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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
Sitting in my dingy little bedsit, I forced my 
own head at gunpoint to think happy, 
normal thoughts, but it was no good. Trying 
to ignore the impulse to stick people’s heads 
onto poles like lollipops gave me a horrible 
headache. For years now my mind has been 
filled with gruesome, evil thoughts and ideas 
– and I love it; they are the only things that 
have kept me alive, kept me going about my 
malignantly benign day-to-day business. 
Contemplating murder has always put a 
smile on my face and filled me with a warm 
glow. The only pain they cause me is in 
having to resist them, my restraint a one-ton 
weight on a fraying thread. Do you know 
what it is like not being able to put my 
heavenly fantasies of murder and mayhem 
into reality? It’s like masturbating for eternity 
and never, ever allowing yourself to come. 
It’s absolute torture, comparable to pulling 
teeth out of a toothless head. How can I be 
cheerful and positive when my soul is stuffed 
with the rotting meat of people I have not 
yet killed?  
   I have spent a long time fighting this 
compulsion to kill, which has made me feel 
like I am sharing one straitjacket skin ten 
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sizes too small with the gargantuan 
gargoyles of agony and rage. I even tried to 
ask for help. I went to my GP. “I feel like 
killing someone.” I told him. “Don’t be silly,” 
he said. He put me on anti-depressants, and 
that was that. 
   I devoured true-crime books as a vicarious 
substitute to actually committing the 
beautifully atrocious deed. They served the 
same function as pornography, I guess – 
satisfying immediate need, but still unable to 
eliminate the underlying compulsion I knew 
would revive in the near future. And like 
porn, the fed and nurtured more dubious 
urges. 
   I don’t know why I spent so long fighting 
the urge, like anybody would really give a 
shit. Take today: this morning was another 
pointless, putrid  addition to my useless 
stock of preceding days. I woke up to a 
stack of bills I couldn’t pay, and a toilet that 
wouldn’t flush. I wanted to die. Then I 
realised no one would give a flying fuck 
whether I died, or lived and carried on 
paying my final demands. They would only 
make a noise if I stopped paying my bills. It 
made me feel sick to my stomach. 
   So you see it wasn’t anything much that 
was responsible or my transition from stupid 
useless cunt to serial killer. 
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But let’s go back a week. I was a law-abiding 
nonentity with an interview at my local dole 
office to go to. As per usual the DSS clerk 
behind the desk was a beautiful human 
specimen of sarcasm and vapid arrogance. I 
decided to engage in some self-righteous 
derision too. 
   He had that curious sense of useless 
superiority most wage-slaves have about 
benefit scroungers, which I freely admitted I 
was. 
  “You’ve been signing on for a year, and 
you still haven’t found a job, you haven’t 
even applied for a single post at the job 
centre.” 
  “There wasn’t anything in my field.” 
  “And what is your field?” 
  “Quantum physics.” 
  “Don’t be funny. Why should hard-working 
taxpayers fund lazy scum like you?” 
  “Because they are stupid enough to be 
hard-working taxpayers, that’s why. And of 
course what is the world lacking? 
Bureaucrats. The world always needs more 
bureaucrats like you. You know what I 
think?” 
  “No, what do you think?” he sneered 
dismissively. 
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  “I think bureaucracy is the cancer of 
society’s testicles, but now the tumours are 
bigger than the balls. So let us be eunuchs 
with credit card debts, and 1% of our 
dreams fulfilled, and say we have lived well.” 
  “You what?! What are you saying?” 
  “Balls to you.” 
   His sneer turned into a turgid smile. He 
picked up the card in front of him. “I have 
the perfect job for you. For someone with 
your interpersonal talents.” He slid it over to 
me. I picked it up. 
  “Supermarket shelf stacker! Fuck off!” 
  “Let me put it this way: if you don’t take 
the job, we stop your money. Simple as 
that.” 
   So what could I do? Restraining from 
scooping out his face with a spoon took all 
my energy. I sat there, nursing a seething, 
caustic impotent rage, with no way to 
ventilate. Hate blew up its spiked balloon 
inside my skull. My mind screamed 
profanities at itself. So what did I do? Did I 
kill the bastard? No, I took the fucking job 
and went home. The afternoon TV offering 
of talk shows could not make me a better 
person. 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
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Two days into the job and already I’m 
reaching for something to slash my throat 
with. If I have to work an anonymous job 
without the luxury of total anonymity, I want 
to be utterly untouched by the world around 
me. No such luck. I’m putridly sustaining a 
weak smile and happy demeanour while I’m 
being overworked and underpaid. That’s not 
the worst part of it. I can actively feel my 
head turn into an urinal for my pissed away 
life. I have no doubt now that the constant 
playing of supermarket muzak is an insidious 
form of mental torture; it makes pain more 
painful. I wanted to crawl into a glass-top 
freezer to escape it. But hiding in there 
wouldn’t save me from the worst thing about 
the job – the valued supermarket customer. 
Social interaction is never an enhancing 
experience for me. Everyone took it upon 
himself or herself to tell me their problems. 
How mundane and dull everyone’s pain is. 
Old people would tell me their boring life 
stories. The truth is if books were true 
records of life, with identical dialogues, 
themes and plots, it wouldn’t be worth 
reading, but everyone will tell you it’s worth 
living . Strange that. It was depressing and 
lonely, an utterly human arena, fucking 
horrible. I daydreamed about death, murder 
and suicide to make myself feel better; it’s a 
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handy mental trick I utilise when I’m 
surrounded by the human race. Death isn’t 
so bad when you have supermarket muzak 
as an alternative. You really appreciate 
mortality when you are waiting around for it. 
Death would cause little pain here. Death 
removes all stains, kills all germs, brightens 
all whites. 
 
On the bus to work each day, looking out of 
the window, at beautiful life being beautiful, 
did my fucking head in. My mind couldn’t 
help but wander into the depths of homicidal 
indulgence. The person’s head in the seat in 
front was just begging to be smashed in. I 
felt like doing the whole bus in. I guess my 
soul and conscience didn’t wake up with me 
this morning. Good riddance to those useless 
bastards. 
   During my lunch break, I would sit on a 
park bench with my sandwiches and just 
think – a dangerous thing to do considering 
my precarious psychic state. I’d philosophise 
with the pigeons and debate with the ducks. 
I came up with all sorts of shit. 
   I hate it when the world won’t let me 
dream, won’t let me think my beautiful 
thoughts, forcing me instead to think about 
the contents of supermarket shelves. What is 
horrible is that you never lose your mind or 
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soul completely. It would be so much easier 
if you could. Even if you lose 99% of your 
mind or soul, as long as you are in 
possession of that 1%, it’s a humiliating set 
of affairs – the purest form of torture. The 
supernatural bastard up there knew what he 
was doing. He made it physically and 
mentally impossible to be 100% bad, sad or 
mad, so there’ll always be tension or conflict, 
and the need for some form of saviour. You 
wouldn’t need God if there were no Devil, 
now would you? God’s need is greater than 
ours. Omnipotent?  Impotent, more like. 
   I sometimes shared the park bench with a 
drunken sage with shit in his pants. “We’d all 
like to be nice,” he said, “but fucking shitty 
job, fucking shitting relationships, fucking 
shitty bills, fucking shitty life makes it 
impossible.” 
   I nodded. 
  “What the hell do you do if you’re scared of 
both life and death?” He posed to me. 
  “I dunno. Watch daytime TV or find God?” 
  “No, stay drunk and make other people 
scared of life, death… and you.” 
So every day is an exercise in useless agony, 
but it pays the bills. But I thought: fuck this, 
why should I be a slave to a world and a 
morality that doesn’t give a shit about me. 
Evil has less bullshit involved. 
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   On the way home from work I stopped off 
at an indoor market to do some shopping. 
Weighed down by shopping bags, I paused 
at a butcher’s for a breather. The sleazy, 
greasy butcher behind the counter leered at 
me, but I totally ignored him. Ordinarily I’d 
be flustered and embarrassed under that 
kind of lewd attention – not this time, 
though. My attention fixed solely on 
something else. Under the glass counter was 
a decapitated sheep’s head, minus its skin. I 
was horrified and sickened by what I saw. I 
kept looking away in disgust, but I was 
intrigued by it, too, so I returned my gaze 
again and again to the visceral countenance. 
I didn’t want to leave the head. I sensed 
that it wanted to talk to me, impart some 
wisdom. In the end I left it and went home. 
   The image of the skull was branded onto 
my thoughts for the rest of the day. It 
became a nightmare image slowly 
transforming into one of beauty, a religious 
icon almost. When the image faded from 
memory, I became distraught. My mind only 
settled down when I went to bed and 
dreamed beautiful dreams of death. Not 
mine… yours, of course. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
The hateful alarm clock shattered the 
evasive hieroglyphics of my dreams, my 
beautiful, beautiful dreams, and I was 
awake. Consciousness was a nausea of 
broken glass, was diving from a blue, blue 
ocean into a sewer. Maybe the death and 
torture was symbolic or had Freudian 
undertones, but I accepted the literal 
meaning. The images were infused into a 
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mystical compulsion to transfer my dreams 
into reality. 
   Most people have dreamed about murder 
at some point – it’s an unconscious desire in 
most people. But why I should I stop just 
because I have woken up? What I wake up 
to isn’t worth the trouble or attention. I like 
being in my head and belonging entirely to 
myself. Most people reside in the grey area 
of the consciousness. I reside in the black 
area, in the darkest of the dark is the only 
place I see light. My fantasy world has 
always been my safety net. I could do 
anything I wanted, instead of being betrayed 
by my inadequacy and existential ineptness. 
I was more real in my dreams than my 
waking life. What could reality offer me? 
Pain? Loneliness? Infallible desolation? And, 
oh yes, the opportunity to earn the money to 
pay the bills… Shit, work. It was definitely 
time for a career change. 
   You do the same shitty job day in, day 
out, a job that kills what little soul life has 
kindly left you. (Shit, I sound like an 
enervated worker, I’ve only been in the job 
six days!) You don’t think you can last the 
week without killing yourself or someone 
else, but you do. Actually, I don’t want to 
wait for the week, six days is sufficient 
enough. My time, my mind, energy, basically 
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my whole being was consumed by the 
struggle not to kill, so I haven’t had the time 
or energy to do anything else, let alone 
shelf-stacking. I haven’t had time to live, to 
live. I slaughter the eternal and incessant 
influx of demons to merely breathe in and 
out, and out and in again. 
   Maybe refraining from doing bad is as 
good a virtue as any. Apathy can be a 
beautiful thing. Unfortunately, I live on a 
planet with billions of beings that look and 
act like me who insist on forcing me out of 
my lovely warm cocoon of my very 
necessary apathy. 
   But I get no pat on my back for fighting 
my demons. So I thought, fuck it, why 
should I wade through two thousand miles 
of set concrete for the greater good, for my 
own anonymous virtue? It’s better to fly. 
 
I shut the door of my flat behind me with 
plenty of time to catch my bus to work. The 
only thing I knew, though, was that I wasn’t 
going to go to work.  Nevertheless, I made 
the motions of doing so. The streets were 
quiet. The usual traffic sounds and 
footsteps, no voices except the voices in 
people’s heads. Anything of originality or 
genius thought? No, I don’t expect so. But 
these people aren’t running around slashing 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 12 

people or screaming out in pain, so I guess 
they must be happy people. Although it 
didn’t look like I was the only one who 
resented being awakened from their dreams 
– they were happy, intelligent, successful, 
loved and beautiful in their dreams, but 
lonely, dull and insensible in their deeds. I 
couldn’t bear to look at their faces. It gave 
my diffuse, messy rage a focus, a target, 
and more rage. Except one guy. I watched 
an obviously mad person, with a 
supermarket trolley overflowing with coat 
hangers, stop every person on the street and 
hand them one clothes hanger each. He 
handed me one with a smile. I thanked him. 
Whilst everybody threw away theirs, I kept 
mine. 
   Despite that example of human bonding, I 
couldn’t shake that dark, cold knowledge 
that I would never fit in, that I could never 
like this ordinary life. The world outside was 
the world outside. And I wanted it to share 
my fucking pain. SHARE MY FUCKING PAIN! 
 
Waiting for the bus in a shop doorway to get 
out of the rain, I decided the first person to 
piss my off was going to die. No sooner had 
I thought that then the proprietor pushed 
me back out into the rain. “My shop isn’t a 
fucking bus shelter. Piss off!” 
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   Boy, that was quick. What do you expect, 
though. This is planet Earth. 
   He re-entered his shop. When he 
disappeared behind the counter, I went in. It 
was a DIY shop, grey and gloomy. The jowl-
sagging proprietor heard me trigger the door 
chime-bell and took another surly look at 
me. “I told you already, my shop isn’t there 
for you to keep out the rain. If you want to 
come in here, you have to buy something.” 
  “I know. Do you sell hammers?” 
  “Of course I bloody do!” he snarled 
disgustedly, “they’re over there!” He pointed 
to a display rack near the counter. 
   I browsed the display and picked out the 
biggest hammer. It felt good in my hand, 
nice and heavy. I gave a few cursory swings 
in the air before ambling over to the 
counter. The shopkeeper had his back 
turned to me, stacking shelves. I raised the 
hammer, ready to crash down on his bald 
skull. The hammer stayed in the air for what 
felt like forever. As he began to turn around, 
I thought, shit, this is it; it’s now or never, 
and swung the hammer down onto his shiny 
pate. Stunned, he stumbled, but still stayed 
on his feet. I jumped up onto the chipped 
wooden counter, and then jumped back 
down again on the other side, using my 
falling weight behind the hammer, behind 
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the energised blow to Mr Anonymous 
Bastard’s head. His brain matter didn’t 
matter – not any more. I threw his dirty little 
mind out of his head in synchronisation with 
the erupting volcano that was my released 
rage. I hammered his skull until he was 
suitably unconscious. I took a breather and 
collected my thoughts. I ran over to the 
door, pulled the shutters back down, and 
locked it. 
   I was like a kid locked in a sweetshop. I 
didn’t know where to start. I looked at the 
display units for inspiration. I collected a few 
power tools and returned to the prostrate, 
shallow-breathing body. I used a rag to wipe 
his eyes clean of blood. I plugged in the drill 
and went straight for those fucking beady 
eyes; they burst like squashed grapes. I then 
filled in the cavities with window sealant. 
The next thing I plugged in was an electric 
sander. It got rid of his facial skin quite 
nicely. There were other toys to play with, 
but I was exhausted. I knew it was a good 
idea not to indulge on the first date, and he 
wasn’t going to get any deader. 
   I went into the back bathroom and 
checked myself in the mirror. There were 
blood splatters on my face and clothes – but 
there was also a smile that wasn’t there 
before. Keeping my gloves on, I used some 
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paper towels to wipe off the blood as much 
as I could, and stuffed the soiled towels in 
my bag. Although I wanted to stick around 
and wait for the maggots to conduct their 
visceral business and slowly devour his ugly 
little soul, it was time to get the hell out of 
there – not before I left a note on the door 
saying: ‘Shop closed  while on long holiday 
somewhere very hot.’ I emptied his till 
drawer of its meagre contents and left 
through the back door. 
 
