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Prologue

He who fights with monsters might take care lest he thereby become a monster. And if you gaze for long into an abyss, the abyss gazes also into you.

FRIEDRICH WILHELM NIETZSCHE: GERMAN PHILOSOPHER

In the process of researching and writing this book, your author became a very angry man. ‘Furious’ would be nearer the mark. Allow me to explain why.

For many decades I have been studying, corresponding with and interviewing the human pond scum that are psychopathic sexual serial killers – with a few mass murderers and one-off killers thrown into this homicidal mix. So I more or less understand what makes most of them tick.

Furthermore, I understand the serial killers’ sexually driven motives far better than most, because I haven’t just read about this murderous breed then lectured about them – as many do from some lofty lectern without meeting even one of them – I have actually gained access to the dark abyss of their twisted minds. I have touched them, felt their evil tentacles of thought insidiously worming their way into my own head. By doing so, one starts to think as they do. However, as Friedrich Nietzsche ominously points out above, this can be a very dangerous exercise indeed.

To put it succinctly, I haven’t merely looked at the T-shirts; I own a whole collection of them, some thirty at last count, that being the number of serial killers I have met, interviewed, corresponded with. But never have I become angry with any of these monsters; not once have I allowed my emotions to cloud my judgements, as shockingly heinous as these offenders’ crimes have been. It’s almost as if I have ice instead of blood, running through my veins, as if I wrap up my own emotions and feelings snug and warm so that the horrific events – often gleefully, gloatingly revealed to me by these twisted men and women – don’t affect me.

After boasting about his rape and murder of young women and two little schoolgirls (the latter, as he exclusively revealed to me on camera, he anally abused postmortem), the priapic, Cornell University-educated Connecticut serial killer Michael Bruce Ross said to me, ‘I really am such a nice guy. ’ Then he giggled, before bursting into hysterical laughter. Ross, aged forty-six, was executed by lethal injection at Somers Correctional Institution on Friday, 13 May 2005. And I can assure you that I have heard far worse than what he told me – many times over.

Yet I reiterate, I have never got angry with any serial killer. . . not even close to it. My ‘anger management’ seems to be well under control when I deal with the most God-awful of murderers most foul. I put it down either to being very thick skinned, or perhaps to my service in HM Royal Marines ‘Green Beret’ Commandos. And to be truthful I also think that I am a very nice guy, too.

But mass murderers are an altogether different breed to serial killers, as we shall learn later, and it is in this connection that I became so enraged when I started to write this book.

In a nutshell, and despite many experts claiming otherwise, society can never stop a person from metamorphosing into a sex-crazed monster such as Ted Bundy or Peter Sutcliffe. Yet many societies could, if they had the will and the balls, significantly reduce the chances of a mass murderer running amok with a firearm. But they do not, and without dressing this up in PC speak, I say that legislating politicians who permit their citizens easy access to guns have blood on their own hands.

Sexual serial killers use just about every abhorrent method known to man to torture and kill – employing everything from firearms, knives and strangulation to bludgeoning, caustic fluids, electrocution, dismembering victims while they are still breathing or setting them on fire while they are still alive; more often than not there is rape involved, too. Needless to say, many serial killers – including Michael Ross, for example – commit necrophiliac acts on the corpses. Some serial killers may use a gun to finally dispatch their victims, but they do not use explosive devices as domestic mass murderers sometimes do. Mass murderers and spree killers do not include rape, or torture, in their homicidal repertoire. They do not stalk their victims, as serial killers are so inclined to do over days, sometimes even months on end – because serial killers get a perverse kick out of stalking their prey, while mass killers do not.

As I hope this book will clearly illustrate, with very few exceptions mass murderers use high-power military-assault-style weapons and are often ‘tooled-up’ with handguns as well. Therefore, the antidote to their heinous acts at first blush seems clear to me: ban this type of gun. We Brits did it, so did the Australians, more or less in a heartbeat!

