, writing, “He made me feel special in the most irresistible way. For one impossibly beautiful California afternoon, I was very much in love with him. And I’ve never had another man, before or since, affect me that way.”31

			In a way it makes sense. We all routinely encounter dozens of people a day, and so do serial killers. Serial killers do not kill most of the people they encounter. So there are thousands of people who knowingly or unknowingly had personal encounters with these monsters. Only for the unlucky few it goes bad.

			That number of the unlucky, however, grew dramatically in the 1970s and 1980s as corpses began piling up in abandoned lots, in bushes and woods, in secret cemeteries, by roadside ditches, in dumpsters, in culverts, floating in rivers and swamps, buried in gardens and basements or wrapped in plastic bags and stacked in attics or recorded on videotape or Polaroid photos squirreled away as death trophies. I began to wonder how many serial killers an average person might have stood in line behind at a McDonald’s, sat next to on a bus, parked a car near at a shopping mall or just passed by randomly on the street.

			Even one of my readers turned out to be a notorious serial killer. Dennis Rader, the “BTK Killer,” had my first book in his possession along with a book by a colleague, forensic psychology professor and author Katherine Ramsland, when he was identified and arrested.32 Pondering this “professional endorsement” shivers me out to this day.

			By the 1990s, even if one hadn’t personally encountered any serial killers, everybody agreed on what they were: white males who killed for sexual reasons in at least three separate events with cooling-off periods in between. But by the 2010s, everything had changed. A profiler could no longer count on an “unsub” being a white male. Studies were showing that 50 to 60 percent of serial killers were now African-Americans33—except they rarely became front-page news. Offenders tend to kill within their own race, and serial killers often target prostitutes and marginalized victims, exactly the type of victim that garners less interest and attention in the media. The murder of eleven impoverished minority women by Anthony Sowell, “the Cleveland Strangler,” in 2007 and 2008 made the news only because he kept their bodies in his house despite complaints from neighbors about the smell of decaying flesh. Lonnie Franklin Jr., “the Grim Sleeper,” is suspected in hundreds of murders of marginalized women in California that went mostly overlooked and unreported for three decades, until he was finally convicted in 2016 for eleven serial killings. Lorenzo Gilyard, “the Kansas City Strangler,” was linked to the murders of thirteen women and convicted in six of the murders. Most of his victims had cloth or paper towels stuffed into their mouths, were raped and strangled and were missing their shoes. Despite the high body counts, the names of these African-American serial killers are less prominent than those of white serial killers like Ted Bundy or John Wayne Gacy.

			By the 2000s almost one in every six serial killers was a woman, 53 percent of whom killed at least one child or female victim, and since the 1980s, slightly more female serial killers preferred strangers as victims, challenging the “black widow” stereotype who kills her husbands or lovers only.34 Known as the “quiet killers,” women are often not even recognized as serial killers. Genene Jones, for example, a Texas nurse suspected in the murders of sixty infants in her care, was prosecuted for the murders of only two infants and received a sentence that made her eligible for release in 2017. In a desperate bid to prevent her mandatory release in May 2017, authorities charged her for additional murders going back to 1977–1982. Female serial killers are also known to team up with male serial-killing lovers, like Karla Homolka in Canada, who partnered with her husband, Paul Bernardo, in the rape-murders of three teenage girls, including her younger sister; and Charlene Adell (Williams) Gallego, who partnered with her husband, Gerald, in the rape-torture murders of ten victims. Interestingly, after their arrests and testimony against their husbands, both women received relatively light sentences; they now live in freedom. (I describe all three cases in detail in Female Serial Killers: How and Why Women Become Monsters [2007]. See also Paul Bernardo and Karla Homolka: The Ken and Barbie Killers [2016] for an account of Karla Homolka’s postprison life.)

			No sooner did we think we knew what serial killers were than we had to rethink it all.

