Nice of you to join me here today. I would like to…

Just ask me the questions, I don’t want to be here, I don’t want to be with you, and I really don’t want to answer these stupid questions.

Okay then, let’s get it over with. When you were a child, what did you like to do?
You mean when I wasn’t getting thrown out of my house, or brought o hunting trips with my father, or being tailed by the police.

Yes, what you liked to do when you didn’t have to worry about anything. Stuff you did for fun.

That’s simple: I stole. Nothing of any real value. Just clothes, off of lines. I liked the feel of the cloth against my skin, and the thrill of lifting it right after a woman put it on the line. And if I wasn’t stealing, I was riding my bike. It was freedom, from my mom, from school, from police, from everything.

Did you ever do any of those escapades with other people?
Esca what? Look buddy if you are trying to make me feel stupid, I got enough of that back in school, that’s why I dropped out. Never had much use for it. They always made fun of me not being able to read good. I’ll finish this interview as fast as I did school.

My apologies, no offense intended. What I meant to say was, did you ever do your actions with other people?

No. Never.

Why not?

I never had much use for people. They annoy me. And you’re no different.

So then why did you get married?

I needed someone to take care of me. I’m not the smartest guy in the world. I needed someone to cook, clean, and repair things for me. Harriet was that person. I had to pay for it too. All she did was complain and nag. Even with the sex I don’t think it was worth it. It was enough to make me go insane… but you already think I am insane don’t you?
Mentally ill, perhaps, but not insane.  When you were with Harriet, you enjoyed driving your car. Any particular reason as to why?

Same reason I rode my bike. To escape. Not from my mother or the cops, but from Harriet. That bitch always complaining. I had to get out before I did something to her. Something more than hitting her. Something I would regret.

So instead of murdering your wife, you decided to murder innocent girls?

I never regretted killing them. They were all the same, just like my early girlfriends. Objects for my pleasure. Only this time I got pleasure from killing them.
Any particular reason why you killed them?

None what so ever. They just happened to be alone in the wrong place, at the wrong time. If the police had done their jobs, and searched for broken down vehicles along the road it never woulda happened. But they were too busy chasing down JDs to care about a few young ladies. Stupid pigs, they all jerks and idiots.

Your methods seemed rather brutal, where did you get the grotesque creativity and skill to do it? 

The skill came from the cutting. Cutting of the clothes I stole as a kid. I told you I always cut things, didn’t I? Maybe you should listen more to the person you’re interviewing next time, it might help ya. The creativity? I don’t know. It just felt right. Duct tape can be useful. And rope. And plastic bags… but the cops wouldn’t know how useful would they? They haven’t found everyone have they? I had to stop them from screeming, from nagging. All I could do was imagine Harriet. But with these ladies, I was not afraid to stop the nagging.


Rather cruel, to kill them because of nagging and screaming, don’t you think?

I thought they deserved it. Prolly treatin their boyfriends like Harriet treated me. Saved them the trouble of killing ‘em.

I see, so you did this to be humane, for lack of a better term, to help your fellow man?

Not at all. I did it for fun.

Is that the only reason?

No. I also did it because I could, for the thrill, for the rush. It’s better than a drug.

I see… And if you were let out tomorrow, what would you do?

I would pick a highway, and drive. Hopefully with warm wind like I-5.

And would you kill again?

With out a doubt.