The second reason I was furious is because as a former Marine I have witnessed bombings and mass shootings at first hand. I know all too well the devastation caused by bombs and firearms. I know exactly how it feels to pull the trigger of arguably the finest battle rifle ever made – the 7. 62mm L1A1 Self-Loading Rifle (SLR); to feel the recoil punch of the stock in one’s shoulder as a round zips down range at over 1, 800 ft per second, to lift one’s human target clean off their feet and soon into a coffin, then into a hole in the ground. So why in God’s name are some governments, specifically the USA’s, allowing lethal weapons such as AR-15s to be purchased as easily as armchairs, with their gun controls as slack as a hooker’s morals?

Just as I had reached the point of no return in my tirade (around halfway into the book you now hold in your hands), I realised that I had an anger-management problem vis-à-vis mass murders and firearms control. So I hit the pause button to reboot and to think again.

I cannot say that I had some sort of God’s-light-shineth-upon-thee epiphany. In fact, it was YouTube that brought me to my senses, to a place of calmer waters. Why? Because millions of law-abiding citizens in the USA and other countries across the world enjoy as a ‘hobby’ the fun of firing red-hot lead at targets and taking such weaponry out to hunt game.

A note to the USA’s National Rifle Association (NRA): please read that well, and what follows too. For online, I viewed numerous videos of young, fresh-faced lads out in the fresh air with their dads popping away at feral wild boar – a pest in Texas – or even buck deer when a pot shot looked on the cards. This is a healthy father-and-son pursuit, much like in the UK when dad takes his boy fishing with rod and line. Except there is a much smaller bang for one’s buck, excuse the pun, when reeling in a 1. 5-kg sea bass than when bringing down a truly pissed-off 120-kg Hogzilla – one furious enough to ram his tusks into that place where the sun doesn’t shine.

Then I thought about all the feral kids roaming the streets at night in the UK with zero parental control. Their fathers drunk as skunks, sponging off the ‘social’, with mums getting a hiding from them every five and twenty minutes. I would put money on it that those boys would love to have quality dad-and-son time fishing out on some beach. Better still, hunting in the backwoods: a campfire, chewing the fat with other kids and like-minded dads, skinning and butchering the beast out in the wild to bring some fresh meat home for supper. Instead, they eat crap pizza, available in eight-packs for a quid and with as much nutrition as a piece of cardboard.

There was another angle, probably the most important, that occurred to me too: there are always two sides to any debate, especially regarding firearms control. Considering the ever-escalating firearm mass murder rate in the USA, we need to think more about the innocent victims and the grieving next of kin of those involved in mass-murder shootings. Their voices have to be heard, too. They have to be taken into account when discussing mass murder, inter alia.

The easy availability of weapons like this [high-powered military grade firearms], which have no purpose other than killing human beings, can all too readily turn the delusions of sick gunmen into tragic nightmares.

Time Magazine, 24 June 2001

As for the motives and the anger that fuels these low-life mass killers, I more or less deliberately ignore other books that regard it as of social interest to delve into their back histories – their ‘narratives’. I partly set aside the well-meaning psychiatrists and psychologists and the ‘lefties’ who suggest that when one suspects that a person with access to firearms might be going off of the rails, ‘early intervention’ is an option to be considered. For do we live in a Utopian society? No, we do not. This book discusses this controversial matter in, I hope, some depth.

As my tens of thousands of readers across the world know, I do not mince my words; purely because I am like you. We say it as it is, do we not? No political spin; no confusing psychobabble from moi. Domestic mass murder does exactly what it says on the tin. So let’s prise open the lid and see what is inside.

I leave you with a note of gratitude to David J. Krajicek, author of Mass Killers: Inside the Minds of Men Who Murder. His book is exceptional, and although we may agree or choose to disagree on various issues, I believe that he and I sing from the same hymn sheet. His book has been of mega assistance to me in writing mine. Thank you, David. Thank you very much indeed.



Introduction

America. . . just a nation of two hundred million used-car salesmen with all the money we need to buy guns and no qualms about killing anybody else in the world who tries to make us uncomfortable.