I went straight home. I was shaking a little 
bit. I switched on the TV merely to have 
something to drown out death’s tawdry 
silence. Then I suddenly gave a yelp of joy. I 
am a freak and a god. I am the sunshine 
and the piss that reflects it. I offer no 
justifications. I’m not saying my pain is 
greater than anyone else’s. Fuck, no. It’s 
probably the fact that my pain is so trivial 
that I’m reacting in this fashion. 
   The killing cleared my mind and vented 
frustration for a little while, thereby allowing 
me to regain my perspicacity. I mustn’t be 
so sloppy with my next murder. Yes, there 
was going to be another one. The answers 
to life’s questions were found in the taking 
away of that life. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
The next day I phoned the supermarket and 
told my boss I had found better 
employment, one with more job satisfaction. 
The manager couldn’t even remember who I 
was, so I guess they weren’t sorry to see me 
go. Then I went out for a walk. 
   When I went past the DIY store, the 
shutters were still down and the note I wrote 
still on display. I had to fight the urge to go 
back inside to the scene of the crime. I 
forced myself to carry on walking. 
   And I walked. Passing impersonal 
geographies, sometimes I would get a weird 
feeling, like a déjà vu, an overwhelming 
visionary rush that certain places were 
significant… somehow. In my old paranoia I 
perceived these moments as some sort of 
unsettling clairvoyance of some future 
moment which would be of detriment to me. 
These images of places flashed in my mind 
at the most inopportune moments with some 
sort of psychic implication, like all these 
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places represented signposts of my life in 
the future, and my paranoia offered 
suggestions of what these signposts meant: 
they were near encounters with death, my 
death. That thought gnawed me, belittled 
me, scared me shitless basically. That was 
until I exchanged roles of victim for 
predator. I felt so much better, that those 
images of places did indeed carry some 
significant import, that I was receiving 
flashes of a prophecy to be fulfilled. 
   I had found a more exquisite vocation, 
there was no doubt about that, but how to 
support myself financially? I mulled this over 
as I walked home. The answer came to me 
whilst I kept an eye out for the hourly 
regional news on TV to see if anybody found 
Mr DIY Death. It looked like nobody had. 
That didn’t surprise me. He wasn’t the type 
of guy to have a loving family report him 
missing. 
   I still considered myself a novice, an 
apprentice in my nascent career as 
murderer. I needed to hone my skills and 
learn the tricks of the trade before I could 
present myself to the world as serial killer. I 
needed a few more practice deaths. So 
watching mundane repetitions of local news 
was like watching a TV commercial 
advertising available lives, available deaths. I 
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would note down the names of those whose 
criminal activities earned them a few lines. I 
wasn’t going to kill just anyone. I maybe a 
budding serial killer but that doesn’t mean I 
have no morals or standards. I decided to 
visit a few paedophiles and drug dealers. Do 
the community a service. The local paper 
gave much-needed extra information, like 
the name of their street, their age, and mug 
shots. A little inconspicuous detective work 
uncovered the number of the door. 
   The pederasts and drug dealers on my list 
were either out on bail or acquitted, even 
though their prior records were longer than 
an elephant’s dick. 
   3 a.m. the Avon lady called in a balaclava 
at the abode of a nasty-looking – and  nasty-
smelling – pederast. I sneaked in through an 
unlocked kitchen window. I did not follow 
my pre-ordained code of silence. When I 
found the motherfucker in bed wanking to a 
child porn magazine, I effed and blinded 
(not loud enough to wake the neighbours, 
though) and called him every cock-sucking 
name whilst I bound and gagged him. He 
offered no resistance. He was essentially a 
coward with a pathetic hard-on. He had 
been arrested for distributing thousands of 
pounds worth of paedophilic magazines and 
videos, and was out on bail. I used him as a 
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punch bag and asked politely where he kept 
his money. The police did not find any cash 
on his property, but I had methods of 
persuasion the police did not have – I was 
going to cut off his dick if he didn’t tell me. I 
grabbed a hold of his puny dick and gave it a 
little nick with my knife. Sobbing, he told me 
where he hid it. It was in his garage, rolls of 
notes wedged inside a garden hose, utilising 
the Easy Rider technique. I decided to take 
the whole garden hose with me. I went back 
into the bedroom. He was still crying, and 
now sitting in a puddle of his own urine. I 
cut of his dick; gasping sobs convulsed his 
body. I sodomised him with his own 
amputated dick. Torture relaxes you better 
than yoga. The blood loss from his groin 
weakened him suitably for me to strangle 
him. 
   With my knees on his chest and my hands 
squeezing, squeezing, I watched him gasp 
uselessly for breath behind his gag. He may 
as well breathe through a concrete-filled 
straw. The blood vessels in his eyes popped; 
the whites of his eyes turned red. He shat 
himself, the bastard. My hands began to 
redden from the strain; the veins and bones 
in my hand threatened to tear through my 
skin. I had no idea strangulation would take 
so long. I could have boiled an egg. 
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   Blood trickled out of his nose. How 
undignified, I laughed. His death came and 
went. Protecting myself from blood with a 
boiler suit I brought, I decapitated him and 
shoved his head into his washing machine 
and turned it on. Neither Persil nor Ariel 
would cleanse his dirty little soul.  
I cleaned myself up and slipped out of the 
house with the garden hose. Also obtaining 
the keys to his car, I drove the long distance 
toward my home, stopping short a couple of 
miles, and walking the rest of the way. 
   Once home, I had a shower and then 
counted the money in the hose. Eight and a 
half thousand pounds. Not bad for one 
night’s work. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 I left it a few weeks before I did my next 
one. The first two left me high as a kite. 
Remorse was a word between remonstrate 
and remorseless; it wasn’t in my psychic 
vocabulary. Why should I feel contrition for 
performing necessary pest control? The high 
didn’t last long, though. Its opiate confection 
for the soul was short-lived, sadly. And the 
descent from high to low was as fast and 
graceless and terrifying as a falling skydiver 
discovering nothing but horseshit in his 
chute pack. It was already become a 
compulsion, an addiction stronger than a 
drowning person’s craving for air. Murder 
feels good. It feels really good. Serial killing 
is my Prozac. It eases my depression and 
gets rid of all tension headaches – fast. 
   To not kill now was unthinkable to me, 
devastating. I wouldn’t be able to live. I 
guess I could have been another anonymous 
putrid suicide, but I don’t want to die, call it 
the survival instinct. It’s kill or be killed. 
   I still have the dreams of unsubtle sadism 
and murder, those haven’t gone, but the 
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distinction between fact and fantasy was 
becoming blurred permanently. My dreams 
have become vivid, so vivid, in fact, that a 
fantasised murder elicited in me all too real 
memories. The victims in my dreams were 
more real to me than the authentic human 
beings walking the streets outside. Weird to 
think that the faces in my dreams did not 
belong to actual real people, but were mere 
masks in my distorted imagination. On the 
other hand, the two ‘real’ murders were so 
dreamlike in their quality; I had only a basic 
comprehension of its emotional and 
intellectual significance. The only way I could 
be sure if they were physically real murders 
and therefore a criminal act in a court of law 
– was to consult the newspapers or TV. 
   The second murder only received a few 
lines in the Evening Standard. Police were 
basing their investigation on the assumption 
that it was a vigilante attack. Nothing was 
stolen, the piece said. And the police 
appealed for witnesses. 
   The first murder was actually reported 
after the second. The person who lived 
above the DIY store had been away for a 
few weeks, and when he returned he 
opened his door to an abhorrent stink. 
Figuring the smell was coming from the shop 
below, he unsuccessfully attempted to enter 
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the premises, and then called the police. 
They broke down the door, and found Mr 
Happy turned into a pile of rancid meat.  
   This murder received more press 
coverage. I read and reread the articles in 
the papers until they stopped giving me a 
vicarious high. I then cut out the pieces and 
stuck them in my photo album, next to 
pictures of my childhood. I needed those 
childhood pictures to remind me I was a 
child once, because I don’t recall being one. 
The TV reports of the murder I recorded 
onto video tape, to be used as mystical 
pornography. 
   But that wasn’t the best part of the 
publicity. I was on the floor rolling with 
laughter when I heard they were looking for 
a male assailant (sexism still occurs in the 
21st Century alas). And that they had 
arrested some poor fuck in connection with 
the DIY store murder – a violent junkie who 
had a reputation for pulling off aggravated 
robberies and burglaries. What left me 
positively hysterical was the fact he 
committed suicide by stuffing the contents of 
a box of tissues down his throat. In a 
moment of Dixcel irony he was about to be 
informed that he was going to be released 
due to lack of evidence. It left me 
wondering: Should I claim him as victim 
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number 3? In the end I decided he was 
number 2 and a ½. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
Wearing a wig I think belonged to Anne 
Widdecome, and contact lenses that turned 
my eyes from green to brown, I went out 
spreading God’s word. There was one lost 
lamb that I wanted to bring back into the 
fold – a local man, who had been released 
after serving time for both child sodomy and 
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drug dealing. This wasn’t reported in the 
newspapers – rather I heard about him by 
eavesdropping two bingo grannies gossiping. 
One complained he was bringing down the 
house prices in the street. The second one 
said, “Yes, Melrose Square used to be a 
lovely place before he came back.” 
   The next day, along with the wig and 
contact lenses, I donned my Jehovah 
Witness garb and paid that street a visit. 
   As it happened I didn’t have to knock on 
every door on the street. The first door I 
knocked on was opened by a half-blind 
elderly lady, who invited me in. I didn’t have 
to go through the mock religious spiel. She 
was just a lonely old woman who wanted 
somebody to talk to. 
  “Can I talk to you about letting Jehovah 
into your heart?” 
  “You don’t have to worry about me, dear. 
But there is a certain person on this street 
who could do with some good in his heart. 
This street has gone right down since that 
junkie pervert moved back into the street… 
Would you like a cup of tea, dear?” 
  “Er, no, thank you. The junkie, where does 
he live? Maybe I can pay him a visit and 
spread a little of God’s love about…” 
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I left it a few days before returning to 
Melrose Square. Door number 31 was the 
one I wanted. The motherfucker’s house was 
done up like a fortress, no doubt to repel 
attacks from vigilantes and other drug 
dealers. The only thing to do was ring his 
intercom bell. It was 12:30 a.m., but his 
lights were on, and I could hear crappy 80s 
music playing inside. Fuck, the man was a 
pederast; a drug dealer and he liked the 80s. 
How much more lower could you get? 
   He answered it on the third buzz. “Yeah?” 
  “Er, I want to buy some smack.” 
  “Who are you? I don’t know you!” 
  “I’m a friend of Eddie’s.”  
  “Who the fuck is Eddie?” 
  “I don’t know. Look, I need some smack. 
I’d kill for some, man.” 
  “Are you alone?” 
  “Yes,” 
  “OK, wait a minute, I’m coming down.” 
   A minute later, he was behind his front 
door, surveying me through his spy hole. 
Satisfied that I didn’t look like a cop, or a 
homicidal maniac, which to be truthful can 
sometimes be confused. He opened his door 
a few inches. 
  “Look, lady, I don’t know what you’ve been 
told, but I don’t sell drugs – not any more. 
I’m on the straight and narrow now, and all I 
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ask is to be left alone. I even had to buy this 
to be left alone.” He waved a gun in front of 
his face.” 
  “A Beretta?”  
  “Yes, how do you know?”  
  “Because I’ve got one just like it.” I pulled 
out my Beretta with silencer from my inner 
pocket and pointed it at him. “Look,” I said 
as I pulled the trigger. He tried to slam the 
door on me but I managed to get him in the 
eye. He fell backwards, throwing his gun 
onto the welcome mat outside his door. That 
was nice of him. I picked it up and pocketed 
it. Then I cautiously shut his front door. I 
peered through his letterbox: all I could see 
was his hand twitching, and blood pooling 
under him until he succumbed to his junk 
mail death. 
   The walk home under the moonlight was 
enchanting. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
The third murder was a bit of an anti-climax 
really. There was no hands-on experience, 
and his death was too quick – blink and you 
would have missed it. But I was glad I 
acquired another gun. I already had a gun, 
given to me by an ex-boyfriend who fancied 
himself as a mercenary but ended up a 
traffic warden. He gave me a gun with a 
single bullet in it, and I had no idea where I 
could get more bullets. A gun is less messy, 
and leaves absolutely no ambiguity; it was 
too businesslike, leaves no room for 
creativity. So I wasn’t going to use them 
unless it was absolutely necessary. It’s 
always good to have as back-up. 
   I had made a decision: no more killing for 
money. The only lucrative murder was 
number two anyway. I was now technically a 
serial killer. SERIAL KILLER: a killer of three 
or more persons, murdered on separate 
occasions. Time to return to serial killing for 
aesthetic reasons, not financial ones. There’s 
no use taking the piss. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
Enwrapped in my beautiful dark 
consciousness, both celestial and bestial, I 
went for a walk and a think. It was three 
weeks since the last murder. Now I feel the 
urge coming again. You can tell when it’s 
going to happen again. You start to 
withdraw from everyday reality. Time slows 
down. The arena of colour and sound 
becomes more vivid, reality seems 
hallucinatory as the transition from 
murderous fantasy to murderous fact occurs. 
No more myopic indecisiveness and 
uncertainty. These feelings no longer held an 
easy-to-dismiss dreamlike quality to it. 
Compulsion, compulsion, compulsion. 
Dreams either replay the embarrassing 
details of my life again and again, or are 
flowered with gorgeous violence. I know 
which I prefer. 
   In the papers there were hints that the 
police were beginning to link the murders 
together, which both annoyed and excited 
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me. But they were under the mistaken 
assumption that these were the work of 
vigilantes. Vigilante killings, no. Morally 
convenient, yes. When my killings gain 
further publicity, that I took out a few social 
undesirables would do my public relations no 
harm. Not that I care what the masses think, 
I’d rather kill them than soothe or entertain 
their tepid consciences. I mean, most people 
don’t have any compunction about killing 
insects, but will draw the line at killing 
humans. Not me. Humans are somewhere 
between cockroaches and butterflies. 
   But I was glad I was getting recognition 
for my good work. I was a serial killer, but 
the only person to know that was I. I 
wanted my fame. I wanted the public to fear 
me. I wanted the cops to curse me and still 
not find me. I wanted to be known for the 
last three murders – but to still be 
anonymous and free. It’s like having a great 
work of art on the wall and having only your 
mum and your dog look at it. I could have 
my anonymity and my fame too. 
 
At this juncture, before fame and misfortune 
beckoned, was the opportunity to stop, to 
halt the process. I was not unconscious of 
the insidious declivity from fantasy to reality. 
I didn’t stop, however, because stopping 
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meant my life would be utterly meaningless 
and empty again. Stopping meant 
surrendering my being to a society I 
despised with a venom, stopping meant the 
inevitability of a putrid suicide. Stopping 
would have ruined my only fun. 
   So, walking, thinking, I was under the 
influence of strange visions. I saw ghosts of 
dead birds everywhere. Pavements were 
littered with death and severed heads. An 
evil electricity buzzed in my bones and 
behind my eyes. I sat down at my favourite 
bench, the one I used for my lunchtime 
contemplations in my happily short career of 
shelf stacker. I couldn’t stop thinking of an 
incident that happened earlier in the day at 
my local launderette. Whilst emptying a load 
from a washing machine, I dropped a pair of 
underwear. It would have to be my most 
tattiest pair. A female voice called out behind 
me, “Excuse me, you’ve dropped your 
panties, well, I think that’s what it is – could 
be a dishrag!” she guffawed. Her two friends 
also laughed at my expense. The woman 
came over to me, holding the panties at 
arm’s length, as if to prevent the contagion 
of disease from my underwear. I indignantly 
yanked the panties from her tenuous grasp, 
and shuffled off. That encounter left me in a 
foul mood. Then I thought: wait a minute, 
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what used to make me feel small should now 
have the reverse effect. If you look upon 
people as laughable creatures - which is 
what they are – what they do to you means 
nothing. If a lion is chewing your leg, then 
you should be worried, but humans? Laugh 
at the useless bastards… or kill them. Same 
difference. 
   But I didn’t kill that bitch. I let her get on 
with her fucking precious life. Maybe when I 
see her next time, when she’s alone… 
   But I was alone with this fucker. I was 
joined on the bench by a hard-on in dirty 
trousers, who just wouldn’t stop talking and 
looking at my tits. Responding to my 
truculent silence, he sneered, “Don’t you 
know how to have a conversation?” I could 
hardly tell him I was incapable of having a 
conversation with another human being 
without wanting to kill myself or piss myself 
with laughter. 
   You see, today I could have my pick of 
who to kill. I could have picked any human 
that day – they were all equally worthless. 
Not only that day, any day would have 
sufficed. Serial killing is a profitable line of 
work – an endless supply to meet the 
demand. 
   But I didn’t kill the hard-on either. This 
was because I saw a much better prize, a 
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more delectable trophy. Across the road 
from the park, was a row of hotels, of the 
seedier variety. I used to work in one of 
them, The Happy Day, as a chambermaid 
many years ago. Like all my other jobs, it 
didn’t last long. You could book a room for 
an hour, and many over-sexed workers 
would during their lunch break. I got fed up 
of businessmen grabbing my arse every time 
I passed them. I told them I was a 
chambermaid, not a prostitute. 
Chambermaid or prostitute – what’s the 
difference? One of them said. Evidently there 
wasn’t any. This I found out after I had a 
chat with the hotel manager. I kneed him in 
the goolies and walked out. I didn’t have the 
confidence then to make him eat them, too. 
   Well, guess who I saw entering The Happy 
Day? Mr Department of Social Sarcasm. He 
was carrying a bag, which he held close to 
his chest. He booked a room on the first 
floor – alone. This I saw through the window 
of room 19 before he closed the curtains. I 
was so grateful for the job he arranged for 
me that I was going to bring him his 
exquisite death like room service. 
   I entered the hotel through the back way, 
unobserved, and went straight from the 
supply cupboard. I put on overalls and 
rubber gloves and hairnets, and my bag of 
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weapons and restraints onto a chambermaid 
trolley. I also helped myself to the keys of 
room 19. I took the lift up to the first floor. 
  “Housekeeping,” I called as I knocked on 
room 19 in an indeterminate accent. 
  “No, I’m busy. I’ll be out in an hour. Come 
back them.” He replied, somewhat agitated. 
  “Housekeeping.” 
  “I said not now!” 
  “Housekeeping.” 
  “Piss off before I report you to your boss!” 
  “Housekeeping!” I said forcefully as if it 
was my only word of English while I opened 
the door with the staff key. On the other 
side of the door he was scrambling to hide 
himself under the bedcovers. I pulled my 
bag from the trolley and used its weight to 
hit him on the side of the head. 
   Stunned, he mouthed, “What do you 
want?” 
  “Death. I hope you don’t mind.”  
  “Wha-“ I hit him again, not too hard, 
though. I wanted him to be conscious. I 
prefer a struggle, active participation, 
otherwise it would be like making love to a 
corpse. 
   I whipped the covers off him and had to 
laugh. He was wearing women’s suspenders, 
bra and fishnet tights, and trying his best to 
hide it with a tiny corner of sheet. A 
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woman’s wig and makeup were on the 
dresser next to the bed. I went to my bag 
and pulled out a knife and two lengths of 
rope. Reacting to the presence of the knife, 
he resumed his officious superciliousness 
and tried to fight back. I kicked him in the 
solar plexus, winding him; his verbal protests 
became abortive gasps. Then I bought down 
the knife into his shoulder joint and twisted 
the knife. His cries of agony still had no way 
to express themselves. 
   I secured his arms and legs with the 
lengths of rope. Through his gasps, he 
whimpered, “Please don’t hurt me. Please, 
I’ll give you anything.” I was disgusted. How 
stupid and soiled they look as they beg for 
mercy, as they beg for their pointless little 
lives. You witness an amazing change in 
people when you’re about to kill them. In 
other circumstances this fucker would have 
looked down his nose at me. That changed 
very quickly. I had his pain, his servility, and 
they were to be laughed at, and discarded 
along with his existence. 
   As he lay on the bed, I straddled him and 
rubbed myself over his dick, staring him in 
the eyes. You have to look into someone’s 
eyes when you kill them, otherwise murder 
is merely a mundane clinical exercise. You 
have to watch them die. 
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   I kissed his lips and then brought down 
the knife into his chest. His lacerated heart 
slowly choked him. His tortured moans, 
groans, and sharp intakes of unbearable 
breaths did something to me. It was a very 
nice feeling, like a cool breeze on a hot 
summer’s day. I felt a vacuum sucking out 
the tension and painful disorder out of my 
chaotic, useless being for a few welcome 
moments. Plus, of course, soft electric 
stirrings of a sexual nature. 
   He was dead but I still hadn’t finished with 
him. Orgasm was tantalisingly near but far 
from fruition. My greedy libido wanted more. 
Opening up a body is like opening Pandora’s 
Box. You shouldn’t open it unless you are 
ready for it, and I knew the minute I slit 
open the body I shouldn’t have done it. I 
was a junkie stumbling upon an unattended 
pharmacy. My flimsy resolve gone. My body 
convulsed in sexual climax. I could give a 
fuck about leaving physical evidence behind 
me. I could have dived in the open corpse as 
if it were a beautiful ocean. But instead I 
pulled out the intestine, which steamed as 
the internal organ hit the cool air, and 
stuffed it into his mouth. Time to eat your 
own shit, arsehole. 
   I sat on the edge of the bed to collect my 
breath and ponder my sweet sculpture of 
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sadism. It’s true what some artist said: “A 
work of art is never finished, only 
abandoned.” There was one more thing to 
do. That look on his face, I wanted to take it 
home with me, the look that said: “Life does 
this to me? A shit eater?” Starting from his 
scalp, I delicately cut around the face and 
peeled it off. I put it in my empty lunchbox. I 
also stole his nametag: Tony Martin. 
   A serial killer is his or her own boss, there 
are responsible for everything, including 
publicity. So I used the hotel room wall as ad 
space. With a marker pen I scrawled: 
 No 1: Do it yourself death 
 No 2: Fuck yourself to death, don’t 
lose your head 
 No 3: Eye to eye on Melrose Sq 
   No 4’s arrow pointed at the faceless civil 
servant. 
   I quickly got out of my blood-soaked 
overalls, rubber gloves, and hairnet, and 
stuffed them into a black bag for later 
disposal. At the basin I opened a faucet, 
using a hotel towel to protect it from 
fingerprints, and washed the flecks of blood 
on my face, forearms and shoes. I put the 
soiled towel in my bag, too. I pulled out my 
own gloves from my holdall and put them 
on, before leaving the room. I wanted to 
leave via the back way but two 
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chambermaids were having a conversation 
on the back stairs, so I left through the front 
entrance, passing the bored receptionist 
watching a soap opera on a portable TV, 
who didn’t bother to look up. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 

The incident room, peopled by detectives from 

separate investigations, was a large Portakabin 

positioned strategically between the police station 

car park and the pub ‘The Sun And The Rain’. 

The north-facing interior wall was covered by a 

huge map of South London; coloured pins 

marked the geographically spaced out murder 

crime scenes. Four separate whiteboards held the 

personal details and forensic particulars of each 

of the victims. Number one was Bernard Needs, 

54, death caused by brain trauma; number two 

was Pete Rogers, 37, strangulation; number three 

Adam Michaels, 33, gunshot wound to the head; 

number four Tony Martin, 28, knife wound to 

heart. 

