EDWARD GEIN: THE PLAINFIELD BUTCHER


 	By: Jeff Long


 


 	In 1958, one of the most brutal and sickening


 killer  was caught after terrorizing a small town. What I


 have  written here, is based on true accounts of what


 happened during that time and are also based on the


 horror these people went through.


 	Also in this story, the Sheriff's name is Gollmar,


 but in real life, that's the name of the man who


 wrote the most famous book on Edward Gein.


 	And even though in the story, the events only take


 place over a couple of days, in real life, it took


 place over many, many years.


 


 	"Mother!" cried a voice. Edward Gein was in his


 farm house, crying over the loss of his mother, who had


 died recently. For the past week he has cried out


 her name at 9:00 PM every night, even though she died


 during the day.


 	Ed was 40 years old. He had an outline of a beard


 and was skinny. His father died. His brother was killed


 in a fire, and his mother died of a stroke. He blamed


 the town's people of Plainfield. Once his mother died,


 he locked her room and threw the key away.


 	He went to the kitchen and had a can of beans and


 some whiskey.


 


 	The next day, Bernice Worden, a woman a little


 older then Ed's mother was, was walking down the street,


 on her way to the store she owned. She was tall and


 skinny with straight black hair.


 	As she walked, she saw Ed walk up to her.


 	"Hey Bernice." Ed said.


 	"Why, hello Ed. I'm so sorry to hear about your


 mother."


 	"That's ok. You want to go to the movies sometime?"


 	"Well I don't know. You're a bit young for me."


 	"You remind me of mother."


 	"Oh. Well, sure. How about tomorrow night?"


 	"Ok."


 	"Well this is my store, so see-ya."


 	Ed turned and walk away. Bernice opened her store


 door and walked in.


 


 	Mary Hogan, a good friend of Bernice, was at her


 house, drinking tea. She finished and walked out.


 She walked down the town's street and came to the bar


 she owned. She opened it up and walked in. She had the


 place opened five minutes when two 25 year old males


 walked in.


 	One had a military hat on and the other had a white


 beard.


 	"What's it today, Victor?"


 	"The usual." Victor, the baseball cap guy answered.


 "Same for my friend, James."


 	"We're going out hunting in a few days." James


 informed Mary.


 	"Is that so?" Mary said, passing them their drinks.


 They stayed at the counter to drink them.


 	"What are you going to be hunting?"


 	"Oh, just rabbit and bears." Victor said and they


 laughed. "No, we're hunting ducks."


 	"Oh. Bring me back a nice juicy one."


 	The door opened and Ed walked in. "Hello everyone."


 he said.


 	"Hello Ed." Victor greeted.


 	"Sorry to hear about your mum." Mary said. "Real


 sorry. You know, me and her used to hang around


 together."


 	"I know. She used to talk about you all the time."


 


 	FLASHBACK


 	


 	Ed is younger-about 20 years old. He's in a room,


 his mother standing next to him.


 	"My old friend, Mary Hogan wouldn't have even taken


 you in after that display!" she shouted.


 	"But mom, I only knocked the sugar..."


 	"Don't interrupt me!" the mother slapped Ed. "Now


 go to you're room and stay there until your brother


 gets home from clearing out the marshlands."


 


 	END FLASHBACK


 


 	"Yeah, she used to talk about ya a lot."


 	"Anything for ya today?"


 	"Nah." he turns and leaves, but before he walks out


 the door, he turns back and eyes them all. Then he


 leaves.


 


 	In the police station, Sheriff Gollmar was about to


 walk out. He was tall and very strong


 	"Oh and sheriff?" his secretary called out.


 	"Yes?"


 	"Mary Anne's son is missing and would like you to


 check in on it."


 	"God, fourth one in the past two days. I think we


 have a kidnapper on our hands."


 	"Only not all the missing people are kids." the


 secretary said.


 	"Yeah. Well thanks, call her back and tell her I'll


 be right there."