HUNTER S. THOMPSON, AMERICAN JOURNALIST AND WRITER: 
AUTHOR OF FEAR AND LOATHING IN LAS VEGAS

With the Prologue done and dusted, this book is now your road trip into the murky world of mass murder, and you are about to join me after I extend this most cordial invitation: ‘Welcome, folks. I am your guide. ’

Your ticket is this book, yet this journey will not be some kind of enjoyable visit to a fictional, criminological Disney World, where fantasy reigns supreme. No buttering things up, no political correctness, no layer cake with an icing of bullshit to sweeten the facts.

And why? Well, fellow travellers, we are soon going into the sickening, very real world of bodies blasted to pieces, crimson-red bloody remains, limbs, guts, grey spongy brain matter, shattered white bone – all the results of mass shootings and domestic bombings. Innocent lives lost; men, women, children, even unborn babies blasted away. This is what happens to those victims caught up in mass-murder events. We must also take into account the insufferable grieving of those left behind, their unrelenting tears, broken hearts, shattered dreams. And the injured, their bodies and everlastingly disfigured, their minds traumatised forever. I truly hope this book speaks for them, too.

Michael was quiet and polite. He was as good as gold. . . wouldn’t hurt a fly.

Marjorie Jackson, school caretaker: 
on British spree killer Michael Ryan.

Let’s use our imagination now. I’d like you to look out of our imaginary coach window at those trees over there. Imagine that it is a fine, sunny day, and auburn-haired Susan Godfrey, aged thirty-three, has just finished taking her two adorable children, four-year-old Hannah and two-year-old James, for a picnic.

It is about 12. 30pm.

Look, there is Susan packing away the picnic things.

Now watch as a man dressed in black slowly creeps up to her. Slung across his shoulder is an AK-47 assault rifle loaded with armour-piercing bullets. In his hand is a Beretta semi-automatic 9mm pistol. He orders Susan to strap the children into the car, which she does, but you can see that she is terrified. He then marches her away with the children screaming out for her.

Deep in the woods, about a hundred yards from the car, this stranger orders Susan to turn her back to him so he cannot see her face, then he fires. . . can you hear the shots? Because there are fifteen high-velocity rounds being fired at point-blank range into her back. She falls down, dead.

By the grace of God, the children have been left unharmed. They will be found wandering around confused, scared, crying amongst the trees some time later.

Of course, if you actually witnessed this in real life this would be your worst Stephen King-type of nightmare come true. Yet this is what happened to Susan Godfrey when she took her two children to Savernake Forest, seven miles from the sleepy market town of Hungerford, on Wednesday, 19 August 1987. And if it had been your wife or sister, this terrible thing would haunt you to your own dying day. Furthermore, there seems to have been no motive for this savage murder. Susan was not sexually assaulted. No connection between her and her killer would ever be found. There was no evidence to suggest that Ryan had stalked Susan, because he had been in the forest since mid-morning. A local lad had heard a burst of automatic gunfire from there at around 10. 30am. The police could only speculate that she had surprised him during his target practice. Maybe a bullet had ricocheted too close for comfort, so Susan decided to hastily pack up and leave, perhaps to report Ryan to the police. If she’d done that, he would have lost his firearms licence and his arsenal of guns. She had to die, and once that deadly deed was done there could be no turning back.

* * *

Before I was commissioned to write this book, my editor-in-chief asked what experience I had regarding mass murder. That was a valid question, because one cannot put one’s heart and soul into a project – any project – unless one has some understanding of what one is writing about, no matter what the subject may be. I write this book with a few dreadful first-hand experiences of shootings and bombings that still haunt me today. There are many awful memories, but one is inclined to block them from one’s mind because they are too horrific to even think about these days, let alone relate, as I sit at my desk now. However, I can confirm that I served three tours in Northern Ireland while serving with 45 Commando, HM Royal Marines. On my second tour, I was badly injured. I spent a month in the Queen Elizabeth Hospital, Belfast, after which I was taken by Saracen armoured car to Musgrave Park Hospital, where I stayed another six weeks before being airlifted by an RAF ‘Andover’ to RAF Brize Norton, then by Westland Wessex helicopter to the Royal Naval Hospital Haslar in Gosport, Hampshire. Then, after a lengthy period convalescing, and getting the best treatment pretty much anywhere in the world, I was released and returned to duty. I will use this opportunity to tell you about ‘Blood Friday’, the devastation wrought by a series of at least twenty explosives, mostly car bombs, planted by the IRA in Belfast, Northern Ireland, during ‘The Troubles’.