			REDEFINING SERIAL KILLERS

			There have been many proposed definitions of serial killing, including:

			
					
					When someone murders at least three persons in more than a thirty-day period (R. Holmes and S. Holmes);35

				

					
					At least two fantasy-driven compulsive murders committed at different times and at different locations where there is no relationship between the perpetrator and victim and no material gain, with victims having characteristics in common (Steven A. Egger);36

				

					
					When an individual, acting alone or with another, commits two or more separate homicides over a period of time, with breaks between each murder event (Vernon Geberth);37

				

					
					Premeditated murder of three or more victims committed over time, in separate incidents, in a civilian context, with the murder activity being chosen by the offender (B. T. Keeney and K. Heide);38

				

					
					When someone commits at least ten homicides over time. The homicides are violent and brutal, but they are also ritualistic—they take on their own meaning for the serial murderer (Helen Morrison);39

				

					
					When someone murders two or more victims, with an emotional cooling-off period between the homicides (Deborah Schurman-Kauflin).40

				

			

			Before 2005, the traditional definition of serial killing was the one the FBI first introduced in the 1980s: three victims on separate occasions with a “cooling-off” period in between. It is still often wrongly cited as the current definition. The FBI eventually realized the “three victims” definition presented all sorts of statistical and conceptual problems. It excluded murderers who have an obvious, identifiable serial-killer psychopathology but are apprehended after their first or second murder, before they can commit the requisite third. It did not account for serial offenders against whom only two convictions were made, thus excluding on a technicality some notorious historic serial killers, like Albert Fish, Ed Gein, Albert DeSalvo and Wayne Williams, who were all convicted for only one or two homicides, notwithstanding persuasive suspicions of many more victims. Most accounts of serial-killer convictions typically include an additional number of “suspected in” murders. Once a serial killer is convicted in one jurisdiction, often other jurisdictions do not bother taking the costly effort to extradite him and put him on trial.

			Experts also argued over whether serial killers are defined by the compulsive sexual-fantasy components inherent in their crimes. We debated whether the perpetrators were always male. Were the victims always strangers, and if so, should hit men, gangbangers, genocidal war criminals and terrorists be considered serial killers, since they are killing strangers in separate incidents interspersed by cooling-off periods? Or does a serial killer need to choose his or her own victim, and what constitutes choice? Is serial killing a secondary symptom of behavioral disorders such as psychopathy or sociopathy, or is it an addictive paraphilia (sexual perversion) of its own called erotophonophilia? (More on paraphilias and erotophonophilia below.) Many of these debates are still ongoing in conferences and in the pages of forensic academic literature.

			During a conference of experts in 2005 at the San Antonio Serial Murder Symposium sponsored by the FBI’s National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime (NCAVC) Behavioral Analysis Unit (BAU), the FBI finally proposed a new definition of serial murder as “the unlawful killing of two or more victims by the same offender(s) in separate events” for any reason, including “anger, thrill, financial gain, and attention seeking.”41

			In other words, women, genocidal killers, contract and gangland killers, missionary-type serial killers like those who might target abortion doctors or interracial couples, and even terrorists are included under the FBI’s new broad umbrella defining what constitutes a serial killer today: anybody who kills two or more people in distinctly separate incidents.

			Most experts today agree on this definition of serial killing as the murder of two or more victims for any motive on separate occasions with a cooling-off period in between.42 There are, however, still ongoing debates as to what exactly constitutes a cooling-off period and its minimum length.43 Consider, for example, Andrew Cunanan, who murdered Gianni Versace after killing four victims over several weeks; Paul John Knowles, who killed eighteen victims in a four-month spree in 1974; Christopher Wilder, who killed eight women in a six-week cross-country spree in 1984; or the Washington Beltway snipers, who killed seventeen victims over a period of weeks. None of these serial killers returned to their everyday lives in a cooling-off period; they remained on the road in their “killing state” for weeks or even months. Are they a species of “spree serial killers”? Or is their crime a single incident stretched over a longer period?

			The new definition would seem to open the book on past killers, to include profit killers, health-care killers, Munchausen-syndrome-by-proxy killers, black widows, war criminals, genocidal murderers, terrorists and contract killers, all of whom we find often have behavioral psychopathologies and disorders similar to those of “traditional” sexual serial killers, and cooling-off periods between their killings. We are going to have statistically more serial killers from the past than we thought, and a lot more coming at us in the future, under the new definition. It skews and confuses the statistical picture.