   This newly assembled pool of murder 

detectives, with uniform back-up, was headed by 

Ian Stewart, a handsome, athletic man in his early 

40s. This DCI was a university-educated career 
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cop. He was serious but fair, single-minded and 

dogged in his work. He had the usual encounters 

with officers who were critical of him when he 

wasn’t around, but fractiously obsequious to his 

face. The detectives surrounding him, for the 

most part, were professional in their conduct – or 

maybe better at hiding their disesteem. Except 

one – the next senior officer in line – Keith 

Harris. He was a good ten years older and had 

more experience on the force than Stewart. He 

suspected he wasn’t the senior officer in the case 

because of the custody suicide of his first arrest 

in the case. Trust the top brass to be swayed by 

public relations rather than having the most 

experienced officer on the job, he bemoaned 

privately. He was disgusted by the condescending 

smirks of his subordinates back at his nick. Like 

they gave a shit that the AIDS-ridden waste of 

space topped himself. I bet they all cursed him 

dead one time or another. It wasn’t like he 

magiced up this wanker from thin air. 

   Toady Bulton had been convicted of robbing 

that selfsame DIY store a couple of years 

previously. It seemed obvious that he either went 

back for a second helping (because he was that 

stupid) or as a revenge attack. He couldn’t see 

what all the fuss was about. He looked upon 

policing as social Darwinism – getting rid of the 

weak. 

   Harris was always mildly antagonistic with his 

meetings with Stewart. Stewart did everything by 

the book, and Harris hated that – always doing 
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things the long way round, when a little police 

brutality would save the day. He was somewhat 

cheered he had one of his own officers in this 

new pool of investigators, DS Mark Aylward. A 

decent man, family-orientated, no viciousness 

about him at all. He didn’t have the aggressive 

purposefulness which would have been 

conducive to rapid promotion, but his level-

headedness and resourcefulness made him a very 

capable Detective Sergeant. Mark never raised 

his voice at his boss, Harris. But he was no 

brown-noser. 

   It had been a week and a half since the last 

murder and the revelation that it had been serial 

in nature. The writing on the wall had facts not 

disclosed to the public, like the fatal eye injury of 

number three, and the amputated sodomy of 

number two. Harris was disdainful of the 

gratuitous graffiti – “Is this nutter compiling a 

cryptic crossword or committing murder?” he 

sneered when he saw the embellished murder 

scene. 

   Today was the first day the murder squad were 

all under the same roof at the same time. There 

were ten officers present: DCI Stewart, DI Harris, 

DS Aylward, DS Sarah Cohen, DS Andy Barker, 

DS Ian Crew; and Detective Constables Jack 

Bailey, Nelly Dunne, Chris McCann, and Al 

Hindley. The extra bodies they borrowed from 

CID and uniform from local nicks. These ten 

were the core of the murder operation ‘Silent 

Rain’, and they previously worked on the 
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separate investigations of what was thought to be 

separate murders. Bringing them together was 

Stewart’s work. 

  “OK, people,” DCI Stewart clapped, “may I 

have your attention, please?” 

   The inconsequential chatter subsided and they 

all turned to face Stewart. Harris mumbled as he 

did so. 

  “I trust you’ve all been acquainted with each 

other?” 

   They all nodded in bored agreement. Harris 

mumbled again; he recalled the first meeting he 

had with the three other Detective Sergeants he 

wasn’t familiar with: “I’m DI Keith Harris…” 

   DS Andy Barker snorted, “Where’s Orville?” 

   Harris heard that joke a million and one times, 

and didn’t even laugh when he heard it the first 

time; his top lip curled in ambiguous disgust. He 

finished his sentence: “and this is my colleague, 

DS Mark Aylward.” He pointed to Mark bent 

studiously over a computer; Mark raised and 

waved his hand in greeting. When the three 

Detective Sergeants walked out of Harris’ and 

Aylward’s earshot, Andy Barker whispered, “I 

guess Mr Aylward is Orville.” 

  “Because he’s green and the DI’s got his hand 

up his arse?” Sarah Cohen interjected. The three 

sniggered conspiratorially. 

   Back to Mr Stewart however… 

  “You all have your role in this investigation and 

I’m glad to see you are working purposefully and 

efficiently, especially when we don’t have much 
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to go on. I’ll just go through my notes in front of 

me and tell you what’s on my mind at the 

moment. Right… As you all know, a serial killers 

usually has one MO and sticks to it, one method 

of causing death, one ritualistic expression of 

violence, but these four murders have little 

similarity, except that they were all committed 

south of the River. Having said that, my gut 

feeling and experience tells me the same person 

committed them all. It has been said these 

killings are the work of a vigilante – I don’t think 

this is so. The level of sadism and post-mortem 

mutilation tells me this person is going to kill 

anyway, it doesn’t matter who his victims are. 

And it also tells me, this person isn’t going to 

suddenly stop… 

  “Em, the scene of crime forensics… No viable 

fingerprints. Or in the case of the DIY shop, too 

many to differentiate. The offender is wearing 

gloves, we can safely say…” 

  “Any possible fibres from the gloves found?” 

DC Nelly Dunne asked from behind her desk. 

  “Yes, from murder number two. Analysis is 

been carried out.”  

  “Witnesses?” another DC asked. 

  “No positive sightings, but we have three 

separate sightings of a similar person seen in the 

vicinity of numbers one and four. It’s vague, 

unfortunately: 5’6 to 5’9, wearing dark clothing 

with a hood that conceals the face – but we are 

sure the offender is white or a light-skinned non-

white. Medium build. No distinguishing features, 
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carries a dark rucksack. No vehicle sighted. 

That’s it, really. 

  “Door-to-door enquiries reveal little. No strange 

or suspicious characters sighted. The usual: post 

person, milkman, door-to-door salespeople, 

Jehovah’s Witnesses. DS Cohen and DS Crew 

have interviewed the post person and milkman, 

and some Jehovah’s Witnesses; no luck there. 

  “The forced entry of number two, it was 

clumsy, which makes me pretty sure the 

perpetrator has no history of burglary, on top of 

the fact that nothing was stolen in that crime… 

Aylward,” Stewart nodded toward his seated 

colleague, “what have the preliminary enquires 

into the DIY shop murder come up with? Do you 

think the victim knew his killer?” 

  “Early indications point to no. No CCTV in 

operation. I went through his address book – not 

many personal entries, they all check out okay.” 

  “Did he have any known enemies?”  

  “Well, he wasn’t exactly a pillar of the 

community. Door-to-door turned up only one 

vague sighting, nothing out of the ordinary.” 

  “What about the noise of the power tools? 

Didn’t that attract anybody’s attention?” 

  “That wasn’t anything unusual. He sometimes 

gave demonstrations to customers.” 

  “Okay, thanks, Marc… Jack, how has the phone 

lines been? Any luck?” 

  “No, not really. I seem to be a bloody agony 

aunt for oldies to moan about crime and dog shit 

in their streets.”  
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   Ian Stewart grinned sympathetically, “Ah well, 

we’ll keep advertising the number. Hopefully 

something useful will come up soon. DI Harris, 

do you have anything to add?” 

   Harris was caught off guard, his open-eyed nap 

disturbed. “Er, erm, yeah, the bloody shoeprint in 

the DIY shop. I’ve managed to narrow down the 

make of the shoe; it’s a cheap pair of trainers, 

made in Taiwan, sold in Brixton Market kind of 

shoes.” 

  “Well, at least that’s something. Can you magic 

up a pair so we can use it in any public appeals?” 

  “Yeah, I’ve got one of the DCs working on it.” 

  “Anything else, Keith?”  

   Don’t call me by my first name, you bastard, 

Harris thought to himself. “Yes, I’ve gone 

through the pathologist’s reports, concentrating 

on the mutilation. My long, long experience tells 

me this is the work of a nutter.” 

  “I would appreciate it if you didn’t use words 

like ‘nutter’, Keith. But I agree with you. The 

psychological state of the assailant does seem to 

have psychotic features. In fact, because of that 

reason, I’ve asked the local university to provide 

us with a criminal psychologist, one who can 

help us with a working profile. They’ll get back 

to me…” 

   Ian Stewart went through the specifics of other 

three murders before excusing himself to make 

some phone calls and liase with seniors. The 

team got back to work, except Keith; he was 

fuming. How dare that stupid wanker deride me 
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in public. What was wrong with the word 

‘nutter’? If the cap fits… Trust that fairy to be 

politically correct about someone who gouges 

eyes out for fun. And what’s wrong with good 

old police work? Why do we need some pouncy 

psychologist? He probably wants us to get in 

touch with our feminine sides, he smirked 

disdainfully. Time for a fag and a wank, he 

decided as he left the room and headed for the 

toilets. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN 
I had a wonderful thought over my mug of 
morning tea. How exquisitely perverse if we 
all went to hell no matter what we do in life 
– both Mother Therese and Hitler going to 
the same place. That’s not fair! some will 
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say. Life’s not fair we are told many times. 
Death might not be fair either. I always 
suspected God was a voyeur, watching the 
sado-masochist  dirty movie called 
‘REALITY’, with billions of clueless extras, a 
tedious, laughable plot, where the only 
interesting thing is pain. God is my kind of 
useless divinity. 
   Draining my cup of tea, I heard the click of 
the letterbox. I went over and picked up the 
free local paper from my doormat. I smiled. 
My celestial deeds were front page news. I 
sat on the sofa to read it – this was much 
better than pornography. 
   I was waiting for that unoriginal 
journalistic description, the only one that 
seemed to pervade all murder victims. 
‘He/She was such a happy-go-lucky person.’ 
And, sure enough, victim number four was 
described as such. My advice? Don’t be 
happy-go-lucky if you want to stay alive. 
   I brought out the scissors and cut the 
pictures of the four murder victims, cut out 
their heads, and stuck them onto my wall, 
head atop ahead, my personal totem pole. 
Whilst I was doing this, I noticed the 
indicator light on my answering machine was 
flashing – I don’t get that many calls. I 
played the only message, it was my dad; I 
hadn’t heard from him for months: “Don’t be 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 47 

stupid and go out at night alone. There’s a 
madman about.” I guess, in his way, he was 
being fatherly, but the sound of his voice 
sickened me. What do you expect? I’m a 
serial killer, of course I have a dysfunctional 
background. 
   My dad was a strange fucker. He 
considered American wrestlers to be warriors 
of God. I remember a typical Sunday: 
   My father asks me, “Have you got any 
change for the church offering? I’m going to 
pray for all of God’s children.” 
   I squirm uneasily. My father had a job but 
his alcoholism and gambling would mean he 
was usually broke. “I only have a little 
change.” I say. 
  “Well, give me it, then. God needs it more 
than you.” 
   I nervously hand the change over. 
  “Is this it!” My father’s voice raises angrily. 
Is this it? Is this all God is worth?” 
   My dog starts taking cover. “That’s all I 
got,” I answer shakily. 
  “What’s that in your pocket?” He grabs my 
pocket and roughly pulls out my purse. 
“What’s this, then?” 
  “It’s my school bus fare money. I need it.” 
  “Give me it. God will give it back to you.” 
  “But how will I get to school?” 
  “Walk there with God on your side.” 
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  “But-“ 
  “Fucking shut up! You make me sick! Don’t 
you have any respect for God or me? Give 
me about 90p. I think God will be happy 
with that.” 
   I hand over the money. Dad leaves the 
house to pray for the welfare of the world. 
   90p is the price of a can of lager, by the 
way… 
    
   Whenever I bought up the subject of my 
dead mother, he would beat the living shit 
out of me, this person who is supposed to 
love and nurture me. And when the whole 
world looks on and says OK, your regard for 
the human race goes down very quickly, 
especially when they (the neighbours) 
laughed at my bed-wetting problem. They 
knew I had one because my father would 
hang my soiled underwear out of the 
window, with a notice saying: ‘Dana is 8 
years old and she still pisses her pants.’ He 
liked to hand out these humiliation lollipops 
a lot. 
   And, of course, I remember my school 
days – the best days of my life? Fuck you! I 
only used to play one game in the school 
playground: I’d join a group of children 
wanting to play, and they’d run away. Oh my 
God, this sounds really sad! But it doesn’t 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 49 

make me feel sad now. I’d like to play that 
game again if I ever see them again. But this 
time it’s my turn to have the fun. 
   But fuck my dad. I erase the message and 
let my mind be the answering machine for 
demons, instead of a container for junk mail 
thoughts. 
 
I felt that itch again, that need to extinguish 
someone’s existence. When I don’t kill I feel 
like a bomb ready to blow, minutes away 
from detonating – only to find the timer is 
stuck and the time will never come, 
perpetually on the verge of exploding but 
quietly ticking away. Fuck, I hate this 
feeling. I have to recall my previous murders 
to assuage the anxiety. I vicariously used 
their existences, my body filled with their life 
for days – I was dead otherwise. But the 
high dies and so will someone else in a few 
hours. 
   When ready to kill, I’d go out and troll, 
hunt. So there I was walking in the park one 
day, in the merry, merry month of May. No, 
sorry, it had just turned June. It was much 
less an innocent stroll in the park than a 
constant state of trolling, of building up a 
mental catalogue of likely victims, 
appropriate murder sites, and escape routes. 
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   It was a hot day, and there were just too 
many arseholes to pick from, the market 
place was flooded. I chose to take a break 
and went to an ice cream hut to get some 
much needed refreshment. Sometimes 
trolling isn’t necessary, sometimes an 
ordinary human interaction would flick the 
switch. A person’s useless soul would grate 
against my being like sandpaper, infusing my 
body with a sordid electricity. Here was one 
who wasn’t going to see the day out alive. It 
may sound like I’m waiting for any excuse to 
kill – and you’d be absolutely right. 
   When somebody’s being impinged mine, 
I’d usually block him or her out. They were 
meaningless before I had the misfortune of 
encountering them, now their meaning was 
embarrassing, inconvenient, disgusting. If 
they were stupid enough to shove my face 
into the shit of their aura, their life, their 
being, I was going to get very naughty. 
   The woman in the queue in front of me 
reached the counter, much less to buy an ice 
cream but to gain an audience for her 
criticisms. “Come on, why are you taking so 
fucking long. Trust me to join a queue made 
up of the contingent from the local school of 
retards!” 
   I could only see the back of her head, but 
I already decided she was number five. My 
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first four murders were all men. I’m no man-
hater. I hate everyone equally. Time to 
balance out the sexes. I have to be a 
politically correct serial killer. 
   The bitch was taking an inordinate time to 
make a purchase. She continued: 
  “I’m not sure I want an ice cream now, I’m 
sure your dingy kitchen breaks every health 
and safety regulation in the book. Shit, the 
chocolate ice cream looks like shit. I bet 
those aren’t raisins, but bugs. When was the 
last time you washed out that ice cream 
scoop…” 
   God, the witch heated me up more than a 
gas mark 8 oven. I could have killed her 
there and then, but I wanted an ice cream 
first. She bought a can of cola and stormed 
off. When she turned around, I gasped. The 
Hyacinth Bucket wannabe was the spitting 
image of me. The only difference was she 
looked ten years older. 
   Fuck, I was going to kill my doppelganger. 
I was going to kill myself. I could say it was 
a surreal, strange experience, but it wasn’t. 
It felt rather good actually, a vindictive form 
of suicide, one where I would wake up the 
next morning and laugh at the world. 
   I trailed her, licking my ice cream, 
watching her from a safe distance. I 
consumed my ice cream and hid behind a 
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clump of trees to change into my work gear. 
I put on my hooded black top and gloves, 
and looked into my bag at the perfect 
disguise. I was always on the lookout for a 
mask. Since my hometown didn’t have a 
joke shop, I had to select a mask from the 
collective joke shop that is humanity – 
namely Mr Tony Martins. With the help of a 
taxidermy book, I hardened the skin; it 
assumed the visage of a lifelike rubber mask. 
I have to wear a mask because I am ugly. 
Not time to wear it yet, though. 
   My doppelganger left the park and went 
straight home to a poky little bedsit. I had to 
hurry to follow her through the communal 
front door of the building she lived in. I put 
on my mask and followed her up the stairs. 
   As she put the key in her door she looked 
back at me. She almost showed her teeth. 
“Are you following me?” 
  “Yes,” I said as I barged into her flat, my 
arm around her neck. She attempted to 
scream; I clamped my hand over her mouth. 
The bitch bit me. I threw her onto the floor 
and kicked her head in. Stepping on her 
neck, I told her to shut the fuck up. She shut 
the fuck up. Her bedsit was irretrievably 
damp. It was resistant to any form of 
external improvement. The house, of which 
her bedsit was a small part, was built with 
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seediness and sedentary hopelessness mixed 
in with the mortar. No wonder she’s such a 
pleasant soul. Unless you were deaf, dumb, 
blind and stupid, the environmental influence 
was overwhelming. You couldn’t blame her 
really, but I was still going to kill her 
anyway. 
   I couldn’t see her as a person with 
feelings, family, with people who loved her. 
If I did, I wouldn’t be standing on her neck, 
on the verge of killing her. I had to change 
my perception of her to accommodate my 
murderous intent. I dehumanised her so I 
could feel more human. 
   I stomped on her neck a couple of times. 
As she gurgled, I gripped her neck, gripped 
it hard. Strangulation (although more painful 
to the victim!) doesn’t half hurt your hand. 
As you tighten you hand around the victim’s 
neck, your hands tremble from the pressure 
it is exerting. The muscles in your arm 
stiffen to hateful steel. Your breath deepens 
as theirs gets shallower and shallower. 
   I was frustrated her death was taking so 
long. But birds sang in my soul as I bit into 
her neck. This energised me enough to finish 
the job. Ice Cream. Eye Scream. I Scream, 
sprinkled with death. 
   On the walk home, in a sudden burst of 
heavy rain, a funeral procession passed me 
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by. People latched their gazes onto the 
hearse, with some diffuse, indistinct emotion 
behind their eyes. Was it jealousy? Pity? Pity 
for whom? The corpse or for their own 
horribly beautiful lives and inevitable 
unremarkable mortality? It was a strange 
feeling to be walking and talking when the 
person in the coffin – and a certain bedsit – 
wouldn’t be able to do that forever. The 
blandness of it all under whelmed me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 

The incident room’s assiduous chatter and patter 

of fingers on computer keys tapered off as the 

DCI entered with a woman unknown to most of 

them. Obviously a professional of some kind 

because of the smart business suit and confident 

air. Heather Ewan, 33, red-haired, green-eyed, a 

lecturer in criminal psychology, regarded as 

feisty but compassionate by her students. Most of 
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the male detectives in the room were eyeing up 

her long legs, which she was conscious of. 

Because of her line of work, she couldn’t help 

evaluating the people in the room by studying 

their body language and how they relate to a 

stranger. Despite one or two being drooling 

sexists, most of them were receptive. All but one. 

The sneer every time she made contact with him, 

the look of disgust in his eyes. The stiff body 

language. His full but tidy desk. Her early 

appraisal of DI Harris was that he was a work-

dominated sexist, racist, homophobic pig… 

sorry, excuse me, he was methodical and stern, 

which was a necessity in police work, but took 

the spontaneity out of personal relationships. I 

bet he is a bundle of laugh to his kids. Every time 

she made eye contact with him, they locked 

swords. She therefore turned to Stewart. 

   Stewart smiled at everyone. “Good afternoon, 

people. I would like to introduce you to the 

newest member of the team, Heather Ewan. She 

teaches at the local uni and is going to help with 

our psychological profile of the killer.” 