The date was 21 July 1972. All of the devices exploded within the space of eighty minutes and were mainly targeted at infrastructure, especially the transport network, and including the main bus station – an incident that I immediately attended. Nine people were blown to pieces at the Belfast bus station: five civilians, including a little lad selling newspapers, along with two British soldiers, a Royal Ulster Constabulary (RUC) reservist, and a member of the Ulster Defence Association (UDA). A further 130 were injured in the same incident, with many maimed for life.

At this time I was based at Flax Street Mill along the Crumlin Road in north-west Belfast. We had seen plenty of shootings – civilians, men, women and kiddies, police officers and troops shot to death – but never bombing carnage like this. Upon my arrival at the bus station, with the dull thump of bombs still exploding around the city, I witnessed a RUC officer on bended knees and sobbing his heart out. In his hand was a bloodied shovel. On the ground was a black, plastic bin liner. All around him over some distance were the bits and pieces of the young newspaper boy. It looked like a display from a butcher’s shop blown to smithereens.

Shortly thereafter, I had to visit the Queen Victoria Hospital. Here, amongst a red sea of casualties, was quite the most beautiful girl, aged about seventeen, drenched in her own blood. A six-inch nail had been blown straight into her jaw. It was still in-situ, as the medical staff figured out what to do next. She didn’t cry. There were no tears at all. She was in shock, but it was evident that she would be terribly disfigured for life. God bless her.

Therefore, as a former Royal Marine, it goes without saying that I have, like so many other servicemen and women, seen the results of bomb blasts and firearm wounds on living human flesh. I know precisely the devastation explosives and bullets can cause. And I will add this: faced with determined, well-trained hot British fire, the cowardly IRA ran a mile.

Now, please, please think again about that young girl with the nail in her jaw. Imagine if she had been your daughter. Give a thought to that little newspaper boy, blown to pieces. Imagine if he had been your son. Every time some scumbag commits a domestic bombing or a mass shooting, think how you would feel if you lost someone very precious to you, or that they were maimed for life. Would you care a jot if the killer had had a dysfunctional childhood, that he had run amok because he harboured some vendetta against his estranged wife, or that he wanted to take revenge on society because he had been sacked from his place of work and didn’t receive his last wage packet on time? Would you be even remotely interested in any of the upside-down, all-too-often often differing professional psychiatric opinions given later, concerning the killer’s state of mind? I bet, like me, you wouldn’t.

So, to pull no punches, in this book I want you to be sickened to the stomach. Because if you manage to meld the hopefully ‘educational experience’ of this read with the shock horror, let me tell you that your views matter, as you will see as we go along our way. If I have made any errors, those mistakes are mine and mine alone.

But let’s cheer ourselves up a bit now, for we are heading off to the USA. When we arrive it will be just two days before the Fourth of July, 1995. Oh, and bring your packed lunches with you. It’s a long drive along Mass Murder Road, with a lot of unpacking to do at various stops before we reach our destination.
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Waco, TX

The Second Amendment is on the line. Criminals won’t give up their guns, and to protect myself I’m not going to give up mine.

RESIDENT OF AUSTIN, TEXAS: TO THE AUTHOR

Waco, in the ‘Lone Star State’. Many years ago, I visited the Texas Ranger Hall of Fame and Museum, out on the Texas Ranger Trail, close to the Brazos River.

They have a real fondness for museums, do our American cousins. I read somewhere about the ‘American Museum Museum’, though I am not sure exactly where the place is. They even have a Colonel Sanders Museum in Watterson Park, Kentucky, for KFC aficionados, and it gets rave reviews. Can you imagine ‘The British Fish and Chip Museum’, or a permanent ‘Bangers and Mash Display’ in the British War Museum, because this porky delicacy has its origins way back in World War I? (If you are an American reader and you want to know a thing or two about the latter, please look up the Thompson House website Bangers and Mash: a History – you will never look back!)