			For simplicity’s sake, in this book we will not dwell on the several categories of serial killers that lie outside the classic conception of the sexual-fantasy-driven killers, like for example:

			
					
					comfort-hedonist serial killers, who kill purely for material gain, a fee or profit, like the traditional female serial-killing “black widows” or organized-crime hit men or drug-cartel sicarios;

				

					
					thrill-hedonist serial killers, who seek amusement or publicity, or to reassert their “life force” or sense of power and control;

				

					
					missionary serial killers, who kill for revenge, or for racist, cult or religious or ideological motives, a category we can put genocidal war criminals and terrorists into, as well as murderers of abortion doctors, of interracial couples, of immigrants, of homeless people, and even some categories of serial killers who target prostitutes to “cleanse” society of them and serial-killing custodial “death angels of mercy,” like nurses and caregivers to the terminally ill, elderly or infants who “put them out of their misery”;

				

					
					visionary serial killers, who are insane in the legal sense of the term, suffering from delusions or hallucinatory visions brought on by mental illness and who are unaware of their actions (a very rare category);

				

					
					Munchausen-syndrome-by-proxy serial killers, who seek sympathy and attention when people around them die. They are frequently but not always female, and include mothers and babysitters who kill children in their care, and nurses (including male nurses) who kill their patients to appear more heroic and attract attention from their peers, patients and family.

				

			

			Although all these categories fit the current definition of a serial killer, they are not what we popularly imagine a serial killer to be: a man who kills to realize a sexual fantasy. These other typologies are less frequent than the “average” sexual serial killer and involve different psychopathologies. While subscribing to the two-victims-or-more-in-separate-incidents-for-any-reason definition, in this book, I mostly focus on the history of “traditional,” fantasy-driven sexual serial killers, mostly male (although occasionally these types of sexual serial killers have had female accomplices).

			THE NEW WORD: SERIAL EROTOPHONOPHILIA

			While the FBI’s organized/disorganized typology is useful from an investigative perspective, it is not helpful in the clinical-forensic-psychiatric field in understanding why sexual serial killers do what they do. Current forensic literature sometimes uses a rape-profile typology that classifies serial killers in terms of the following four motives:

			
					
					power reassurance (low-self-esteem “gentleman” serial killer): the offender seeks from the victim reassurance of his own virility and prowess as a lover in a delusion that he is pleasing his victim. The rape is planned, but the murder is not, and occurs when a victim’s behavior shatters the fantasy of enjoying the rape and the perpetrator either coldly kills the victim in embarrassment or kills in a sudden rage of disappointment;

				

					
					power assertive (entitlement serial killer): the assertion of masculine power over a female or male victim, in which a rape is planned but the murder again is not, and occurs when the offender loses control over the extent of violence and force necessary to bring the victim under control;

				

					
					anger retaliatory (revenge-displaced anger serial killer): both the rape and the murder are planned. The murder often involves “overkill”— violence beyond what is necessary to kill the victim, who is usually female. The primary motive driving the killer is his need to avenge, get even with or retaliate against a female who somehow offended him, or her substitute. The rage is often inspired by a female with power over the offender in the past or present—his mother, wife, girlfriend, teacher or work supervisor;

				

					
					anger excitation (sadistic serial killer): both the rape and the murder are planned. The primary motive is a sadistic need to inflict pain and terror on the male or female victim for the sexual gratification of the perpetrator. The crime is characterized by prolonged torture and mutilation of the victim, generally before death but sometimes after. The murder itself is a lower priority for the offender, who focuses on the process leading up to it.

				

			

			Some experts use a resurrected archaic term—“lust murder” or “hedonist lust murder” or, in academic-speak, “erotophonophilia”—to distinguish these offenders from all the many types of nonsexual serial killers.