   Friendly hellos and handshakes were 

exchanged. Harris merely grunted. He caught 

Stewart’s eye and said, “Do I have to be here? 

I’ve got to prepare for the Crimewatch appeal.” 

  “If anyone has to be here, it should be you. You 

can incorporate the psych profile into the appeal. 

Please begin, Heather.” 

  “OK, thank you, Ian.” 
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   Oh, la de da, first name terms, jeered Harris 

clandestinely. 

  “Mr Stewart has spent the last hour briefing me 

about the investigation, so I don’t know all the 

ins and outs, therefore my current profile isn’t in 

depth… The basic profile, which is applicable to 

most serial killers, is that the killer is a solitary, 

introspective person, feels inadequate, insecure 

but paradoxically has a feeling of superiority over 

people. His grip on ordinary life is tenuous, and 

is at his most dangerous when suffering a loss of 

self-esteem. Narcissistic, egocentric, he would 

rather be hated and despised than ignored. 

  “Studies of serial killers generally show that for 

the perpetrator fantasy is more important than 

reality, so the external world has little meaning, 

significance or value. He only focuses on 

practical reality when forced to do so. They are 

usually above average intelligence, emotionally 

flat, indifferent to moral implications. Shows no 

or little remorse, only self-pity. 

  “I’ve been briefed about the salient points of the 

first murder. I think we mustn’t  dismiss the fact 

the deceased was known to confrontational and 

generally rude to people. I think this triggered 

something in the killer. The killer couldn’t walk 

away from him without his or her – “  

   Her? Harris raised an eyebrow. 

  “ – self-esteem collapsing further. The killer’s 

only option, in his eyes, was to kill him in order 

to regain integrity of some sort. Even though 
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victim one was rude to everyone, the killer felt 

personally slighted. 

  “Ah, a sensitive soul,” sneered Harris loudly. 

“Are you saying the killer is killing because 

nobody loves him? You do-gooders talk out of 

your arses…” 

   Stewart gave Harris a withering look and was 

about to say something when Heather Ewan 

retorted, “The fact remains, Mr Harris, is that if 

children are bought up with loving, supportive 

parents, we’d have a hell of a lot less serial 

killers…” Heather did not like to be interrupted 

in mid-flow; it threw her off her train of thought. 

She had been teaching all day, she was tired, and 

needed to take a long piss. She already knew she 

was in for a turbulent professional relationship 

with Harris, so she retorted again, “And it’s just 

that kind of behaviour which would ensure your 

face being peeled of by the killer if you two ever 

met…” 

  “Yes, what about the face-stealing?” chipped in 

DS Aylward before the DI had a chance to bite 

back. 

  “I think the killer did that to number four 

because he felt more confident by then and able 

to do that. This person feels utterly alone and 

anonymous, has no identity, feeds off the dead’s 

identity like a parasite, I think that much is 

obvious. The killer feels unable to start afresh, 

unable to change his name or move to a new 

town. Obviously psychologically troubled. 
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  “What I’m saying is nobody is a serial killer 

overnight. The dysfunction and deviance 

develops from childhood, usually an uncaring 

and abusive one.” 

  “Oh no, not more goody-goody shite that these 

killers are poor misunderstood victims. I was 

never lovey-dovey with my kids, and they 

haven’t grown up to be serial killers.” 

   Both Heather and the DCI glared at the stupid 

smile on Harris’s face. Ian Stewart was having 

doubts about putting Harris in front of the TV 

camera. But Heather wasn’t going to be riled this 

time. She continued: 

  “Usually there’s a steady build up of violence, 

so it would be an idea to check up those with 

histories of sexual or violent crime who live in a 

few miles radius of the first murder. I say this 

because usually we find the killer kills for the 

first time where he feels geographically 

comfortable. So either he lives close to the area, 

has connections with the area, or used to…” 

  “I think a couple of the DSs are already doing 

that,” interposed Ian Stewart, “how far back are 

you going?” 

  “Five years,” piped Tony. 

  “Good. Good.” nodded Stewart. 

  “These murders may be planned but the 

escalation of mutilation makes me wonder 

whether we are dealing with an offender who is 

both disorganised and organised.” 

  “What the fu-“ Everyone turned to look at 

Harris. 
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  “What’s the difference between disorganised 

and organised offenders?” Marc interjected 

diplomatically again. 

  “Basically, organised murders are planned, 

following an obsessive-compulsive need, 

committed by psychopathic individuals. 

Disorganised offenders show some indication of 

psychosis or other mental disorders. Organised 

offenders generally hide the bodies and try their 

best not to leave any clues; disorganised 

offenders leave clues and usually don’t bury their 

victims…” Ms Ewan looked at her watch. “Erm, 

I’ll talk more of this as soon as I have gone 

through all the crime scene details and 

evidence… Nice to meet you… all.” She excused 

herself and left; she really needed to take a piss. 

Stewart followed her out of the room and waved 

everyone back to work. 

  “What a stuck up bitch!” Harris growled. “A 

pouncy pen-pusher telling me my job. She has 

really upset me.” 

  “Box of tissues?” offered Chris McCann 

impishly. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE 
I sat down with a coffee and a doughnut. I 
decided on a night in front of the telly. 
Usually I don’t watch the crap that’s on, but 
tonight they were documenting my works of 
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art on BBC1. Crimewatch was on – and I 
was their number one feature. 
   As it turned out, the reconstruction film 
was a bloody comedy: the actor playing me 
was a man with a moustache. I am the 
female of the species and I wax! The police 
are stupid. The eyewitnesses are stupid. The 
whole fucking world is stupid. I think I will 
write them a letter. Put them right. 
   The pig interviewed by Nick Ross came out 
with the usual spiel. 
  “… the assailant has a family that must 
suspect him. They can see he has been 
acting strange recently. I would urge the 
family to do what is right.” 
  “What are your personal feelings about the 
killer? What do you have to say to the killer 
if he’s watching?” Nick asked the pig. 
  “I find you repulsive, and I will catch you, 
don’t you worry about that.” 
  “Repulsive?” I repeated. “I’ve been called a 
lot worse.” 
   Yes, I was ugly, my father always told me 
so. He would also ignore the conversations I 
attempted to initiate. It was obvious: I was 
ugly, and not a very interesting person 
besides. 
   This is the best way to get back at my 
dad. The look on his face when he finds out 
my new hobby. But I was feeling depressed 
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now. I could talk graphically about 
disembowelment, but please don’t ask me 
about my childhood or my family. 
   What the pigs and the public don’t fucking 
understand is that I was like a bull in a 
bullring, fed up of being poked and prodded 
and taunted and teased and laughed at and 
fucked over. Reaching the end, the bull 
seeks not revenge but respite from torture. 
And it stops the pain the only way it stops 
the pain the only way it knows how – by 
running amok in the crowd. 
Where was the world when I was being 
fucked over by my Dad? When you’re the 
victim of something like rape or attempted 
murder, what’s the alternative in life? You 
can never be a normal person again – you 
can say goodbye to that forever. Being a 
victim means being a small, pathetic, useless 
creature. So I say again: what’s the 
alternative? It’s being the perpetrator and 
stealing the power back.  
   In those days of hurt, no one could give a 
fuck. I remember slashing my arms, using 
self-mutilation as an externalisation of the 
pain I felt inside. Did anybody care? Of 
course not, all that it did was induce disgust 
and contempt. 
   Am I really more evil than the ordinary 
person? Is the only difference I inflict pain 
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and torture and death in one action, in one 
defined moment, instead of inflicting it upon 
others in easy to pay instalments? 
   Everyone’s got the capacity to do what 
I’ve done; they don’t do it because there are 
consequences. It isn’t out of the goodness of 
their hearts or a purer soul. It is because 
they abhor the consequences of the act 
rather than the act itself. Plus, serial killing is 
inconvenient if you like your beautiful 
mundane day-to-day life – it would somehow 
upset your schedule. 
   The streets were full of dull people with 
dull lives and dull conversations and actions. 
I was bringing much needed drama into 
their lives. Everyone was talking about the 
murders. People were getting paranoid and 
anxious, fitting extra locks onto their 
windows and doors. I was on top of the 
world and these insects were running and 
hiding. It amused me to see people rant 
about what they’d do if they caught the 
killer. Oh, my ignorance exceeds my stock of 
knowledge, but I’ll tell you how to run the 
world. An old woman on the bus next to me 
yesterday told me ‘they should hang the 
whole bloody lot of them!’ I heartily agreed. 
   I switched off the TV. I didn’t know what 
to do next. 
   It’s so tiring and boring not killing people. 
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   Sigh. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

It was raining outside, drumming on the roof of 

the Portakabin that was the incident room. The 

team of detectives brought their chairs and cups 

of tea and coffee to the huddle surrounding 

Heather Ewan. She had her notes in front of her, 

with her black coffee and police canteen toast; 

this was her breakfast. She took a sip of her 

coffee, bite of her toast, and began: 

  “After sifting through the evidence and reports, 

I’ve come up with a basic profile…” 

  “What are you going to tell us? Something 

ambiguous like he’s between 8 and 80, lives in 

England, blah, blah, blah…” Harris snarled. 
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   Heather took a deep breath. She didn’t have 

enough caffeine in her system to be antagonistic 

yet. She carried on: 

  “This part of London is multi-cultural. No one 

colour predominates, but I’d make an educated 

guess that the perp is white, because the victims 

are white.” 

  “Couldn’t it be a non-white with a racist 

grudge?” Ian Crews suggested. 

  “It’s possible, but my gut feeling tells me no. I’d 

put the age between 18 and 30. An older killer 

would have shown more restraint, a younger 

killer less restraint. 

  “Although, the perp gets a sexual thrill out of 

these murders, I don’t think the crimes were 

sexually motivated. Which means I don’t think 

we can exclude the possibility that a female 

committed these crimes, though statistically the 

killer is probably male. Occupation? Murders 

were committed both in and out of working 

hours, so I’d say the perp is unemployed or 

works P/T. 

  “Because of the misanthropy executed in these 

crimes, the person is definitely a loner. The 

overkill furnished on the victims suggests a 

highly angry individual, a person who feels 

rejected by the world.” 

  “Hold on, hold on,” Harris interrupted, “I don’t 

want to hear the killer’s life story.” 

  “If you knew what the killer is thinking you’d 

catch him quicker…” 
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  “Just get on with it, will ya.” Keith sneered 

curtly, expressing that he was losing interest by 

reading the cigarette ad at the back of a magazine 

on his desk. 

   Jesus Christ, thought Heather, she entertained 

the possibility that he was responsible for the 

crimes for a few fleeting but entertaining 

moments. 

  “The organised offender will entrap and exert 

control over victims by verbal means, maybe 

strike up a conversation or ask directions. This 

means they have good verbal or social skills. The 

disorganised murderer is verbally and socially 

inadequate, has to rely on disabling the victim 

with a blow to the head, or such like. I don’t 

think it was any accident that murders two and 

three were paedophiles, so obviously they were 

planned murders so the killer can think logically. 

But on the other hand, there are definite signs of 

some mental disorder in the way the victims were 

killed. This person is definitely somewhere in the 

middle. 

  “That the offender exhibits disorganised 

thinking means one line of enquiry could be 

talking to local psychiatric services to see if any 

of their clients could be possible suspects…” 

  “Don’t tell us how to do our jobs, Sunshine.” Of 

course, it was Harris again. The rest of the team 

were beginning to get bored with Harris’s 

hostility. 

   Heather drew breath through gritted teeth. “We 

have to put our heads together, Mr Harris. 
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Usually serial killers have a space of months or 

even years between killings. This killer is only 

leaving weeks between killings… I mean, you 

handled the TV appeal all wrong. All that shit 

about him being repulsive and that you’re going 

to catch up with him. If this person feels superior 

to other human beings, you, in his mind, have 

justified his actions by acting in that childish 

manner. You could have reached out in a more 

empathic manner.” 

  “What?” Harris growled, “Tell him all is 

forgiven, and that we love him?” 

  “No, you say something like you know he’s 

been under a lot of stress and is feeling a lot of 

pain. You say he needs help. Say we offer you no 

deals, but will promise fair treatment… But all 

you’ve done is antagonised him further.” 

   Harris mulled this over. It sounded like bullshit 

to him. He asked his confederates what they 

thought. 

  “I dunno, sounds kind of patronising.” Said 

Andy Barker. 

  “We could give it a shot.” Al Hindley offered. 

  “No, it’s too late. He’s just going to take that as 

insincere manipulation.” Sighed Heather. Harris 

got up from his chair and walked out the room. “I 

need to go for a tom tit.” It figures, Heather 

decided, him being full of shit.  “I think I’d better 

stop for now,” she said, gathering her notes and 

breakfast. “If anyone of you want to get in touch 

with me, DCI Stewart has my number.” She 

smiled and left the room. Everyone returned to 
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work, some discussing the profile, except Marc 

Aylward, who followed Heather out of the room. 

   She was halfway across the car park, so Marc 

jogged to catch up with her. “Ms Ewan!” he 

called. 

   Heather paused. “Yes?” 

  “My boss didn’t upset you, did he? If he did, I 

apologise for him.” 

  “Oh, he’s so pig-headed!” 

  “Yeah, he’s a stubborn bastard, all right. But 

he’s our most experienced detective and has a 

good success rate.” 

  “Yes, but how many of those were serial 

killings, eh? This is my third serial killing 

consultation.” 

  “I don’t think any were, but he still had a hell of 

a clear up rate.” 

  “Yes, but the motive was probably obvious and 

tangible, and therefore it was easier to narrow 

down possible suspects. Most perpetrators know 

the victim in some way, and the ones that didn’t 

had a higher rate of being unsolved, didn’t they?” 

   Marc ran through his mental catalogue of 

murder investigations he worked under Harris 

with, and reluctantly assented to Heather’s claim. 

“But I still wouldn’t take what he says to heart; 

he has a personality conflict with anything that is 

living and breathing.” Heather smiled at the acute 

but comic observation. “Yes, he does seem to 

prefer the company of corpses.” She said. 

  “He’s always telling us that he’s stubborn 

because he wants to see justice done for the 
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victim. But if any of the victims were alive, he 

wouldn’t share the time of day with them. Not 

that I don’t respect him. I do. I’ve learned a lot 

under him.” 

  “Thank you for your concern, Marc, but you 

needn’t worry. I’ve interviewed rapists and 

murderers, so nothing he says can faze me that 

much.” 

  “Do want a refill?” Marc smiled, pointing at her 

emptied mug. 

  “Sure,” she returned the smile. “I think I need it 

today.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
I couldn’t resist contacting Mr Keith Harris. I 
hated that bastard so much. At my computer 
I composed a love letter to my nemesis, I 
couldn’t help teasing the laughable bastard. 
“Dear John, I mean Keith Harris, head of 
Bacon Advisory Board, 
I know you people will eventually catch me. 
Serial Killing will eventually stop being 
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interesting, lose its magic, and become a 
chore. But that won’t be for a long time yet. 
I’m having too much fun now. I know you’re 
thinking all this bravado is to cover up this 
pathetic and inadequate life of mine, and 
you’re right. I did not wake up one morning 
and suddenly and spontaneously decide to 
become a serial killer, it was no overnight 
thing this urge to kill every person I come 
across. What gave rise to this indelicate 
transfiguration was nothing special. 
   What it all came down to was the 
realisation I could not be – and did not want 
to be – anything else. I was not equipped 
with the psychological apparatus or 
inclination to be or do anything else. I know 
they say murder is the ultimate crime, but I 
did not feel purer, cleaner, or better for not 
having done it. I merely want control of my 
situation, and if that involves decapitation 
and torture, so much the better – how could 
I possibly so no? 
   Maybe once upon a time I gave a fuck 
what other people thought of me, but that 
person is dead and buried (forgive the pun). 
This world has hurt me too much, so much 
so that if you gave me a million pounds to 
stop tomorrow, I wouldn’t, I couldn’t. 
  I know when I’m caught, a lot of people 
will want to see me dead. That’s OK, I would 
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like the same of them – to see them dead. 
The victims’ families will no doubt want to 
torture me to death, but I got there first, 
done all that. And in the end they wouldn’t. 
They care more about their cars, their 
mortgages, and TV meals to wreck 
vengeance on behalf of their beloved ones. 
   I want to stand tall in this belittling world, 
and the only way I can stand tall is by 
chopping off the heads of others. Yours will 
look nice on my mantelpiece. I would have 
been happy to simply kill, but you have 
made this adventure so much fun for me. 
Now for the first time I feel really wanted. 
Thank you for making my life beautiful. 
  I can’t stick to one M.O. I’m a confused 
and confusing person, a complicated 
woman. I guess I haven’t found my niche; I 
like the eclectic approach – variety is the 
spice of life, isn’t it? 
   But, really, I’m not much different from 
you. I am you amplified and clarified. I am 
the exaggeration of your beautiful soul. 
   Well, I guess that’s all for now. 
                                Yours, 
                                    Fuck you 
P.S. How is Orville? 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Marc Aylward went into main police station 

building, which was thirty yards from the 

Portakabin, to collect post pertaining to the 

murder investigation. Marc casually glanced into 

glass panels of office doors that lined a corridor. 

One made him pause in his step. Heather Ewan 

was at a desk, making notes, looking tired. She 

continually ran a stressed, restless hand through 

untidy hair. He knocked on the glass; she looked 

up, and then beckoned him in with the wave of a 

hand. 

  “I’m not disturbing you, am I?” he asked. 

  “No, I should take a break now. So what have 

you been up to this morning, Marc?” 

  “Interviewing the staff at The Happy Day Hotel 

again, and despite the name, they are not happy. 

They’re losing business for the most part, except 

that they have this steady stream of morbid 

sightseers who want to book into the room Mr 

Martin died in.” 

  “You had to interview them again?” 

  “Yeah, we usually interview potential witnesses 

a couple of times. Sometimes they remember 

something new.” 

  “Any luck?” 

  “No, not really. The only person who saw what 

could have been the killer was the receptionist. 

She said someone leaving triggered the door 

chime, so she looked up. She saw the back of the 
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person, and was sure it wasn’t a client booked in 

for that day. And she said Mr Martin booked in 

alone – he was a regular customer.” 

  “But that’s good, isn’t it? A possible sighting?” 

  “Yeah, if she saw the face, it would be. Just saw 

the back of the person. All we could get from her 

is dark-haired, dark clothes, and about 5’9 in 

height.” 

  “Can I ask you something, Marc?”  

  “Sure,” 

  “Did you thoroughly investigate the victims’ 

backgrounds?” 

  “Yes, a couple of the DCs did.” 

  “Were any of the victims gay?” 

  “Just the one. Number two was. Why?” 

  “I know it’s highly irregular but I’ve been 

playing with the idea the killer may be female.” 

  “Why do you say that?” 

  “These aren’t your usual serial killings. If the 

victims were homosexual, it could be that the 

killer may either be gay himself, or a 

homophobic killer. But that doesn’t quite fit, does 

it? This killer is very angry, and one thing we 

know about female serial killers, is that they are 

very angry women. They are usually victims of 

sexual and physical abuse from their fathers. That 

makes sense if you consider the killing of the two 

paedophiles. But why did she or he remove the 

eyes of the first victim. Did he or she not like his 

eyes on him or her? I dunno…” 

  “You look stressed, Heather.” 
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  “I am a bit. Because the killer likes to work fast, 

I feel I have to also to catch up.” 