 	Then Sheriff Gollmar walked out of the station.


 


 	Jake, Bernice's 16 year old son, was walking down


 the street with his girlfriend, Evelyn.


 	"You doing anything tonight?" Jake asked.


 	"Yeah. I've gotta babysit again. But I'm free


 tomorrow."


 	"Ok. Want to do something?"


 	"Sure."


 


 	Late afternoon, Ed was in his truck and pulled up


 alongside a graveyard. He checked to make sure no


 one was around, then took out a shovel and headed to the


 nearest grave.


 


 	That night, 8-year old Georgia was babysitting a 3


 year old. After she put her to bed, Geogia went


 downstairs and sat on the couch. She looked out the


 window at the stary night and started falling


 asleep.


 	Her head snapped open when she heard footsteps in


 the house.


 	"Casey?" she called out. "Is that you?" no answer.


 	She got off the couch and headed upstairs to check


 on the Casey. She got to her room and she was sound


 asleep. Then the 8-year old heard the walking again


 and her eyes went wide.


 	"Hello?" she called out as she walked down the


 stairs, her voice trembling.


 	"Hi!" she jumped and screamed as Casey's mother and


 father walked up behind her.


 	"A little jumpy tonight." the father said.


 	"Yeah." Geogia smiled.


 	"How's Casey?" the mother asked.


 	"Sound as a brick."


 	"Well I'll drive you home." the father offered.


 "Little girls of your age shouldn't be walking home


 this late at night."


 	"Sure, ok." so Georgia followed the father to his


 car and got in. They drove down the street, towards her


 house.


 	"Did you hear about all the disappearances?" the


 father asked, looking in the mirror to see the child


 that sat in the back.


 	"Yeah. A couple kids, a little older then me and


 three adults are missing."


 	"Weird stuff happening around here." he pulled


 across the street from Georgia's house. "You be careful


 now."


 	"I will." the father paid her and she got out. The


 car drove away and Georgia sighed. She looked at her


 watch and it read 10:23 pm. No one in site. She


 began to walk to her house.


 	Part way across the road, she heard someone


 running. She turned just in time to see a man with an outline


 of a beard pick her up and cover her mouth as he


 ran. He eyes went wide as she tried to scream, but


 couldn't.


 


 	Evelyn was also babysitting that night. She was


 babysitting until two in the morning. She looked at


 the clock and it read 11:00 pm


 	she was so tired. The kid she babysat was such a


 brat. Then once she put him to bed, realized that


 she forgot her book at home.


 	"I can't believe this!" she cried out. She went to


 the kitchen and opened the fridge. She screamed when


 she saw Geogia's head on a plate surrounded by


 lettuce in the fridge!


 	She turned and saw a strange person in the house.


 She's seen him a couple times out and around but


 didn't know his name.


 	He had a beard outline and was smiling crookedly at


 her.


 	"You freak!" she grabbed a knife and tried to stab


 him. He dodged and she pushed him into the counter


 and ran.


 	She ran upstairs to get the kid, but the stranger


 pulled on her legs, dragging her back down.


 	When she got to the bottom, she tried to scream,


 but the stranger covered her mouth. Then before she knew


 it, she felt a sharp pain of the knife as the


 stranger brought it up and slit her throat.


 


 	The parents of the kid Evelyn was babysitting got


 home on time and walked in. "Hello?" the mother


 called out.


 	"Maybe she's asleep." the father suggested.


 	They started looking all over. They checked on


 their son and he was ok. When they opened the fridge to


 get food, the head or any sign of it was gone.


 	"Where did she go?" the mother wondered aloud.


 


 	The next day, the sheriff was at Geogia's house.


 	"She didn't come home last night!" the mother was


 hysterical.


 	"It's ok." Gollmar soothed her. "We'll find her."


 	From across the street, Casey's parents watched,


 but stayed on the outside of the police tape.