			The term “erotophonophilia” (lust murder) is derived from the name for the Greek god of love, Eros, and the word “phonia” (bloodshed or murder). It is defined as “murdering sadistically and brutally, including the mutilation of body parts, especially the genitalia,”44 or “cruelty, torture, or other acts sexual in nature that ultimately culminate in the death of the victim and includes those acts of homicide commonly referred to as sexual sadism . . . This more broadly inclusive definition of sexualized torture includes conscious, unconscious, live, or dead victims.”45

			Because of its matrix of predominantly male psychopathological dysfunctions, this definition of serial erotophonophilia almost entirely excludes female serial killers from the classification, except in those relatively rare cases where women act willingly as accomplices of sadistic male erotophonophiliacs (the “Bonnie and Clyde syndrome,” or hybristophilia).

			Most of us can grasp the psychology of killing for profit or revenge, or for ideological motives, or because of delusions brought on by mental illness. It is altogether more difficult to wrap our minds around serial killing that includes acts of rape, torture, mutilation, cannibalism or necrophilia (sex with a corpse)—often perpetrated by what appear to be sane and functioning members of society, like the friendly neighbor with three kids, or the reliable coworker, or the guy at your front door delivering your packages.

			A NEW HISTORY OF THE WORLD OF MONSTERS

			This book offers a new, updated macrohistory of sexual serial killing and its investigation, expanding on the modern history I described in Serial Killers: The Method and Madness of Monsters, which began roughly from the age of Jack the Ripper, in the 1880s. This book starts at the beginning, with the Stone Age a million years ago, and Jack the Ripper comes only in the middle. This is a new history of the world of monsters from then until now.

			Since my first book came out in 2004, an enormous amount of new research into the psychopathology and biochemistry of serial killers has been completed. Many of the emerging new theories on why there are serial killers are plausible and compelling, but at the same time contradictory and inevitably inconclusive. The mass of new research has revealed to us just how little we understand about serial homicide and how much more work there is left to do before we fully comprehend how these monsters are spawned.

			I am not a profiler, forensic psychiatrist or clinician, but an investigative historian. My objective here is not to produce a comparative analysis of the many dozens of serial-killer theories, but to stand at a distance and attempt to understand serial killing from a historian’s linear-narrative perspective and try to frame serial killing in a long-term historical-social-anthropological context. Entirely new fields and discoveries in anthropology have emerged over the last twenty years, giving us surprising insights into the nature of humans and our behavior, including our penchant for serial killing, both as spectator and as perpetrator. I seek to understand how serial killing fits into the arc of human history going back to the prehistoric era, which I have come to strongly believe holds the key to understanding serial-killer behavior in its essence and not just serial killers as a category of criminal themselves.

			Every case of serial murder has its time and its place, a history and a geography, leading to that fateful instant when a serial killer and a victim intersect on an independently but synchronously chosen ground. The murder unfolds on a trajectory through time and space, history and geography, but one circumscribed by a hidden matrix of dark fantasies and bizarre sexual addictions, developed in some cases as early as the age of five. These fantasies and behaviors do not arise out of thin air but develop in a dense cultural, historical and social ecology, a cultural dialog of rage and madness that is fluid and changing and often defined by its time and place; a process that can be described as Diabolus in Cultura. (see chapter fourteen.)

			Because the nature of serial killing is determined by historical, mythical and cultural parameters, including religious and moral precepts, the focus of this book is primarily on serial killers in Western society. In other civilizations and cultures, serial killing can take different forms. For example, South African police today contend with so-called sangomas muti, ritual serial killers who harvest children’s body parts for magical medicinal practices, while police in Mexico (arguably a mix of Indigenous and Western cultures) face a phenomenon of narco-gang-cult ritual murders, and Shanghai, China, has seen serial murders of underclass migrant laborers.46 The historical-economic-social dynamics of serial killing outside the world of Western Christendom is still waiting to be researched and explored.

		

	
		
			
				TWO

			

			Genesis: The Stone Age Reptilian Zombie Serial-Killer Triune Brain

			Animal prius est homine.

			[The animal is prior to man.]

			—ANICIUS BOETHIUS, ARITHMETICA, 1.1.

			Life is a never-ceasing duel between the animal instinct and morality.