  “Yeah, we all feel like that. It’s frustrating. But 

news on number five: we were able to lift an 

impression off the bite mark. When we catch the 

killer, we’ll have evidence that’ll convict.” 

  “If we catch him or her.” 

  “I know, you need a neck massage.” Marc 

jumped out of his seat and proceeded to give her 

a deep, warm massage to her neck and shoulders. 

She groaned, too orgasmic for her own liking. 

Embarrassed, she motioned at him to stop. 

  “Are you OK now?” 

  “Yes, that was nice.” And it was, all the tension 

in her neck was gone. 

  “I’m quite an expert. My wife loves them.” 

  “Wife?” she repeated, somewhat deflated. “How 

come you don’t wear a wedding ring?” 

  “Oh, DI Harris feels too uncomfortable with it. 

So I remove it when I’m at work. Yes, we’re 

about to celebrate our 10
th

 anniversary. Are you 

married?” 

  “Divorced.” Uncomfortable, she changed the 

subject. “What are those?” She pointed to the 

letters in Marc’s hand. 

  “Responses to the Crimewatch appeal. There’s 

only three. You don’t mind me opening them 

here, do you?” 

  “No, go ahead,” 

   The first letter furnished information they 

already had. 
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   But the second letter was interesting. He found 

himself shaking slightly as he read it. This is it. 

This is fucking it! Heather saw how pale he 

became. “What is it?” she asked. 

  “Read this, don’t touch it, but read it.” He 

handled the letter cautiously and turned it around 

so Heather could read it. 

  “It’s the killer, isn’t it?” Marc urged cautiously. 

   Heather nodded. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
This morning my heart filled with offal and 
sunshine. I spent the early hours thinking 
about my father. I was remembering back to 
when I was a kid, about seven or eight. I 
weren’t allowed to watch TV in the evening, 
and forced to go to bed even if I wasn’t 
tired. But having a nightmare a monster was 
chasing me, I was scared shitless and 
needed a hug. Even though I knew my 
father wouldn’t give me one, I went to him 
anyway. 
   He was in the living room, I could see the 
light of the TV through the slit under the 
door. I opened the door and switched on the 
light. The TV was showing a porno; my dad 
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was sat in his chair, his swollen dick in his 
hand. He was masturbating, and although he 
was aware of my presence through slitted 
eyes, he didn’t stop. He grunted and jerked 
off while I looked on, horror-struck. Finally 
he came. 
  “Come here,” he beckoned to me. I was 
too scared to move. “Come here or I’ll 
fucking brain you!” 
   I shuffled over to him. I couldn’t help 
looking at his semi-erect penis. “You want 
some of this, don’t you?” I tried to back 
away but he grabbed my wrist and forced 
my hand onto his dick. “Rub it, go on, rub 
it.” I did it, my mind was blank, but I did it. 
From then on, before I left for school and 
him for work, I had to suck his dick, sperm 
washed down with orange juice. “You want 
daddy to go to work happy, don’t you?” I 
had the attention of another part of his 
anatomy apart from his fist. 
   I fucking hate orange juice. 
   And thinking about my dad put me off my 
breakfast. 
   The monster had caught me then. But 
today’s my turn to chase it. 
   I know some pouncy psychologist will say 
that my murders are acts of displaced 
aggression. That I am basically killing my 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 76 

father, or want to. But I can only kill my 
father the once – where’s the point in that? 
   If I could kill him again and again and 
again… and again, I would. But instead I’ll 
let him be a prick. 
   I’d kill to get him out of my head. 
   To distract myself, I went for a walk to 
test a theory: humans are useless, useless 
creatures. Conversations: intelligent? You’re 
kidding, right? What was uttered in its place? 
Abuse, profanity (reminds me of my dad: 
‘Where did you learn to fucking swear?’), 
obsequiousness, backstabbing, gossip, self-
congratulatory backslapping. 
   I’d kill to get them out of my head. 
   I sat on a bench outside a tube station 
and watched the fresh deluge of tired, 
disconsolate commuters emerge from the 
station exit. When you people-watch, you 
have little use for psychology, sociology, 
philosophy or religion. Everything you need 
to know is right in front of you. 
   It was hard to use the eeny-meeny-miny-
mo selective process on ever-mobile 
subjects. One skinny little fuck caught my 
attention, though. I was a good few inches 
taller than him, and my dead granny had 
more physical prowess then him. With 
boxfuls of bibles at his feet, he was trying to 
save every one of the departing commuters’ 
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souls. He was either condescendingly 
scrutinised or completely ignored. 
   But I paid him attention. I needed to let 
off steam, kill some time, and with who 
better than a religious nut nobody gave a 
shit about – especially not God. I listened to 
the tail-end of his sermon. 
  “… And I’m happy. God has made me 
happy. Our tears of pain are wiped away by 
God. The presence of God is there for the 
purpose of wiping away your tears…” 
   God, what a hideous ego you have, what a 
patronising git. 
   What I would like to hear is a religious 
oration or philosophical discourse from a 
‘happy’ or religious person who is being 
raped in the arse by a HIV positive assailant. 
I’d like to ask them “What do you think God 
is thinking of you as he looks down on you 
now?” 
   Time to put this abstract notion into 
reality. Time to play games with the 
sacrilegious bastard of the conscience. Time 
to kill a fucking happy person. 
   Seeing I was his only taker, he 
concentrated on me. “Are you a sinner?” 
  “Yes,” 
  “Do you want to be saved?” 
   I smiled. “No, not really. I like it where I 
am.”  
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  “You need to be cleansed, I shall baptise 
you, if you so wish.” 
  “Where are you going to baptise me – with 
coffee?” 
  “No, my home has a bath. My home is your 
home. It is open to all God’s children.” 
  “OK, let’s do it. Let me help you with your 
boxes of bibles.” 
 
Six minutes away from the tube station, we 
turned into a quiet street dotted with a few 
shops. We stopped outside a closed butcher 
shop. “My brother owns this shop. He lets 
me live in the flat above free of charge, 
which is nice of him, but he’s still going to 
hell.”  
  “Why’s that, then?” 
  “He’s an abomination in God’s sight. He’s a 
homosexual… See, the other key…” he 
showed me his key ring holding two keys, “is 
for the shop.” 
   His flat smelt of stale meat. It was dingy 
and dark, except for gaudy religious pictures 
and ornaments. He went straight into the 
bathroom and ran a bath. “Make yourself 
comfortable while I get ready.” He said as he 
entered his bedroom. 
   Entering the flat, I was careful not to 
touch anything with my bare hands. Now 
Eric was out of the picture for a moment, I 
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went through my murder kit, which held my 
tools of the trade, and pulled out some latex 
gloves. I slipped them on. Eric emerged from 
his bedroom and I nearly fell off my chair. 
He was wearing the costume of an angel – 
white gown, gold cardboard wings, and a 
coat hanger halo. I wore a very similar 
costume when I was arc-angel Gabrielle in a 
primary school nativity play. Fuck, he was an 
angel with hairy legs and a pigeon-chest. He 
held out a white robe – but no wings or halo 
– out to me. “You have to wear this.” 
   I took the costume off his hands and he 
went into the bathroom to check the 
progress of the running bath. I threw the 
costume over my shoulder and followed him 
into the bathroom. 
   Bent over to turn off the faucet, Eric didn’t 
hear me come up behind him. I grabbed his 
neck with both hands and pushed his head 
underwater. He struggled and splashed 
about and spluttered, but I managed to 
subdue him. I dragged him out of the bath 
and dropped him on the bathroom floor. I 
wrapped his coat hanger halo around his 
neck and tightened it and tightened it. I 
paused to admire my work. He protested. 
“Don’t kill me, I’ll pay you.” He voiced 
noiselessly. 
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  “You have a beautiful soul,” I told him, 
“and a beautiful God. Why are you so upset? 
You’re going to Heaven, aren’t you? Why are 
you fighting a beautiful eternity in Heaven 
for a painful life you have to pay endless bills 
for… Of course there is life after death, just 
not yours. I, however, will go to a nice 
restaurant to have a slap-up meal while your 
body begins to rot. I don’t want your money. 
I don’t want your God. I want your death.” 
   I tried to make him enjoy the experience 
of his own extinction – I tickled him as I 
choked him. I strangled his anonymous life 
into anonymous death. Well, not quite. He’ll 
have his second hand fame. I went into an 
orgasmic trance. I could not tell you what 
colour his eyes were as they protruded 
violently from a constricting and 
unaccommodating skull. 
   This poor guy was a receptacle, a flesh-
padded trashcan I dumped my messy rages, 
dirty pain, and emotional rubbishes into. 
Death for him was shit in his pants, shit on 
his angel costume. There is no absolution in 
life. No matter how hard you try, you will 
never be completely rid of the stains your 
inconsiderable but expensive life has 
accumulated somehow. 
   I left his body and returned to my bag, to 
my murder kit. I first towelled off the water 
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splashes on me, then climbed into my 
overalls. I took his halo as a souvenir. Using 
Eric’s keys, I opened up the butchers 
downstairs and then carried my dead angel 
into the shop. 
   Laying his body on a counter, I looked 
upon him as a slab of meat. What shall I do 
this time? I am often in capricious mood 
when it comes to murder. I could never 
understand those compelled to repeat the 
same homicidal behaviours again and again. 
I have my own compulsions and obsessions, 
my own act of cleansing homicidal morphine, 
too. It is to inflict humiliation in as many 
ways as possible. Humiliation comes in all 
shapes and sizes – my childhood taught me 
that much. 
   Decided to get creative: I grabbed the 
cleaver, and the head came off in a couple 
of slams – blood spurted out of the cadaver 
fountain. I switched on the cold meat cutter 
and proceeded to carve up the head into 
manageable slices. I took the slices into the 
packaging section and close-seal wrapped 
them. I put them on display. On the 
blackboard I scrawled: ‘Today’s special: 
Karma Ham. Buy one, get one free.’ 
   I returned to his flat, got out of my work 
clothes, swapped my bloody latex gloves for 
a clean pair, and left. 
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   Not before taking one pack of Karma Ham 
for my sandwiches. 
   Work always builds up an appetite. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Marc Aylward and a couple of the DCs were 

manning the phones in the incident room. Some 

days the phone ran off the hook. Today was a 

quiet day; they only had eight calls between the 

three of them, and it was nearing midday. This 

usually happened when there hadn’t been a 

killing for a while and the publicity of the 

murders remained functional. 

   DI Harris was at a separate desk, taking a break 

with a cup of coffee and The Sun newspaper. He 

had spent the last few days interviewing locals 

with previous violent convictions. Apart from the 

fact he enjoyed belittling nounces and nutcases, 

they all had checkable alibis. 

   He tossed the paper aside, disgusted. “So this 

wanker killed a few nounces, what’s the big deal? 

They’re better off dead!” His colleagues in the 

room ignored him. Harris was reacting to an 

article criticising the investigation, naming him 

specifically, for not making any significant 

breakthrough in the case. The public were getting 

tetchy. The media were not yet aware of the letter 

from the killer. It had been examined by forensics 

– they couldn’t find anything useful – and was 
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now in the hands of Heather Ewan and her 

colleagues back at the University. 

   The article criticising him pissed Harris off, but 

what drove him absolutely up the wall was that 

the selfsame article praised DCI Stewart for 

bringing a psychologist into the team, and 

focused positively on Heather Ewan. 

  “Fucking bitch! It is the coppers who are doing 

all the work. They’re acting like this Ewan 

woman is a celebrity or something!” 

  “Sir,” Marc intoned purposefully, “I’d 

appreciate it if you wouldn’t make discourteous 

remarks about a member of this team.” 

  “What’s up with you?! You don’t fancy her, do 

you?” 

  “Of course not, I’d just like you to treat her with 

respect.” 

  “Talk of the Devil,” snorted Harris as Heather 

entered the room. 

   Despite having to be in the same room as 

Harris, Heather was in a good mood. She saw the 

letter as their biggest break. Though it yielded no 

physical clues – the ink was ordinary, the paper 

ordinary, no handwriting, and no saliva on the 

envelope – it yielded psychological ones. She 

wondered if the killer realised how much 

information she provided the psychologist with. 

  “Hiya guys,” she greeted the reduced team. 

“Where’s everybody?” 

  “They’re out making enquires or chasing up 

leads.” Answered Marc. 
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  “Yeah, some people actually work, you know.” 

Harris added. 

  “Well, I’ve written up a profile based on the 

letter.” She handed a printed sheet of paper to 

each of those present. “I’ll leave a pile for those 

not here…” She put down a pile at the main desk. 

“I’ll quickly run though what I’ve written:… this 

killer is female…” 

  “Don’t make me laugh,” chuckled Harris 

dismissively. “The wanker just said that to throw 

us off the scent. Or he’s a transvestite, hor hor… 

hold on, that actually makes sense. Number four 

was a trannie. Maybe they had a handbag fight 

that got out of hand, hor hor!” 

  “I’d like to get back to my profile, if you 

wouldn’t mind, Keith.” She knew calling him by 

his first name would rile him. And it did – he 

quickly stopped laughing. 

  “It just makes more sense to me that the killer is 

a woman. To me, the way the letter was written 

sounds like it’s been done by a hurt woman. I 

think the reason the investigation has become 

stultified is that we’ve been looking for 

suspicious males. Any potential witnesses around 

the murders who’ve seen a woman haven’t come 

forward because they don’t think their 

information is needed.  

  “A psycholinguistic study of the letter has come 

up with this: the killer is highly intelligent (this 

rules out Harris, she reflects disappointedly) is 

withdrawn, isolated, lives on her own. I think if 

you do a more extensive door-to-door around the 
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vicinity of the first murder, and come up with a 

list of women between 20-30 who live on their 

own, you may have a list of possible suspects. 

This person is borderline psychotic, so asking 

local GPs if anyone has come up to them with 

murderous impulses is another avenue to explore. 

The killer is white. The killer is puritanical, on a 

mission. Won’t trust people for fear of being 

rejected. She is conceited, cynical, and arrogant. 

It’s all about power to her. This person feels 

utterly powerless if she doesn’t kill. This person 

is yearning for acceptance, in a perverted sort of 

way, she wants acknowledgement of her 

existence. This person is violently reacting to 

being ignored and hated, probably from a broken 

home… That’s it so far. I hope this profile will be 

useful as an investigative tool.” She got nods of 

appreciative acknowledgment from most in the 

room. Harris was turning his profile sheet into a 

paper aeroplane. 

   Fuck him, Heather cursed internally, and turned 

to leave the room. Marc joined her. They walked 

across the car park together. 

  “Where are you going, Marc?” 

  “Oh, Stewart wants a progress report of this 

morning’s calls before lunch.” 

  “Anything useful?” 

  “Nothing we don’t already know.” 

   They were silent for a few moments, then 

Heather said, “Be honest, Marc, and tell me what 

you thought about having a psychologist in on 

the investigation?” 
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  “Enthusiastic, though a little guarded a first. In 

fact, your input has infused some fresh blood into 

a stale investigation. I’m glad you’re part of the 

team now.” 

  “A certain colleague of yours doesn’t think so.” 

  “He just feels threatened.” 

  “I’m not doing this to antagonise him, I’m doing 

this to get a killer caught. Tell me, does Harris 

have a wife?” 

  “Not any more – they divorced.”  

  “Why doesn’t that surprise me? Kids?”  

  “Yeah, a grown up son and a daughter. This 

may surprise you but he absolutely dotes on 

them. He’s always talking about what he does 

with them over the weekend.” 

  “That does surprise me. Y’know, he should see 

me as an ally and not the enemy.” 

  “Like I said, he feels threatened, that you’re a 

challenge to his authority. If you didn’t do your 

job properly, he’d love you.” 

  “You’re becoming a better psychologist day by 

day.”  

  “And you a better cop.” They clinked their cups 

of tea together and toasted each other. As they 

walked on they saw Sarah come the other way. 

Marc and Heather smiled at her but she looked 

grimly distracted. 

  “What’s up, Sarah?” asked Marc. 

  “There’s been another one – at a butcher’s shop. 

A man found his brother beheaded. SOC are on 

their way there.”  

  “OK, let’s head down there. Got the address?” 
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  “Yup.” 

   Marc handed his half-filled cup to Heather. “I’ll 

talk to you later.” He said and left with Sarah. 