All that said, if ever you are in Waco, and you have a big thing about fizzy pop, why not visit the history and memorabilia exhibited at the soft drinks bottling plant, built in 1906, now the ‘Dr Pepper Museum & Free Enterprise Institute’ on 300 South 5th Street. For it is just a short stroll from the aforementioned Texas Ranger exhibition, where you will see lots and lots of guns. Here, one can also take in the venerable history of an elite law-enforcement outfit dating back to the first days of the Anglo-American settlement of what is today the state of Texas.

My guide around what’s commonly called Los Diablos Tejanos, aka The Texas Devils Museum, was a big guy: ruddy faced, thinning silvery white hair and a well-cultivated paunch. He stands a ramrod-straight 6ft 5in in his leather-tooled, Cuban-heeled boots. He’s a retired Texas Ranger but he still wears the signature cream-to-white Western hat, an immaculate starched white shirt, black suit and corded leather American gold-eagle bolo.

‘Tex’ is the spitting image of John Wayne starring as Rooster Cogburn in the movie True Grit – as, it has to be said, was my old pal, the legendary US Marshal Mike McNamara, who sadly is with us no more. Tex’s handgun is holstered, but Texas Rangers – even those well past their service sell-by date – may carry just about any sidearm they choose, so he pulls out of his holster a heavy. 357-calibre chrome-plated six-shot revolver. It has an engraved ivory grip. Quite obviously, he keeps his gun well oiled, for the chamber spins around and around with reassuring watch-like clicks. It’s loaded with live rounds, too, because hot-blooded Texans never fire blanks.

‘You’ve always carried that?’ I ask.

‘Yes, sir!’

‘Why not an auto?’

Measuring me through squinting azure eyes, this gritty guy says: ‘Autos can jam. Most shootings take place up close, an’ if you need more than six bullets then you are dead. . . sir!’ Tex’s face is law-enforcement weathered. He has ‘Don’t f*ck me with me’ writ large from head to toe. He’s made his point.

I liked this don’t-shit-over-me guy very much. I mean I liked him very much indeed, just as I did most of the other cops I met in the Lone Star State: the legendary US Marshal brothers Mike and Parnell McNamara, and sheriffs like Larry Pamplin out of Marlin County, who, incidentally, ended up locked up in his own jail for ‘misappropriating victual funds meant for the prisoners’. Then we have the guys from Alcohol, Tobacco & Firearms (ATF), Special Weapons & Tactical (SWAT), the FBI, dedicated homicide detectives such as Austin homicide cop Tim Steglich, state troopers, and countless more. And this is just Texas, for I have been all over the USA, meeting some ‘amazing’ law-enforcement officers along the way. And they all told me, in so many words: ‘For Christ’s sake, we should never sell high-powered firearms to civilians. Many are redneck assholes and can start a small war. ’

Actually many assholes have done so. And they still do.

With that said, many US policemen are assholes themselves; small-minded, totally unfit, morally and religiously bigoted, pimple-faced, overweight rednecks who would serve society better if they’d stayed working in their Mom and Pop’s shoe store on, say, Main Street, Crap Creek, Nevada. But give them a gun and a Maglite, hey bro, they are good to go. They’ll put holes into any black guy who looks at them twice; even just the one glance sometimes is enough. . That’s very often the American way, you see. But please don’t just take my word for it: go online and search for YouTube videos about US cops killing innocent citizens. They will blow your mind.

I should emphasise here that most US cops stick by their motto ‘To Protect and to Serve’. They are community men: family guys who do barbeques, love taking their fresh apple-pie-making wife and their equally fresh-faced kids around swap meets. They do Sunday church, afterwards spending an inordinate amount of time in 400-acre shopping malls. Big time they celebrate the Fourth of July, Thanksgiving, Labor Day. And in Texas the men call their spouses ‘Ma’am’. I like this as well.

I like apple pie. Even more so when one mysteriously appears still hot on your open kitchen windowsill, all wrapped up tight in red-and-white gingham check cloth. Kind of homely, is that. Kind of neighbourly, too. You don’t get any of this where I live along the UK’s south coast. If you do buy one of ‘Mrs Crampton’s Home-made Apple Pies’ from your local superstore, it will probably get nicked out of your trolley before you even reach your parked car. But, here’s a thing. One can network in the States – gain access to almost anything and everything – because US law enforcement love being on TV, and showing off their hardware. It’s in their cowboy genes, you see, way, way back before Roy Rogers and his 15. 3-hands-tall palomino horse, Trigger.