 	"Go see what they want." Sheriff Gollmar said to


 one of the cops. A minute later, he came back.


 	"those are the parents of the baby that the missing


 girl was babysitting last night."


 	Gollmar sighed. He left Geogia's mother and walked


 over to Casey's parents.


 	"You can come to this side of the tape." he


 informed them. The parents did that and approached the


 sheriff.


 	"Sheriff Gollmar," the father began. "I dropped


 little Geogia off across the street last night where


 we were just standing."


 	"Don't worry." Gollmar said. "I believe you. I know


 you folks pretty damn well and I know that you


 didn't do it."


 	"He's lying!" Geogia's mother shouted. "He had to


 have done it. He also kidnapped all those others!"


 	"Mrs. Weckler!" Gollmar shouted. "Now unless we


 have evidence that this was him who did it, we can't and


 won't do anything about it."


 	"Lousy cops!"


 	"Sir!" he turned and another cop was there.


 	"What is it, Hendriks?"


 	"Evelyn Hartly is also missing."


 


 	At the house that Evelyn was babysitting the night


 before, Jake, Gollmar, Evelyn's parents, the bratty


 kid she babysat-Mike, and his parents were standing


 around outside.


 	"So she was gone when you guys got back?" Gollmar


 asked.


 	"Don't be blaming them." Evelyn's father said.


 We're good friends with them and we know they didn't do


 it."


 	"That's ok." Gollmar agreed. "I'm not blaming


 anyone. Just trying to get the facts. So was she?"


 	"Yeah." the mother of Mike said. "We looked all


 over and she was gone."


 	"And she didn't show up at home either." the other


 mother announced.


 	Then as Gollmar was thinking, Hendriks approached


 him again.


 	"What is it?" he yelled at his deputy.


 	"Just got word from Kyle down at the cemetery. Said


 that a whole lot of graves were dug up yesterday."


 	"Great. This is going to be a busy day."


 


 	Later that day, Gollmar was at the graveyard with


 Kyle, walking among the graves.


 	"I came in this morning and at least 25 graves had


 been dug up."


 	"Who ever did this isn't trying to hide the fact


 that he did this. He left all the graves he dug up, with


 the dirt still out of it."


 	"Why would someone do something like this?" Kyle


 asked.


 	"I don't know. My guess is the same person who


 kidnapped those people did this. For what reason, I


 don't know."


 


 	Ed Gein was at his farm. He was just finishing up,


 milking the cows and was headed inside his house.


 	He went to a pot on the stove and took it off.


 Inside was soup. He took some up with a spoon and put it in


 a bowl. Only this wasn't a regular bowl. It was a


 human skull with the top chopped off!


 	He took the spoon and began eating the soup.


 


 	Out in some woods, Victor Travis, his dog, and his


 friend, James, was hunting ducks. They had been


 walking through the woods trying to find a duck


 pond, but hasn't found one yet.


 	"We should turn around." James suggested.


 	"No! We said we'd be gone for a few days, so we


 will be." after walking fro some more, they began walking


 next to the edge of the woods.


 	"Hey, isn't that Ed Gein's land?" Victor asked.


 	"I think so." James answered. 


 	Victor gave the dog leash and his gun to James.


 "Here, stay here. I'm going to see if the man Is


 home and ask if he knows of any duck ponds."


 	"Ok."


 	"Shouldn't be long." and so Victor left the Forrest


 and went onto the farmland.


 


 	Victor jogged across the field and through the high


 corn. He came out the other end and ended up next to


 Ed's farmhouse. He went around to the front and saw


 the screen door closed, but the regular door behind


 that opened. He looked through the screen and saw


 bones on the wall.


 	"Guess he likes to hunt." Victor said to himself.


 He opened the door.


 	"Ed?" he called out. No answer. As he walked down


 the hall, he looked more closely and saw that the bones


 were that of humans!