Heather stood there with two cups of tea in her 

hand. An important part of the team, maybe, but 

how come I’ve suddenly been delegated to 

charlady? Ah well.” she sighed. 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
My mind feels like a grateful target for any 
bullet, an answering machine for demons. 
This is a head that wants to sleep but cannot 
bear to dream. I’m telling you this so when I 
put a gun into my mouth you know what’s 
going through my mind. 
   These were my morose mullings in the 
early hours of another fucking day. 
   I was definitely feeling the low after the 
high. Serial killing is nothing less than a drug 
– when you’re high you’re fucking high; 
when you come out of the high, you’re so 
low you’re looking at the devil’s arsehole. 
   To maintain the high of the last murder, I 
ate a piece of Eric’s brain, a piece of his 
mind, and he became part of me. When I 
took a shit the next day I was fascinated 
that my turd used to be part of a human 
being. I turned him into a shit. How fitting. I 
preferred him inside me than inside his own 
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body. He has become my partner in crime – 
is he as culpable of my sins, by being part of 
me, part of my intestine? 
   The thrill from that intoxicating 
cannibalism soon wore off, and my sterile 
and impotent sanity took over – it was 
disgusting, horrible. I hate myself, I hate 
you, I hate the roses in the garden. To say I 
hate every single day of my precious life is a 
staggering understatement. I’m sure I have 
had happy times as well – and they are the 
most painful times I’ve ever experienced. 
   This desolation, this depression I feel I 
think part of it is frustration that the kill is 
unable to satisfy me totally, that I haven’t 
quite got it. Every killing halfway saves me 
and halfway condemns me to hell. I never 
get what I hope for, so I think: maybe the 
next one will do it, if I do things differently. 
   Some people have cabinets of shiny, 
sparkling trophies showing off their 
accomplishments; my trophies of body parts 
and victims’ personal items stand before me, 
trophies not of achievement but of 
inadequacy. 
   Sometimes I want to stop killing. But I 
know I have no choice. I have to kill, do you 
understand? I have to kill. If I don’t I 
become a vapid entity finally gone crazy 
because I was unable to suppress this awful 
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darkness I experience every day of my 
precious life. 
   When I look at another human being or sit 
next to one I want to vomit. I’m glad of any 
opportunity that takes me away from 
another human being. You could say serial 
killing is maintaining my solitude at all costs. 
   It had only been ten days since the last 
killing, but I couldn’t put it off any longer. I 
knew the more I killed, the quicker I’d get 
caught. But I guess part of me wants to be 
caged and hated by all. Killing is all I ever 
think about any more. I can’t concentrate on 
anything else. 
   There was nothing good on the telly so I 
got dressed in my work clothes: dark, non-
descript clothes with a hood, and went out 
with my murder kit. 
   I knew police surveillance in my hometown 
would be higher than usual, so I got on the 
bus and travelled a few towns along to 
Croydon. I got off at a dusk-lit common. Red 
sky at night, shepherd’s delight. Shepherd’s 
delight, all right. The clouds looked like 
sufficiently depressed sheep being shafted 
by a horny shepherd. Summed up the mood 
of the day really. 
   But it did look pretty. Of course the scene 
was ruined by the presence of humans. I sat 
on a bench and watched with hypocritical 
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disgust a pimp with one of his ‘girls’. I 
christened him Zorro. He didn’t look 
Mexican, but he did leave the mark of Zorro 
on the girl with him. She had a day old slash 
across her forehead, a diagonal cut from left 
eyebrow to right side of chin, then another 
slash across the chin, turning her into soiled 
goods, into an anonymous thing of pain. I 
knew it was him who slashed her, because 
he was threatening to do it again. 
   Having a pimp supposedly offers some 
form of protection, but in reality they are 
more likely to be physically hurt by their 
pimps than their clients. But whores aren’t 
completely stupid. Whereas the clients have 
no reason to stop short of killing (whatever 
gets their rocks off, right?). A dead whore, 
for a pimp, won’t make money – the 
necrophilia market is just not easy to 
sustain. So a pimp, by stopping any violent 
act from a customer, offers some sort of 
safety. And familiar violence is an easy habit 
to get used to. (Thanks dad!) There is fear 
in the unknown. 
   And what he doesn’t know isn’t going to 
kill him. Actually it is. I wait until they part 
before following him. He went to hide in a 
darkened copse to keep an eye on his whore 
as she gave head to a fat git in a Metro. I 
crept up behind him, unobserved. Although I 
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had a cornucopia of consciousness-denying 
instruments in my bag, I instinctively 
surveyed the surroundings for an 
appropriate tool, and found a broken wine 
bottle. 
  “Excuse me, sir,” I tapped him on the 
shoulder, “Do you have the time?” 
   He jumped from fright. “Fuck off, bitch!” 
   Now he was just being rude. I smiled at 
him and went straight for the chest, 
plunging deeply, twisting the bottle to get 
deeper and deeper into his soiled heart. 
Stumbling, he fell onto his back. The gorged 
cavities in his chest overflowed, his cup 
running over. 
    Blood was bubbling out of the corner of 
his mouth. I looked at his trousers and 
tutted. Why do these fuckers insist on 
pissing their pants? Their entry into heaven 
or hell is most undignified; they turn up with 
soiled underwear. 
   I performed a minor miracle by turning the 
piss into blood red wine, thankfully getting 
very little on myself. 
   I took out the Polaroid camera from my 
bag and took a few pictures. The 
motherfucker didn’t even bother to smile. I 
covered him up with a few dead branches 
and left the common. 
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Serial killing – I’m sorry I doubted you, baby. 
Serial killing broadened my horizons… and 
found me love… everyone say “Ahhh.” If I 
didn’t get into serial killing I wouldn’t have 
found the love of my life. Hey, shit, I could 
write for Mills and Boon. 
   Just off the common was a quiet 
residential road. Walking through it, I 
suddenly heard a male voice issue from the 
darkness of a house, saying what I thought 
was “Hi,” I pretended I didn’t hear and 
carried on walking. Then in a louder tone the 
voice said, “I saw what you did back there.” 
I froze in my step. Reaching for my gun, 
which was inside my jacket, I slowly turned 
around. In the shadow of an unlit porch, a 
man stepped out and repeated, “I saw what 
you did back there…” I flicked the safety of 
the gun and was ready to pull it out of my 
jacket, when he said, “It gave me a hard-
on.” Then he smiled… It was a nice smile. 
   He beckoned for me to come into his 
house, and I accepted his kind invitation. 
The thought did arise that maybe he was 
luring me in to restrain me and call the cops, 
or even to murder me. He wasn’t a small 
man, he could have easily overpowered me, 
but nonetheless I did not consider it a 
dangerous situation. I still had a gun in my 
hand. And him calling the police, I didn’t 
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think so. The look in his eyes told me he 
wouldn’t, the look in his eyes told me 
everything. You don’t see that look in 
everybody. In fact, I’ve only ever seen it 
when I look in the mirror. 
   He took me upstairs to his bedroom. He 
aimed straight for his desk and pulled out a 
couple of scrapbooks. At his bedroom 
window was a camcorder on a tripod pointed 
toward the common, to that spot in the 
bushes no less. 
  “You recorded the killing on tape?” I asked 
him. He nodded sheepishly. “You couldn’t 
have set up in time to record the whole 
killing.” I said. 
  “I recorded the whole thing, but only 
because that camera is a permanent fixture 
at that window. I use it to record the male 
and female whores fucking their clients. But 
never mind about that for now. Look what’s 
inside the scrapbooks.” 
   I opened one up. It was full of newspaper 
cuttings, both local and national, of the 
murders. He had collected them like a fan 
would collect pictures and articles about 
their hero. I looked up at him; he was still 
smiling. “My name is Sean, by the way.” He 
went down on his knees and kissed my 
boots in a gesture of genuflection. While he 
was down there we both noticed a few flecks 
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of fresh blood. Sean slowly savoured it, 
licking them off my boot, and then looked up 
at me. He had beautiful sky blue eyes. Apart 
from my kills, it was the only time I looked 
anyone straight in the eye. 
   He handed me another scrapbook. They 
were also filled with cuttings of a murder, an 
unsolved one, one I wasn’t familiar with. 
  “This isn’t one of mine.” I told him. 
  “No, it’s one of mine. Actually, it’s my only 
one.” 
   I was suitably impressed. At last I found a 
kindred spirit. There isn’t a single pure spirit 
in the world. We are all corrupt, sinful 
beings, who are obsessively cruel and hurtful 
to each other. Funnily enough when it comes 
to serial killing, people are so judgemental 
and self-righteous. I look upon killing as my 
mission, my vocation, so after a hard day’s 
work it’s nice to discuss it, share it with 
someone. Birds of a feather flock, shit and 
fuck together, and all that. 
   But at the same time I had to be cautious. 
I had only just met him and had to step 
carefully. I was still unsure of his motives. 
“I’d better be leaving,” I told him. 
  “Don’t go. Don’t you want to see yourself 
on tape? It’ll only take a second to connect 
the wires to the TV set.” 
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  “Go on, then. But you have to understand I 
can’t stick around long. It’s just a matter of 
time before the pigs arrive.” 
  “I understand, don’t worry. I’ll drive you 
home.” He got up from his bed and 
dismantled the camcorder from his tripod 
before connecting the wire to the TV. He 
joined me on the bed and, with his remote 
control, rewound the tape a little and then 
played it. The first few seconds of the tape 
were panning shots of the common. The 
camcorder jerked to a halt at some 
commotion in the bushes. The shot steadied 
itself and focussed in. You could see 
moonlight glinting on the broken wine glass. 
How romantic. You couldn’t see either of our 
faces, only our outlines succumbing to 
violence and petty death. Finally you could 
see the pimp falling backward and blood 
spurt out of his chest – that too glinted in 
the moonlight. It was a nice movie to watch 
if you wanted to create a romantic 
atmosphere. It also made Sean and me as 
horny as hell. “Can you repeat that scene 
again and again?” I asked him. “Sure, it’ll 
only take me a minute.” He fiddled about 
with the camcorder and remote control, and 
then played the tape. The pornography of 
death played in the background whilst I 
went down and sucked Sean’s dick. I 
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showed how much I respected him by not 
biting the damn thing off. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 

The murder taskforce’s investigation was making 

frustratingly slow progress. Fibres discovered at 

one of the murders were found to be part of black 

woollen gloves manufactured and sold locally; 

the bloody shoeprints left at two different murder 

scenes pointed to shoes also being sold in the 

same town. That and the fact serial killers usually 

live relatively close to where their first victims 

were killed led them to believe the killer was 

local. 

   They also deduced from the fact no unfamiliar 

cars was sighted near any of the murders, that 

victim number two’s car was used as a getaway 

vehicle, and the killer wasn’t using a car to 
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transport bodies to burial sights, that the assailant 

didn’t own a car. 

   They were also fairly certain the killer had no 

job – most of the murders were committed during 

the day. 

   Their only break came with the information a 

Big Issue vendor outside the tube station saw 

Eric leave with someone wearing a dark hooded 

top. He didn’t see the face of the stranger but the 

taskforce was nonetheless excited. They knew 

CCTV operated around the area of the 

underground station. Unfortunately London 

Underground’s cameras weren’t pointed in the 

wanted direction. So they had to make do with a 

nearby shop’s grainy CCTV footage. The junior 

detectives had the thankless task of trawling 

through the footage for something useful. Luckily 

they had the approximate time of when Eric left 

with the stranger, so it didn’t take them long to 

find Eric and his murderous congregation of one. 

   Nelly Dunne went straight to Marc, who was 

sitting in an office in the main police building 

besieged by calls from the media. A few days 

previously it had been leaked to the press that the 

killer could be a lone female. The media wanted 

to know how and why the police came to that 

conclusion. Marc had a prepared statement he 

read like a parrot on speed to every call that came 

in. The investigative team weren’t going to 

divulge the contents of the letter just yet, so Marc 

had to tell the compulsively inquisitive media 

that the psychological profile and certain 
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eyewitnesses indicated the possibility of a female 

killer. Some papers laughed this off; others 

offered sensationalistic paranoia that you 

couldn’t trust anyone around you, male or 

female. Of course this made the public more 

panic-stricken than usual. Government ministers 

were beginning to criticise the taskforce and 

promised if they didn’t make headway soon, 

Scotland Yard would take over the running of the 

case. 

   Marc had just put down the receiver of the 

ever-ringing telephone when Nelly entered the 

room. 

  “Sarge, we’ve got something on film.”  

  “Great!” 

  “Don’t get too excited, Sarge, the film is pretty 

poor quality – but I guess something is better 

than nothing. I’ve already got Al to bring the tape 

to the incident room, and Jack is phoning around, 

making sure everyone will be there.” 

  “Let’s go, then.” 

   Marc happily left the phones to ring themselves 

to death, and walked towards the incident room 

with a spring in his step. He had had a hard week. 

He was given the responsibility to sift through 

what turned out to be a copycat killing, which 

wasted valuable time the taskforce didn’t have, 

but luckily was solved quickly. Actually DS 

Aylward didn’t have to do much to track down 

the copycat killer. The killer gave himself up 

because his wife was frying eggs in his flat! 
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Don’t ask Marc, he doesn’t have the energy to 

explain. 

   Yesterday he had been given details of a killing 

of a pimp a few towns away. Because of the 

serial killer’s dissimilar MOs, he didn’t know if it 

was her, another copycat murder, or a murder 

which had absolutely nothing to do with the case. 

He consulted Heather, and she said she was 70% 

sure it was the Fuck You Killer. That was good 

enough for Marc; he sent extra bodies up there to 

sniff around. 

   When he reached the incident room, most of 

the team were already there, with two notable 

exceptions. DCI Stewart was in a TV studio 

somewhere being interviewed for the lunchtime 

news about the murders; Heather Ewan was back 

at her University department trying to finagle 

more time to dedicate to the murder 

investigation. So Harris was the most senior 

detective present. That made Harris feel so good 

he didn’t care about scratching his balls in public. 

  “Come on, Jack,” Harris ordered, “Hurry up, 

let’s watch this porno. Roll VT!” 

   The screen flashed with a grainy B/W film of a 

busy street. The people on the street were slightly 

out of focus and their facial features indistinct. 

    Harris’s smile turned into a disgusted sneer. 

“Great, fucking great! The idiot who owns this 

has spent so much dosh on a CCTV camera, and 

then filled it with crappy blurry B/W film where 

you can’t tell your arse from the sun.” 
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   Despite Harris’s outburst, the rest of the team 

were eerily silent when the camera caught Eric 

walking out of shot with the person who probably 

killed him, their backs to the camera. They were 

half-expecting to see some sort of ogre, but this 

stranger looked like everybody else around her. 

And they knew it was a her. The dark-clad figure 

definitely had breasts and the body shape of a 

woman. 

  “It’s a woman, all right.” Marc thought out loud. 

  “No, it could be a man with tits.”  Exclaimed 

Harris. 

   A few of the team snickered. 

  “No, seriously, I arrested this one guy in ’84 

who had bigger jugs than Pamela Anderson.” 

Harris then sighed, deflated. He had to concur it 

was a woman. “This is where women’s lib has 

bought us!” 

   Aylward was both disappointed and optimistic. 

Disappointed because the film was such poor 

quality, and the killer looked like an ordinary 

young mum doing her shopping. Instead of 

groceries in her bag there was a decapitated head. 

The very thing facilitating the serial killing – her 

painful facelessness – was the very thing that 

made her hard to catch. She was just another face 

in a faceless world. But optimistic that despite the 

poor quality of the film, you were able to deduce 

from it the sex and height of the assailant, the 

clothes she wore, and the possibility by 

publicising it the footage may jog someone’s 

memory. 
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   They were making small steps toward catching 

the killer. It was just a shame the killer was on a 

runaway train. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY 
 Sean and I sat in front of the TV watching 
the late night news at my place. I was glad I 
was the number one item on the 
programme. They showed some CCTV 
footage of me and my angel Eric walking off 
into the sunset. My face was thankfully 
obscured, but they did get a good shot of 
my arse. “My bum doesn’t look big in the 
film, does it?” I asked Sean. 
  “Of course not, sweetheart.” He assured 
me with a kiss. 
   I was a wee bit pissed off they didn’t 
publicise my masterpiece of a letter. I guess 
that slow, retarded son of a bitch Harris was 
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still reading it – and his team were watching 
his lips move. 
   They reported people from the vicinity of 
the murders were becoming hysterical. The 
fools were buying more locks, dogs, security 
systems, and air guns. I had half a city 
pissing their pants over me. 
   Then this one bitch burst my bubble. It 
was a woman, a young mum, who lived on 
the same street as Eric. Asked by the 
reporter if she was in fear of her life, the 
bitch laughed me off by saying she wasn’t 
scared because the killer was murdering 
social undesirables, but if the killer did show 
up she was ready for him or her. She waved 
a machete at the camera. 
  “I didn’t know I was watching a comedy,” I 
told Sean. 
  “Don’t let her get you down, babe.” 
  “She’s number eight.” 
  “Goodie. I was wondering when we were 
getting down to the heavy business.” 
   The papers, the TV news, the police, the 
public, the psychologists had just got their 
head around the idea the killer was female. I 
knew including Sean in my plans would just 
confuse the losers further. Oh, these 
creatures of banal grace. 
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   Sean and I hadn’t had time to do any 
killing. We fucked so much the sun almost 
fell out of the sky. 
  “So when shall we do it, babe?” 
  “Tomorrow. I’ll pack a picnic.”  
 
Because the bitch was stupid enough to 
stand in front of her own door when she was 
filmed, we had no problem finding her 
home. 
   Sean and I stood in front of her door 
dressed like Mormons. I rang her doorbell 
with a gloved hand. The same woman 
answered the door with a toddler wrestling 
her leg. 
  “Yes?” 
  “I’m selling something.” I told her. 
  “What?” 
  “Everlasting life or some shit like that.” I 
stepped into her house. The bitch tried to 
shut the door on me. 
  “Leave,” the woman ordered shakily. 
  “No, I don’t think so.” I threw a disabling 
punch into her abdomen. She keeled over. 
Grabbing her by her hair, Sean dragged the 
bitch into the living room. I scooped up the 
toddler in my arms, and placed him in his cot 
in the bedroom down the hall. 
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   I entered the living room. The young mum 
was begging. “Please don’t hurt my baby. I’ll 
do anything you want. Please let me go.” 
  “Where’s your machete, bitch?” I snarled 
as I kicked her legs out from under her. “Go 
get it and we’ll have some fun.” 
  “I’ll do anything you want. Please let me 
go.” She repeated. 
  “You’re going to do anything I want 
anyway. And the only place you’re going to 
is a nice cheap grave.” I smiled at her. 
  “Why me? What have I done? I haven’t 
done anything wrong.” 
   Sean disagreed. “Everybody’s done 
something punishable by death somewhere.” 
  “That’s true, babe.” I assented. 
  “Yeah, if we lived by the bible, we’d be 
justified in killing people who work on 
Sundays.” 
   I handcuffed her hands behind her back, 
stuffed a soiled nappy into her mouth, 
securing it with duct tape. 
   Sean grabbed her hair again and punched 
her face. She gasped, gagging on baby shit, 
and fell onto her back. Sean pulled down her 
jeans and ripped off her T-shirt. He then 
pushed her bra over her breasts, clawing 
and biting her nipples, before he stuck his 
dick into her forcibly opened vagina. 
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   The baby was crying so I left the living 
room and re-entered the bedroom. I sang 
the baby lullabies whilst Sean raped his 
mum. 
   When Sean’s grunts turned into a 
protracted sigh, I returned to the living 
room. 
   Sean ripped the duct tape off her lips and 
pulled out the nappy. 
  “What have you done to my baby? Why is 
he so quiet?” 
  “He’s sleeping now. I’m great with kids. I 
used to be one… I think…” 
  “Please, you’ve got what you wanted, 
please go.” 
   I was confused. Human beings were 
strange creatures. A person will let 
herself/himself be raped if she/he wants to 
live. Why would they want life if it does that 
to them, if it does things to continually 
humiliate them? Do they really know 
themselves, or is it an inflexible human 
instinct? Death means no pain, no bills, no 
one to love or hate you. No daytime TV. 
  “Why do you watch this trash?” I pointed 
to the TV as it beamed Richard and Judy to 
the world. The cowering woman’s lips could 
only tremble. 
   Sean and I beat her with kitchen 
appliances whilst Richard and Judy talked 
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about the basic goodness of the human 
heart. 
   Halfway through killing her, we stopped 
for a tea break. I brought the flasks out 
while Sean gagged her again. As we sipped 
our tea we watched her scream for her life. 
Quiet scream, mind you, what with the 
soiled nappy stuffed in her mouth. 
   We beat her and beat her and beat her 
until Death ejaculated over her heart. 
   The last thing I did to her was carefully 
steal her face – I was gathering quite a 
collection. We left her on the settee 
watching daytime TV with the necessary 
prerequisite IQ needed for such an odious 
task. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

Heather Ewan was sat in a non-descript café on 

the same road as the police station. She had to get 

away from the incident room for a minute, to get 

some air and collect her thoughts, and unravel the 

tense coil of her being with bad coffee and yet 

more stale cake. She wanted some peace and 

quiet to placate the tension headache, which was 

well on its merry way. Of course it was too much 

to ask. Two people at a nearby table were loudly 

arguing, proud of their egocentric aggression and 

frivolous backbiting. Human beings only seem 
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capable and interested in damaging each other. 

Misanthropy sweetened her bitter coffee, but she 

didn’t indulge further in it – that was the serial 

killer way. 

   It was only 9.30 in the morning and already she 

was mentally exhausted. Her University 

department said, because of staff shortages, they 

were unable to grant her more time to work on 

the murder enquiry. So she had taken to working 

70 hours a week, effectively working two jobs – 

and getting no positive feedback or appreciation 

for it. For example, this morning she read some 

of her notes to the officers present in the incident 

room. “Seeing the bodies were found where they 

were killed, or people were killed in their own 

property if the killer wanted privacy, indicates no 

means of personal transport. The killer doesn’t 

have a car, so I suggest examining CCTV on 

public transport and at stations on the days of the 

murder close to the scenes of crime.” 

  “Excuse me, Mystic Meg,” Harris interrupted 

smugly, “but we’re already doing that. So if you 

don’t mind, can you tell us something new.” 

   Heather had spent half the night grading 

psychology assignments written by students with 

hangovers and intractable libidos, so she didn’t 

have the energy to counter Harris’s remark with 

her usual sarcastic rebuttal. Instead she sighed, 

“Actually there’s more to my notes than that. 