			—RICHARD KRAFFT-EBING, PSYCHOPATHIA SEXUALIS

			I am convinced that our popular-culture obsession with zombies today is inspired by the surge of serial killers over the last fifty years, in the same way as in the past our shared myths about monsters, vampires, werewolves, ghouls and ogres were really all about unidentified human predators in the form of lust killers, cannibal murderers and necrophiles that have always been part of the fabric of humanity. In fact, two of the most enduring monsters in human imagination—the preservative, calculating, quasi-necrophilic vampire and the destructive, frenzied, cannibalistic werewolf—roughly correspond to the FBI’s serial-killer typology of the calculating, coldly neat organized serial killer (Dracula) and the messy, impulsive, disorganized serial killer (the Wolf Man).

			Having slowly shuffled up on us through the 1950s and 1960s, serial killers were overrunning us in what seemed like zombie herds by the 1970s and 1980s. And some of those serial killers were akin to sexualized horror-comic-book zombies, with bared teeth and drooling mouths, driven by unexplained, primordial, reptilian impulses to attack, bite, rape, kill, rape again, mutilate, dismember, harvest or eat body parts of their victims in ritual and instinctual-like frenzies. They were drinking blood (Richard Chase); trying to reanimate the corpses of their victims with electric current (Jerry Brudos) or injections of car-battery acid to the brain with turkey basters (Jeffrey Dahmer); harvesting human body parts for sex (Ed Gein, Jerry Brudos, Edmund Kemper, Douglas Clark); lipsticking satanic pentagrams on victims’ bodies and scooping out their eyeballs (Richard Ramirez); keeping decaying corpses in chemical drums stored in their bedrooms, in the fridge to eat (Jeffrey Dahmer) or in garbage bags in their parents’ attic and basement (“Dead raccoons,” Kendall “Stinky” Francois told his parents when they complained about the smell coming from eight bodies hidden in their house); burying bodies under their suburban bungalow crawl spaces (twenty-six buried by John Wayne Gacy), in their rose garden (seven by Dorothea Puente), in a fruit orchard (twenty-five by Juan Corona) or under their boat shed (seventeen by Dean Corll); dumping them on Hollywood hillsides (ten by Kenneth Bianchi and Angelo Buono); collected in forested or bushy boneyards where they could be revisited for necrophilic sex (Ted Bundy, Arthur Shawcross, Gary Ridgway); and posing them, dismembered, mutilated or decapitated, in weird tableaus at crime scenes to greet arriving first responders (Richard Cottingham, Rodney Alcala and Danny Rolling). It seemed like the stuff of Hollywood slasher horror movies, but those fictional killers had nothing on these real-life monsters.

			WHAT MAKES A SERIAL KILLER: THE CURRENT THEORIES

			Current theories about how the psychopathology of the serial killer is shaped in his early childhood include such causes as a lack of infantile bonding and neglect; or its opposite, stifling maternal overprotectiveness; or formative childhood trauma, or sexual or physical abuse, or rejection; abandonment; loneliness; lack of familial stability; or personality disorders like psychopathy, sociopathy, borderline personality disorder, antisocial disorder, or dissociative identity disorder, dissociative amnesia or dissociative fugue states; or physical injuries to the head; or exposure to violent media or to true detective magazines or pornography or biblical passages; or religious ecstasy; or substance abuse; or genetic propensity; or by Asperger’s syndrome or autism spectrum disorder; or some organic brain disorder or chromosome abnormality or abnormal blood or urine chemistry, allergy or a combination of all of the above.1 In other words, we know very little—next to nothing—about why there are serial killers.

			All the factors we’ve discovered in convicted serial killers, in their biochemistry, their childhood histories, injuries and traumas and in their psychopathology, we can also find in the backgrounds of many non–serial killers, some even ostensibly productive members of society with no criminal record. The X factor that makes a serial killer has not been conclusively identified, certainly not by the standards that define modern scientific, medical and psychiatric clinical practice.

			One thing we do agree upon is that serial killers are made in childhood, approximately twenty years before they start killing (at the average age of twenty-eight).2

			One other thing we know for sure about serial killers is that most of them are not insane in the legal sense of the word. They know exactly what they are doing—the illegal nature of their acts as well as the consequences—and take extraordinary measures to conceal their crimes. Some serial killers are highly self-aware and curious
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