 	"This guy's getting ready for Halloween early!"


 Victor thought it was just fake bones. He turned a


 corner.


 	"Ed?" still no answer. He walked into a big room


 with barely anything in it but boxes. He heard a sound


 and whipped around.


 	Ed was behind him, his eyes wide, face


 expressionless.


 	"Ed, hi." Victor started. "Look. I just came to ask


 a question."


 	"Ask away." ed said, monotone.


 	"Do you know of any good duck ponds? Me and my


 friend in the woods are looking..." he didn't finish his


 sentence because Ed brought one of his hands from


 behind his back to show that he had a hook in it. He


 raised the hook.


 	"What are you doing?" Victor asked.


 	Ed brought it down, slashing open Victor's chest,


 blood going to the floor.


 	Victor shouted out in pain and fell to the floor.


 At that minute, he knew what happened to the missing


 people, and he knew that the bones on the walls were


 real.


 	Right before Ed slammed the hook down on his head,


 he saw a necklace that Ed had around his neck, made out


 of noses. Human noses. Then the hook came down.


 


 	Out in the woods, James waited with the dog.


 "What's taking him so long." he looked at saw Ed walked out


 of the tall corn and head his way.


 	"Ed!" he waved and walked out of the trees alittle.


 He tied the dog to a tree and laid the guns down. He


 ran down to meet Ed.


 	"Oh, hi James. Victor said I'd find you here."


 	"Where is he?"


 	"Same place you're going."


 	"Where, your house?"


 	"No. To hell!" Then Ed raised his hand that had a


 hammer in it and banged it on James's skull,


 crushing part of the head.


 	The dog began to bark and Ed looked at it. He


 whistled.


 	"Good boy." Ed said as he got nearer to the dog.


 "You're a good dog." the dog growled as he got


 closer.


 	Before the dog knew what happened, Ed raised the


 hammer and brought it down on the dog, crushing it's


 ribs. Then he kept bringing it up and down, up and


 down.


 


 	Bernice was walking home in the early evening and


 when she got there, found her son sitting on the


 couch. She hadn't heard about Evelyn.


 	"What's the matter?"


 	"Mom, Evelyn's been kidnapped. She's one of the


 missing people."


 	"Oh god, Jake." she went over and hugged him. He


 hugged her back and cried.


 	"Why is this person doing this?" he asked, still


 crying.


 	"I don't know honey, I don't know."


 


 	The next morning, Sheriff Gollmar was inside the


 bar with his cops. Ed walked by the same time as a


 couple of townsfolk did.


 	"What's going on?" Ed asked.


 	"Mary Hogan is missing." one of them said.


 	"Oh she's not missing." Ed informed them. "Why,


 she's down at my place right now."


 	The townsfolk eyed him as they walked off.


 


 	Inside, Gollmar was looking around.


 	"All that's here is some blood and a spent .32


 shell." he pointed out to Deputy Hendriks. On the


 floor, behind the counter, was a small pool of


 blood.


 	"Same person that dug up the graves and kidnapped


 those people?" Hendriks asked.


 	"Probily." Gollmar answered. "Sick freak too."


 


 	Later that morning, Bernice walked to her shop and


 opened up. A couple minutes later, Ed Gein walked in.


 	"Good morning Ed."


 	"Good morning."


 	"Is there anything I can help you with?"


 	"No. Just getting some anti-freeze." he took some


 off the shelf and brought it over to the counter.


 	He paid for it and was about to walk out the door.


 	"You forgot your receipt." she called out.


 	"Thank-you." he turned around to face her. "By the


 way, could I look at the Marlin .22 rifle? I got some


 shells here in my pocket and want to see if the


 rifle could hold both the short and long .22 shells."


 	"Sure go ahead."


 


 	Jake was walking around town late that afternoon,


 clearing his head. 


 	"Oh Evelyn." he moaned. He passed by his mom's


 store and saw the lights on. He decided to drop in and say


 hello.