There are a few good pages. Tell you what, I’ll 

get them typed up and you can peruse them at 
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your own convenience. Excuse me.” And she got 

up and left. 

   The only officer, apart from Stewart, she felt 

comfortable with on a professional and personal 

basis was Marc Aylward, but she hadn’t seen him 

for some days, different assignments meant their 

paths simply did not cross. She knew there had 

been another murder committed yesterday and 

that Marc was one of the officers at the scene. 

   A few tables away were two fat construction 

workers who were laughing so hard one of them 

farted. That’s it, thought Heather; I’m out of here. 

And she got up and left. 

   Stepping out of the café into the bright and 

breezy morning, she almost bumped into a man. 

“Sorry.” They both said. It was Marc. “Oh, good 

morning, Heather.” 

  “Morning, Marc. I thought you were at the 

crime scene.”  

  “I was. Stewart wanted a quick briefing, and I 

had to brief some of the detectives for their door-

to-door enquiries. I’m heading back there now. 

Hey, why don’t you come with me?” 

  “Won’t I get in the way?” 

  “Of course not. SOC, forensics and the 

pathologist have already done their work.” 

 

During the seven-minute drive to the crime 

scene, Marc briefed Heather with the latest 

developments of the case. He told her the 

televised CCTV footage and appeal yielded over 

190 calls to the incident room. 
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  “That’s good, isn’t it?” Any names put 

forward?” Queried Heather. 

  “Yes, 190.” He tittered tiredly. “The fuzzy 

image of the person on the tape looks like the 

wife of 150 disgruntled husbands. I’m a bit 

pissed off at Harris conveniently forgetting to 

include your psychological profile – again. But 

don’t worry, I’ve submitted it to the newspapers. 

Hopefully it will clarify things in people’s minds, 

and perhaps point to the genuine suspect. Like 

you, I don’t think the killer is a married woman 

with kids. She’s definitely a loner… Hold on, 

here we are.” 

   Marc turned into the street. The immediate 

vicinity of the house in question was cordoned 

off with police tape. A uniformed PC stood guard 

outside the door. Heather also recognised some 

of the CID officers conducting house-to-house 

enquiries. 

   As they were about to enter the house, Marc 

paused. “Heather, there is a line taped down by 

an officer on carpet and lino where it is safe to 

tread, where the evidence has already been 

photographed, removed and catalogued. Okay?” 

  “Okay.” 

   Heather took a deep breath before entering. She 

knew the body had already been removed, but it 

didn’t stop her being squeamish. Curiously, 

despite her line of work, she hated the sign of 

blood, the sign of an emptied person. It was the 

reason why she was a psychologist and not a 

psychiatrist. All that medical training involving 
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all that blood, ergh. When she saw the crime 

scene photos of decapitation and face-removing 

she automatically lost the contents of her 

stomach. 

   Marc gave her the sordid guided tour. “There 

were signs of struggle starting from the front 

door, but it wasn’t a forced entry. The victim 

opened the door to her killer. Her killer went 

straight for the jugular, so to speak, no time for 

niceties. The hall table was tipped over; a couple 

of pictures were knocked off the wall. The rug, 

originally placed in the hall, was dragged into the 

living room, most likely by the heels of the 

struggling victim…” 

   They entered the living room. Heather forced 

herself to focus on the numbered arrow stickers 

on the walls pointing to a grey cloudy mass of 

dusted fingerprints. Rather that than the two 

separate pools of dried blood, and its attendant 

splattering. 

   Marc continued: “The body was found by the 

husband when he came back from work. Her 

body was positioned on the settee. But the 

bloodstains weren’t so copious under the body so 

she had been moved. On the floor there, where 

the larger pool of blood was, was where she died. 

There was a proliferation of bloodied household 

appliances, such as the Hoover and iron, which 

we’re pretty sure are the murder weapons. There 

was substantial head battery, and the face was 

peeled off.” 
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   “Another face. She’s building up quite a 

collection.” Heather stepped back and stood on a 

child’s toy; its loud squeak made them both 

jump. “I’m sorry, Marc, was that evidence?” 

  “No. Shit, my two-year-old daughter Halley has 

a toy just like it… Damn.” He said with quiet 

sadness. 

  “The woman had a kid?” 

   He nodded. 

  “Unharmed?” 

  “Physically, yes. I don’t know what the poor kid 

saw, though. She’s been crying for her mum, the 

poor thing.” Marc’s mobile phone rang. “Excuse 

me.” He said as he took the call. The 

conversation lasted only a minute and was made 

up of one-worded affirmatives on the part of 

Marc. It ended with: “Okay, boss, we’ll be right 

there.” 

  “Harris wants us back ASAP. He says there’s 

been a development.” 

 

As soon as Heather and Marc entered the room, 

she recoiled slightly at the size of Harris’s huge 

self-satisfied smile. At first she thought he had 

caught the killer. Despite him being a prick, that 

would be good news.” 

  “What’s up, boss?” asked Marc. 

  “I’ve got the pathologist’s report in my hand…” 

  “And?” 

  “And she said the victim, Mrs Kate Lara, was 

vaginally penetrated. I told you the killer was 

male.” 
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  “That doesn’t mean the killer’s male; it could be 

vaginally penetration made by a foreign object 

like a bottle.”  

  “Or a chick with a dick.” Ventured a DC 

impishly. 

  “But that’s not all,” Harris paused for dramatic 

effort. “They found semen… So what do you say 

to that, Miss Ewan?” 

  Heather answered thus: “Fuck.” 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
I spent my time with Sean at his place either 
fucking or watching the banal pornography 
that is the TV news. Of course, I, I mean 
we, were the stars of the show. Not that the 
dumb cops or media had any idea I now had 
a partner in this pernicious business venture 
of mine. God, you have to spell it out to 
them, especially that fucker Harris – he’s 
probably still reading the bloody letter I sent 
him. 
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   The cops claim to have a significant lead, 
some sort of DNA evidence. But I guess they 
are just bullshitting, because they are not 
knocking on my door just yet. Sean and I 
were both careful, wearing latex gloves and 
using a condom. 
   Sean and I had the TV permanently on to 
whatever news was on, and the newspapers 
spread out in front of us. 
  “Check this out, Dana, the papers and cops 
don’t have a clue what to call you. South 
London Slasher, no. South London Strangler, 
no. South London Shooter, no. I guess the 
contents of your letter have been leaked out, 
cos they’re calling you the Fuck You Killer.” 
  “I like that.” 
   On the telly the police were offering 
£50,000 reward for information leading to 
the capture and conviction of the serial killer. 
“I could do with that kind of money,” 
laughed Sean. “When my dad died of cancer, 
all he left me was a fucking huge mortgage 
to take care of. Maybe I ought to shop you 
in.” 
   I laughed too, but slightly uneasily. What if 
he wasn’t joking? No, he wouldn’t do that. 
He says he loves me, but I’ve been told that 
before whilst being fucked over – literally. 
No, no, he wouldn’t do that to me… would 
he? 
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   Well, anyway, that piece of news isn’t 
going to slow me down. If you gave me the 
choice between murder and a million 
pounds, I would use the money as toilet 
paper. And, boy, does the world hate me, 
especially now I’ve killed a young mother. 
The press speculated the kid saw her mum 
being murdered. Proves how much they 
fucking know. One upstanding member of 
the community said I should be hung 
publicly. I was nearly rolling on the floor with 
laughter when I heard that. These people 
who want to rip me from limb to limb and 
watch me die.  Don’t they realise what they 
want to do to me is what I want to do to the 
whole world. They have realised the beauty 
of hate. Their rage, their sense of anger and 
injustice I know very well. How could I have 
done it all without it? Evil will never die. It’ll 
always be around. No amount of Kumbyah 
or Mother Theresas can change that. People 
are interested in serial killers because they 
make them feel better, superior. They can 
say this person is evil, but my petty, banal 
transgressions, my daily indulgence of the 
deadly sins are nothing compared. They can 
say with some facile authority they are not 
evil. 
  I don’t care if the whole world hates me. 
Fuck you motherfuckers! At least I have got 
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one person that loves me for myself… I 
think. 
  “Hey!” Sean yelled, sucking me out of my 
paranoid reverie. “The bitch we killed last 
week, her husband is the bank manager at 
Natleys on the High Street. He’s in the paper 
saying how brave he’ll be for his daughter, 
stupid prick. Hey, let’s fuck up his day again, 
and rob the bank. We could do with the 
money if we need to make a quick getaway 
out of the country.” 
  “Yeah, we could wear the death masks as 
disguises, use the faces of the people killed.” 
  “Yeah, great idea, babe.” 
   Sean was like me. Working for a living was 
for dumbfucks. Because there is always 
somebody somewhere making money out of 
our laborious and inconvenient life. The 
owners of toilet roll and haemorrhoid cream 
factories, who have nice big houses, can 
testify to that. Yes, we have to pull 
something like this off. Our finances were 
running low. The last few people we killed 
didn’t have that much money. So why they 
insisted on working for a living, I don’t know, 
if that’s all they pay you. 
   If we pulled this off and made good 
money out of it, Sean wouldn’t get tempted 
by the reward money for my capture. And 
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the more crimes he was party to, the less 
he’d want to grass me up. 
 
We spent the rest of the day planning the 
robbery and doing a reconnaissance around 
the actual bank, to see what times it weren’t 
so busy and if there were any CCTV 
operating on the streets outside the bank. 
The place was easy to get to and from, and 
there weren’t too many CCTV cameras 
about. We weren’t worried about the 
cameras inside the bank. We had great 
masks, didn’t we? The next thing we had to 
do was steal a getaway vehicle. We decided 
to steal one from a town that nothing to do 
with the murders. We took the bus to Crystal 
Palace. The weather was terrible – heavy 
rain, dark clouds, and the occasional clap of 
sarcastic thunder. 
   We got off at an empty stop and 
wandered around looking for a suitable 
vehicle. Walking through a dimly lit alleyway, 
Sean tripped over a rubbish bag smelling 
and looking a hell of a lot prettier than the 
human soul. Laughing, I helped him up. As I 
did so we heard, despite the splattering rain, 
two voices emanating from a dark area close 
to some communal bins. We crept closer to 
get a better look. It was a prostitute and her 
punter. The grunting john, a slight black 
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man, was shafting her up the arse as she 
talked about last night’s episode of 
Eastenders. “Ain’t you finished back there 
yet?” she asked politely. He was unable to 
maintain a hard-on whilst she talked about 
soap operas. Becoming desperate, he 
pushed and grunted harder – still nothing. 
Suddenly inspired, he grabbed her bleach-
blond hair and told her to shut the fuck up 
about bloody Eastenders. A little violence will 
solve a lot of things. His ejaculation made 
him sing a mundane aria of satisfied grunts. 
Shifting the weight of my footing, I 
accidentally kicked away a metal dustbin lid. 
  “Oi! Who’s the fuck there?” The punter 
walked toward our direction as he yanked off 
his used rubber. His growling face emerged 
from the darkness to be lit by a streetlight. 
The darkness complimented his face better. 
Are you a perve, a voyeur?” he snarled, 
slobbering in my face. 
  “Unfortunately, yes,” said Sean as he 
stepped out of the rainy darkness into the 
light also. “But you kind of forced the sin 
into my arena of being. You kind of forced 
your sexual ineptitude upon me.” 
   With a brick he picked off the ground, 
Sean swung his fist into the man’s face, 
driving his nose up into his skull. The punter 
dropped like constipated bird shit. The 
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scraggly prostitute was about to scream so I 
grabbed her hair and slammed her head into 
the brick wall six or seven times. She too lost 
consciousness. 
  “Stupid inconsiderate bastard!” moaned 
Sean. 
  “What’s up?” I asked. 
  “He’s no fun. The fucker’s dead!” 
  “Don’t worry. We’ll have fun with this one… 
Oh no we won’t, this bitch is dead too!” 
  “Fuck, we might as well not have 
bothered.” 
  “Oh, it doesn’t matter. We didn’t have the 
time anyway. We’re here to get some 
wheels. How about that one?” I pointed to a 
white transit van parked nearby. 
   We ran over to check it out. The keys 
were still in the ignition. There was a photo 
on the dashboard: it was of the dead punter 
and his wife and kids. We had a good laugh 
about that. We loaded the two dead bodies 
into the back of the van and drove out of 
there, eventually parking it in the driveway 
of an abandoned house, five minutes walk 
from my home, until the morning. We went 
back to my place, fucked some more, and 
went to bed. 
 
The next morning, bright and early, when 
there was hardly anyone about, we returned 
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to the van. We were dressed to kill, wearing 
black fatigues, black boots, black gloves, and 
black hooded tops. When we opened the 
back doors of the van, Mr and Mrs Up-The-
Arse were still sat there, their contorted 
limbs stuck out in strange directions from 
rigour-mortis. The rigour-mortis also gave 
the guy a permanent hard-on. I took out my 
machete and chopped the motherfucker off. 
An extra weapon in our limited arsenal. I put 
it in the bag with our loaded handguns. We 
then got in the front. We had one more 
thing to do before we drove off to our day at 
the office. We put on our masks, I went for 
one from the Kate Laurie collection; Sean 
wore Mr Martin, which was still in good 
condition. Sean was driving this time; he 
reversed out of the derelict site and turned 
into the road. He swerved to avoid killing a 
fox. 
   We parked the van in a side street off the 
high road, not far from the bank. Sean 
leaned over to give me a good luck kiss. I 
kissed him back but it felt strange giving that 
dead DSS cunt a kiss. 
   From a distance our dead faces looked 
naturalistic but close up they looked like 
masks. So we were grateful the unrelenting 
rain gave us the necessary cover to walk to 
the bank largely unnoticed. Armed with a 
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handgun each, plus a dead punter’s dick 
wrapped in a carrier bag, we shuffled, heads 
down, along the High Street, and swung into 
the bank. 
  “This is a robbery!” Sean announced 
dramatically. You could tell he’d been 
practising that since he was a kid. 
   There were only two customers. I pistol-
whipped both and ordered them down onto 
the ground. I quickly scanned the serving 
counters and spotted one bank clerk 
reaching for the alarm button. I aimed the 
gun at her and shot the bitch off her stool. 
Bulletproof glass, my arse. One of the 
customers on the floor started screaming 
hysterically. Sean grabbed her hair and 
stuffed the dead dick down her throat, 
leaving her gagging for air. 
   The proof that good luck favours the evil 
(I mean how could we get so far without it) 
was that Mrs Laurie’s hubby was manning a 
desk in the service area, promoting the fact 
that what you needed in your life was 
another fucking loan. I walked purposefully 
over to him as he cowered behind his desk. 
Sean steamed toward the counter, 
demanding money to compensate for their 
shabby service. 
  “Hiya, darling, don’t you recognise me?” I 
turned Mr Laurie’s shaking visage toward 
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mine. He was face to face with his dead 
wife. His pathetic fear turned into pathetic 
rage. “What did you do to my wife? I’m 
going to kill you!” he screamed as he lunged 
toward. I pushed him back onto the floor. 
“Don’t be silly. I should have finger-fucked 
the bitch.” I stuck my tongue out of the 
mouth hole lewdly. “Give us a kiss, honey.” I 
laughed at him. 
  “I’m going to kill you! I’m going to kill you!” 
he screamed. His repetition was boring me. 
  “No, I’m going to kill you. You do want to 
join your wife, don’t you?” 
   His face reddened with rage, and his lips 
quivered. “You’re going to pay for this.” He 
said. 
  “At what kind of interest rate?” I replied. 
  “Come on, Sweetheart,” yelled Sean, “It’s 
time to go.” He waved his bag full of money 
at me. 
   I backed away from Mr Laurie. Sean 
smiled at him. “You know what, Mr Laurie, 
when we get home, I think I’ll fuck your wife 
some more.” 
   We thought he was going to go for us 
again, but he didn’t; he just sank into a 
corner, sobbing, trembling, “Oh, Katie, baby, 
what did they do to you?” 
   I almost felt sorry for him… no, I fucking 
didn’t. Where were he and the rest of the 
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world when I was doing the same thing after 
my father fucked me over. 
  “What am I going to say to my daughter? 
What am I going to tell her?” he sobbed 
again. Now I did feel sorry for him. The 
impact of what I did to his wife hit me. I 
took away the poor kid’s mother away. I 
never knew my mother, but I always 
fantasised her giving me a hug, protecting 
me from my father. Instead, all I felt was 
the cold air around me, nobody’s warmth. I 
left that child cold. I was ashamed – 
sanctified life was garbage to me – but only 
for a few seconds. 
   I was about to apologise to Mr Laurie, but 
Sean tugged at my sleeve. “Come on, 
darling, we have to go now if we’re gonna 
miss the traffic.” 
   The thought of cops on my arse and the 
adrenaline of self-preservation swallowed my 
incipient shame as if it were junk food – it 
wouldn’t be good for my health. Bulimia for 
a conscience. 
   Sean and I ran out of the bank, bursting 
through the doors. We slowed down once 
we hit the sunshine and dog shit. We hurried 
down a thankfully empty stretch of 
pavement and then turned the corner into 
the road the van was parked on. 
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   Sean got back into the driving seat; I 
however jumped into the back of the van 
with the two corpses and a bag full of cash 
for company. Our masks were off and I 
positioned them on the faces of the beautiful 
couple. I also got out of my work clothes 
into something less conspicuous, stuffing 
them into our swag bag. Sean also disrobed 
as he drove. 
   We took the back streets, nudging the 
speedometer only a few inches over the 
legal limit, so not to attract too much 
attention. There were no police cars chasing, 
but we could hear a police helicopter getting 
closer and closer. I dragged and pushed the 
dead prostitute, stiff as a mannequin, into 
the passenger seat. 
   About three miles from the bank we 
dumped the van in a residential street. Sean 
opened his door and got out of the driving 
seat. With me pushing and Sean pulling, we 
managed to haphazardly place the dead john 
in the driving seat. We were now dressed as 
joggers, with a backpack each full of money, 
we ran under a nice breeze. 
   We ran until got to a main road, where we 
sat on a public bench to hydrate and cool 
down, watching the police cars zoom by and 
the police helicopter hovering close to the 
dumped van, like a fly on shit. It was all very 
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entertaining. But we couldn’t stick around. 
We went to a minicab office, from where 
Ahmed drove us most of the way home 
whilst trying to sell us stolen electrical goods 
he had in his boot. We told him no, we told 
him we didn’t think it was right. He drove 
on, nonplussed and cursing in a foreign 
language. We left him a nice tip though. 
  Home from a hard day’s work, we collapsed 
in front of the TV. Our handiwork was on 
show from news footage at the scene of the 
dumped van. The white transit was full of 
bullet-holes – hee – hee – hee. The reporter 
detailed the chain of events. The police 
surrounded the van at a safe distance. 
Armed officers ordered ‘the killers’ to give 
themselves up or they’d shoot. The two 
people in the van refused to move – so they 
shot up the van. The police were euphoric; 
they thought they had caught and killed the 
Capital’s notorious serial killing team. Closer 
examination, however, found out the bullet-
ridden corpses were corpses before the 
bullets hit them. Were the police faces red. 
There’s nothing like watching a comedy 
while counting an endless proliferation of 
money. Anyone who says life isn’t beautiful 
is talking out of his or her arse. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

Heather’s automatic response to Harris’s 

assertion that there was one male killer was that 

there were two killers. This deduction did not 

come from the facts at hand or well thought out 

logic, but from a feeling. Fucking feelings, get 

out of my life. 