So, there I am, in Washington State, and in passing I ask a US Marshal if he had any contacts down in Texas. He says, ‘Yes, sir!’ He picks up a phone, and within a few minutes he tells me that in Waco he has buddies who do great alligator steaks. ‘You’re welcome to go visit there, ’ he says. ‘US Marshals Mike and Parnell McNamara, will be expecting ya. ’ That’s kind of homely law enforcement if you ask me, helped by the fact that American cops seem to love Brits. I can’t say I have always found the same in the UK.

That’s how I ended up in Waco, and wound up visiting the Texas Ranger Hall of Fame and Museum, out on the Texas Ranger Trail. Actually, it’s not a ‘trail’ in the true dusty, cactus-bordered, tumbleweed Lone Ranger-and-Tonto sense. It’s more of a road that services the American Football Coaches Association, the Umphrey Law Center – Lot # 59 and the Texas Ranger place of worship, where I would see all those guns.

But many, many other guns, in their hundreds of thousands, get into the wrong hands. So the genesis for this book started in Waco, TX, with a big guy wearing a white cowboy hat showing me lots of them, after which he said:

In the Second Amendment of the Constitution, our forefathers gave the people the right to keep and bear arms. But that was back then. Times have moved on, sir.

These days we hand out lethal weapons like sweets. . . even to kids. . . to people who know no better, even total nut jobs. Anyone can now get hold of a firearm and blow lots of innocent people away, an’ it’s gonna get worse.

Mass killings can only escalate, and you know what? The politicians don’t give shit, an’ it’s us cops who have to clean up the fucking mess.

Thank you for visiting with me at the Texas Ranger Museum.

Ya’ll have a nice day!

Two days later, while I am eating alligator steak with US Marshal brothers Mike and Parnell McNamara, the fifty-one-day Waco Siege comes up in conversation. As far as domestic mass murder and massacres are concerned, this one really does take some beating.

In short, David Koresh’s cult, the ‘Branch Davidians’, were quartered at the Mount Carmel Center, just off US-84, at Axtell, about fourteen miles east of Waco. And, as we all should know, while minding their own business – OK, Koresh and his folk were stockpiling illegal weapons, but they were not murdering anyone, or posing the slightest threat to human life – the FBI, US Marshals Service, ATF, and loads of local law enforcement moved in on some pretext to evict them and take away their guns (which the Second Amendment of the Constitution of the United States permitted them to own). This all gave rise to two firefights. The end result being that the entire place was burned to the ground: 4 agents were killed, 16 wounded, with, on the other side, a total of 82 men, women and innocent kids wiped out – all ending on Monday, 19 April 1993. In short, fellow travellers, this was a mega massacre and law enforcement pretty much kicked it off. You can find the full history behind this ‘gunfight at the Branch Davidian Corral’ on the internet – if you want to. But that’s the USA, you see.

During my US travels I have visited numerous crime scenes, popped tops off bottles of Bud and chewed the fat with attorneys and judges, and listened to a great deal of Johnny Cash on the car radio. This book initially takes you to the USA then across the world, for this is our journey with many have-to-be-humorous-to-lighten-the-load moments, as well as plenty of sickening twists and turns. And hopefully a few insights into the minds of mass murderers and spree killers along our way.

We will examine large-scale homicides committed by lone killers – those who explode out of the blue to wreak carnage on innocent fellow citizens. And we will try to understand, if only a tiny bit, the hatred-filled, maladjusted psychopathological mindsets of these people – often teenagers of loving, or more often of plumb dumb, parents – who felt inexorably compelled to commit blood-bath atrocities beyond anyone’s comprehension. Only the post-mortem photographs, the grieving next of kin’s suffering and the precious white headstones set deep in clipped, lush, green grass, can portray the true meaning of the mass murder that has become epidemic in America today.
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