 	He approached the door and found it to be locked.


 He knocked on it and when no one answered, he took out


 his keys and unlocked them. He walked in and gasped.


 	There was a pool of blood on the floor behind the


 counter and the cash register was missing.


 


 	Within an hour, Gollmar and Hendriks were there.


 "Look at this." Gollmar pointed out.


 	"What?" Hendriks asked as he walked over.


 	"A receipt." they look at it. "It's made out to


 Edward Gein." Hendriks said.


 	"Oh god, not Ed. He couldn't have done all this."


 	"Sir, we should bring him in for questioning."


 	"Yeah, you're right. While I'm questioning him, I


 want you and the a few others to check out his


 house."


 	"Ok."


 


 	That evening, Ed was driving back into Plainfield


 when he saw a cop car with sirens on come. He slowed


 and pulled over.


 	Sheriff Gollmar stepped out.


 	"Ahh, Ed. Just the man I wanted to see."


 	"Is there a problem, Sheriff?"


 	"No, just need you for questioning. If you would


 please come with me." Ed got in the cop car with no


 hassle.


 


 	Out on the farm as the sun was going down, Hendriks


 and two other cops were there. They opened they


 unlocked door and walked in. On the walls were the


 bones of humans. As they walked around the house,


 they found the skull bowl(many of them), kitchen chairs


 were coated with human skin, two skulls on his


 bedposts, garbage cans covered in human skin, a belt


 made of nipples, a knife made of human spine, sets


 of lips, noses, and ears in shoe boxes, the flesh from


 four faces hung on the wall of a room, five others


 were found with string so it could be worn as a


 mask.


 	They also found shirts and pants made of human


 skin. And down in the basement, they found a fresh body of


 someone hung upside down from the roof, nails holing


 the feet into the roof, no head, and gutted and the


 hole in the chest from the groin to the neck was


 completely hollow and cleaned out.


 	"What si this guy?" one of the cops shouted.


 	"I think we found the person doing all the stuff."


 Hendriks said.


 


 	At the station, Gollmar had been questioning Ed and


 has not mentioned Bernice yet. But for no reason, Ed


 said, "Somebody framed me for Mrs. Worden."


 	"Why do you say that?" Gollmar asked, suspiciously


 now.


 	"Because I know what this is about."


 	The door bursted open and Hendriks barged in.


 	"Lock that freak animal up now!" he shouted.


 Gollmar didn't know what was going on, but knew since


 Hendriks just came from Ed's house, that he must have a


 reason.


 	"Can I go?" Ed asked.


 	"Fraid not." Gollmar said. "We're going to keep ya


 over night. Just for now."


 


 	The next morning, Hendriks was showing Gollmar and


 the rest of the cops Ed's house.


 	"Holy crap!" was Gollmar's only words said during


 the tour.


 	During the day, it took 30 trips with a truck to


 clear out all of the ‘freaky' stuff. They had found


 the killer and now held him. 


 


 	Before the trial, Ed finally admitted to Bernice's


 body, and also admitted to two of the other


 murders.(doesn't say, but my guess is the two


 hunters) Besides from that he said he didn't kill anyone


 else. He later admitted to digging up the graves.


 	He was on trial and was pleaded insane so he was


 sent to the state hospital. He was supposed to be


 released in 1974, but they refused to let him go. A few days


 later, he died of a respiratory failure.


 	He was buried next to his mother who he wanted to


 be like so badly, he made shirts and masks and pants so


 he could be a woman. (All the above was with human


 skin) That although, didn't account for all the


 other stuff he did.


 	Did he really kill all those people (which I think


 so) or did he have a partner to help him which is


 why he never admitted to any of the other murders


 besides three of them? Just something to think about.


 	Hope you enjoyed this. I did it on spare of the


 moment and in about 2 hours. (With taking a couple


 brakes to eat.)


 


 		The END