  “But the facts don’t back you up, darling.” 

Harris smiled smugly. 

   But the facts did back her up. The only 

eyewitness of the Laurie murder, an elderly lady 

who lived directly across from them, saw two 

people leave the house, a male and a female. The 

woman was dark-haired and the man blond. That 

was as far as her description went; she was 

shortsighted. Harris nearly choked on his coffee. 

“Why be a nosy neighbour if you can’t see fuck-
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all?” He stormed out of the incident room. 

Indignation gave him a hard-on. 

   The puzzle for Heather was whether there were 

two killers at the beginning of this soul rampage, 

whether the male took the back seat and watched 

while the female killed a few times before joining 

in, she didn’t know. And who was controlling the 

relationship, she didn’t know either. The 

dynamics of relationships never made sense to 

her. She looked at her watch to check the date, 

even though she knew what date it was. Happy 

Anniversary, Heather, she congratulated herself 

cynically. Exactly a year previous she had an 

abortion to keep her flagging marriage going, but 

he left her in the end anyway. So she was without 

a husband in her life and without a baby in her 

womb. The experience left her feeling emptied, 

deserted, abrasively alone. I’m a fucking 

psychologist but my husband Paul could still 

mind-fuck me. He made Harris look like an angel 

- an angel sitting on a toilet having a wank and a 

fag. 

 

After the fiasco following the bank robbery, 

when the police became accomplices to the serial 

killer, albeit using for target practice those 

already dead. DCI Stewart knew he was on his 

last chance. Even though he was not in any way 

involved with the armed police unit, the 

investigation was fast becoming a farce. Only 

DCI Stewart past record of successfully solved 

investigations saved him. His seniors increased 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 127 

the number of detectives working solely on the 

case to 30; Scotland Yard also took some of the 

work on. An extra Portakabin was wheeled in and 

parked next to the first one. 

   The bank’s CCTV footage was much better 

quality than the one outside the underground. 

You couldn’t see the assailants’ real faces, but 

you had their height, their build, their 

mannerisms, and their posture in perfect clarity. 

Relatives of the killers had to be able to recognise 

them from the footage. So the footage, with the 

violence cut out, was flashed on every news 

programme. There was no voice recording 

unfortunately, but all the witnesses in the bank 

agreed the twosome has South London accents. 

But no new information was forthcoming. 

   Heather couldn’t believe nobody came forward 

to identify the killers. What, is every Londoner a 

deaf, dumb and blind monkey who doesn’t take 

any notice of the world around him or her? Of 

course they don’t. When people walk the streets 

their minds are distracted by their trivial thoughts 

– they’d walk past a burning house; they’d have 

to, the shops were closing soon or they’d be late 

for work, and they didn’t have the time to save 

somebody’s life. Life is all about priorities, she 

reflected cynically. It’s all right, she’s a 

psychologist – it’s her prerogative to insult 

people’s minds. 

   And that poor guy, Mr Dave Laurie. Heather 

couldn’t stop thinking about him. Not only was 

his wife killed, he suffered the added trauma of a 
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bank robbery, seeing a colleague get shot, and 

being taunted by his dead wife. Heather visited 

him at his sister’s home (he couldn’t face going 

back to the house where his wife died), not 

primarily to extract more information but to 

console him and to talk to him about what 

counselling services were available. Mr Laurie 

was surrounded by concerned relatives, drugged 

with much needed sedatives. Mr Laurie found it 

too painful to talk and too painful to listen; he 

stared blankly at the cartoons on the TV, a crust 

forming around his dry lips. Heather left leaflets 

regarding counselling services on the coffee table 

in front of him and held his shaking hands 

comfortingly. He started to sob, but Heather 

firmly but gently continued to hold his hands. He 

turned slowly to face Heather. “That look in her 

eyes, brown eyes like Kate… but nothing like 

Kate. I’ll never forget the look on her face. I can’t 

face it… I can’t face it…” And he sobbed some 

more. 

   Heather left the house her energy for catching 

the killer newly invigorated. When you murder 

one person, you murder the whole family. You 

promise them pain every day for the rest of their 

lives. It was heartbreaking really. Heather had to 

take a few deep breaths to stop herself from 

crying. Feelings get the fuck out of my life. No, 

no, I’d think and act like serial killer if that 

happened. 
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She turned up at Stewart’s office for an 

impromptu meeting with him. Her gutsy 

determination to catch the killer impressed 

Stewart so much he arranged for her to be 

interviewed on the lunchtime news the next day. 

Stewart decided he needed a fresh face in front of 

the TV cameras to publicly stimulate positive 

interest in the case. The problem with Harris’s 

appeals was that he looked and sounded like a 

grumpy old git on a bus, which was not exactly 

conducive to eliciting a benevolent response. 

Stewart knew Heather’s passion and eloquence 

was what the flagging investigation needed. 

   So the next day she was in front of the camera. 

A car picked her up to take to the studio. After 

she was badly made up by a drunken make-up 

lady, she headed for the toilets. She aptly 

reapplied her make-up and sat on the toilet seat 

trying not to let nerves get the better of her. 

   Finally she was called up. She sat under hot 

lights and waited to be interviewed as they 

showed a piece about the latest developments of 

the case. Finally… 

  “You’re the criminal psychologist working on 

this case, what can you say about the lack of 

suspects in the case?” 

  “Well,” swallowed Heather, “The trouble is the 

original killer, we are sure, hasn’t got a criminal 

record. So the public’s help is essential in this 

case. We have an amazing amount of clues, both 

physical and psychological. I’ll run through some 

of them: The killers are a male and female team. 
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The female is white, brown eyes, dark hair, 5 feet 

7 or 8 inches tall, about 20-30 years of age, 

hasn’t got a job, apart from having a boyfriend is 

a loner; the male is white, 5 feet 10 inches, 

muscular build, cropped short blond hair. I’d say 

he has a car. They both have South London 

accents and probably live in southwest London. 

So I’d ask, I’d beg everyone to see if a member 

of their family, an associate or a neighbour fits 

this general description, please, please phone the 

incident room. It doesn’t matter if you think you 

might be wrong, those not involved are easy to 

eliminate. I’d urge you to impart this information. 

We have to get these killers caught…” 

  “You have DNA evidence, don’t you?” 

  “Yes, semen was left at the Laurie murder 

scene, so we are presently going through the sex 

offender database to see if there are any 

matches.” 

  “The sequence of events is certainly disturbing. 

What happened at the bank was quite horrific. 

What is psychologically driving the killer or 

killers?” The suave male newscaster asked. 

  “The way the female used violence so 

nonchalantly and the verbal abuse of one of her 

victim’s spouse in the bank show this person is a 

total sociopath. This person will not stop. This 

person or persons are such inadequates they want 

to take the whole world with them, and they will 

endeavour to do so.  There is no discernible 

pattern regarding possible victims. It’s a sordid 
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lottery, and the next one could be you. So help us 

stop them.” 

  “Thank you, Ms Ewan, now for the rest of the 

news…”  

 

Heather went straight to Stewart’s office after 

leaving the news studio. He was fielding calls 

and motioned her in. He diverted the calls and, 

with a smile, told Heather to sit down. 

  “Since your appearance on the news, the 

incident rooms’ phones have been ringing off the 

hooks. We’ve got more names than a phone 

directory. Well, not that much, but enough to 

keep us busy. I’ve got a good feeling about this. 

Thank you, Heather. You have an approachable 

manner, so people reacted accordingly. At last 

something to feel good about. I mean, after the 

catastrophe at the bank, I couldn’t sleep. I just 

couldn’t believe it. I’m not knocking them, but 

the staff at the bank had the killers in the same 

room, the same roof, for god’s sake: they were a 

mere arm’s length away, but at the same time yet 

too far.” 

  “Ian, it seems to me, looking at the bank job, 

that the killers are directing their contempt for the 

police investigation. I can imagine them sitting in 

their living room, watching the TV news, 

laughing at what they perceive to be the ineptness 

of the police, considering them to be weak, 

stupid, powerless. She, I mean they like this 

control over us very much… The killers have 

such a low opinion of themselves, anybody that 
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undermines that power, they feel they have to get 

rid off. 

  “So I suggest a pro-active strategy is to get 

Harris to wind the killers up, so they would go 

after him. We could set up a honey trap…” 

Stewart nodded in assertive agreement. Helen 

smiled to herself; maybe kill two birds with one 

stone, catching the killers after they kill Harris. 

Nah, she wasn’t serious, well, not that serious. 

Somebody loves him. His kids, for example. The 

only time he wasn’t being sarcastic was when he 

talked about his son and daughter. He’s sweet 

really… you fucking wish. 

   Heather got up to leave. “Where are you off to 

now, Heather, you’ve got about a hundred calls 

from journalists to return?”  

  “I’ll start on them tomorrow. I need to recharge 

my batteries. I’m off to the library down the 

street. I don’t think I’ll get much peace here.” 

  “Okay. Keep me up to date at all times.” 

  “I will.” 

   Stepping out of the police station into the warm 

sunlight, Heather absorbed its wonderful energy. 

“What a beautiful day. Death would like to share 

it with someone, wouldn’t he?” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
I walked into Sean’s living room. With a little 
of his bank robbery money, he bought a 
stack of videos and DVDs, and was now 
eleven hours into a horror and war film 
marathon. Right now he was replaying a 
scene: a gun in the mouth head explosion 
sequence in slow motion, again and again. 
Too much TV is bad for the soul, so I kissed 
him on the top of his shaved head and went 
out. 
   On my way to the library to take a few 
books out – I do have other interests, you 
know. But I did entertain myself by killing 
every person I walked by in my mind. Except 
this old woman – I chose to pass her by. 
Time, the most prolific serial killer, will do 
the job soon enough. No job satisfaction 
with an old codger. I also passed a sign 
outside a church telling me I was special to 
God. I didn’t feel special to God when I was 
being shafted by my pa. 
   Browsing the shelves in the library, I saw 
someone I knew: Heather Ewan; she was 
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wearing a baseball cap but I easily 
recognised her. She was in the study area, a 
table to herself, the surface of which was 
covered in files, loose papers and statistical 
charts. I didn’t expect to see her there. I 
thought it highly funny, ironic, whatever, 
that she was trying to get into my mind 
through dogged cognition and paperwork 
when I was only a few feet from her. To 
indulge my ego a little and play games with 
her I wanted to introduce myself as a 
worried citizen, but there was a chance she 
might recognise me from the mass of TV 
footage available or through some bizarre 
telepathy because she was trying to think 
my thoughts for me. So I kept a safe 
distance. On her way to the photocopy 
machine, however, she dropped her papers; 
they went all over the place. I helped her 
retrieve them. “Not your day today?” I asked 
her. “It’s not my life,” she answered. “Well, 
maybe the next life, eh?” She gave me a 
tired smile. “I wish there were more souls 
like you about. Life would be a much better 
place.” I smiled back and nodded. She 
returned to her work with a sigh. 
   I checked out a self-help book called 
‘YOU’RE GREAT!’ and left her to it. 
   On the way home I passed a rental store. 
The hourly SKY news summary flashed a 
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muted interview with Heather Ewan on tens 
of TVs. I tried to lipread her without much 
success. The next main news was on in half 
an hour, so I hurried home. 
   Sean’s eyes were still glued to the TV 
screen, this time displaying a zombie movie. 
I picked up the remote and turned off the 
video to his protests. “What you do that 
for?” 
  “Heather Ewan was on the news. I want to 
see what she has to say.” 
   Minutes later Ms Ewan’s edited lunchtime 
interview was repeated on the early evening 
news. 
  “Cor, she ain’t half a looker!” complimented 
Sean. “I wouldn’t mind finger-fucking her.” 
   Jealousy’s nausea contorted my stomach. 
She was better looking than me. Sean and I 
do everything together – shopping, eating, 
killing people – but I bet he is more turned 
on by her than me.   Then the bitch called 
me inadequate. Of course I’m fucking 
inadequate. How can you live adequately 
with inadequate answers to live, inadequate 
reasons to work and be a member of 
ordinary society? The bullshitters are the 
kings, queens and tycoons of the brutal 
banality of the world. And the rest of us pay 
for the privilege of licking that bullshit like it 
was chocolate ice cream. 
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   Boy, she made me angry. She was such a 
nice person at the library, but on the TV 
screen you could see the hate in her eyes. 
What did I ever do to her? Why is she taking 
my extermination of humans so personally? 
   The newscaster also reported the reward 
money had been raised to £250,000. 
  “Oh, I’m definitely shopping you in now!” 
Sean beamed mischievously. 
  “Wasn’t the £30,000 bank haul enough for 
you?” 
  “Hey, baby, I was only kidding!” 
   I slouched off into the kitchen. I needed to 
blow off some steam. Usually I would do it 
by killing, but today I couldn’t be arsed. 
Time to write another letter to the agents of 
existential imbecility. The computer was 
dead so I wrote carefully in block capitals, 
which was quite problematic in latex gloves. 
 
Dear Heather Ewan, 
I bet I’m doing your head in. You’re looking 
for a pattern, for meaning when there isn’t 
any, or it’s very superficial. I guess I have no 
preference who dies. I just prefer human 
beings not to be alive, and get enjoyment in 
killing them. 
   You act like I repulse you, but I’m not 
driving you away, am I? You want to get 
closer and closer, deeper and deeper into my 
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mind. But I have little interest in getting into 
yours. You mental state is bland and 
vacuous. The only interesting thoughts you 
have in your head are mine. 
   I can tell you have no man in your life at 
the moment. I’m a fucking serial killer and 
still found romance… I just had a thought: if 
I decided you were my next victim, you 
would have to get into my head and ponder 
what it is like to kill you. Get inside my head. 
Enjoy the view. Observe the sublime 
scenery. I will. 
   Stop? How can I? Why should I? The 
trigger is useless humanity being useless. I 
will never stop as long as there are people 
who have the audacity to live and breathe. 
Disgust as an emotion will always be fed and 
nurtured. You don’t even have to go out 
looking for them; they’ll come to you like 
room service or junk mail… 
   You don’t have enough culture in your job, 
so I’m going to provide you with some… 
The night is my god 
Angels, demons mine. 
Darkness belongs to the devil 
And he’s kind enough to share it with me. 
He gives me beautiful dreams. 
I don’t want the light, it merely provides 
Illumination only for shit to tell 
You what colour, flavour and texture it is. 
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Demons do not smile during the day; 
They laugh at its cheap show. 
The night’s – and the day’s – streets 
Are my altars, I will offer 
Sacrifices upon it. 
Watch my celestial and magical carnage 
Of your reality. 
 
I know I’m not much of a poet. But I’m hell 
of a serial killer, aren’t I? 
P.S. Tell Harris I know where his daughter 
lives. What a waste of space she is. Maybe 
she’ll be next on my shopping list.  
 
Still wearing my latex gloves, I went out to 
post the letter, borrowing Sean’s car. A good 
few miles away from Sean’s place, I found a 
post-box. As I slipped the letter in, someone 
tapped me on the shoulder. “What the fuck!” 
I jumped. 
  “Why are you wearing rubber gloves?” A 
scraggly middle-aged geezer leered. 
   Before I could come up with an excuse, he 
continued, “The reason I ask is that I may 
need your help. Do you also have lubricant 
also? I have an enemy stuck in my body. I 
need somebody to take it out.”  
   I apprised the shabby fellow and agreed to 
help him. “Lead on, friend. Today is your 
lucky day.” 
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   He took me to his council flat nearby. I did 
what he asked and ripped his heart out. I 
think we both felt better after that. The 
stress I was feeling was gone – nothing like 
a relaxing bloodbath. I cleaned up and left. 
It was only when I was driving home did I 
realise I misheard the man. He wanted me 
to help remove his enema! Well, he shat as 
he died, so technically I did as he asked, but 
I took out his heart instead. Silly me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 140 

 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

In the first incident room Heather had just 

finished briefing the senior officers about the 

contents of the letter. 

  “How do you feel about her targeting you, 

reacting to you in this way?” asked Marc, 

somewhat concerned. 

  “A bit frightened, but terribly excited as well. 

I’m glad I touched a raw nerve with her. This 

confirms what I said before: the killer overreacts 

to criticism, feels as if she has to retaliate. That’s 

why I think my idea of using Harris – or even 

myself – as bait is workable.” 

  “Nobody is using me as bait!” protested a red-

faced Keith. 

  “I’m not ruling anything out, Keith,” said the 

DCI. “A good idea is a good idea.” 

  “I like my privacy. I don’t want to share my 

house with some coffee-breathed coppers, 

waiting for some killers to knock on my door!” 

  “How do we know the killers aren’t planning to 

do you in anyway, Mr Harris? Or your 

daughter?” 

  “If they even touch a hair on her head, they’re 

deader than an eunuch’s dick!” 

  “Shouldn’t we put her under police protection, 

then, boss?” raised Marc. 
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  “No! No, don’t worry about it; she’s out of the 

country now, staying with relatives.” 

  “You sure?” 

  “Positive.” 

  “Well, I don’t see our killers leaving the country 

to track down your daughter, but you’d better 

give me her address so I can get the law 

enforcement agency in that country to keep an 

eye on her.” 

  “Er, erm, I don’t have the address on me now. 

I’ll give it to you later… Here she is, by the 

way,” he said, pulling out a photo from his 

wallet. He passed it around. “She’s good-looking, 

isn’t she – just like her dad.” He beamed. 

  Heather, the last to get the photo, scrutinised it 

closely. DI Harris had his arm around a blue-

eyed, blond-haired woman in her 20s. She looked 

distinctly uncomfortable. But still Heather was 

touched by the pride Harris had in his daughter. 

She handed the photo back to Harris. 

  “So, how did the appeal go?” asked Heather. 

   The DCI replied, “The appeal yielded over 500 

calls. Roughly 13 sets of couple have been named 

more than once, so they were put on the top of 

the list of those to be interviewed. We are 

currently doing background checks on them. We 

start interviewing them tomorrow.” 

   Nobody heard DC Nelly Dunne enter the room, 

but they couldn’t miss the smile on her face. 

“Sorry to interrupt, but we got some good news, 

Sir.” She directed at DCI Stewart. “You know the 
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DNA we lifted at the Laurie’s, well, we’ve got a 

match…” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 I’m sitting at the window, watching the 
sunrise, hugging Sean – just his head, that 
is. The rest of his body is buried in his 
garden, under our favourite tree. 
   I had to do it. I had to kill him. But I didn’t 
wake up that day with that intention in mind. 
I heard the morning paper being delivered 
so I got out of bed, leaving a drowsy Sean to 
his dreams. 
   Whilst making the tea I read the press 
coverage of the serial murder investigation. 
Fuck! I dropped my cup of scalding hot tea, 
splashing my hands and arms. The paper 
said they were able to extract a DNA profile 
from semen stains left at the Lauries’. I went 
straight to Sean, shook him awake and 
showed him the article. 
  “I thought you used a condom, Sean!” 
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  “Maybe it split… This is bad news, babe. 
I’ve got previous convictions for rape. They 
have my DNA on file.” 
  “We have to get the hell out of here, Sean! 
We’ve got to leave right now!” 
  “Calm down, baby, we’ll leave today, but 
let me sleep awhile. Wake me up in half an 
hour.” Hugging his pillow, he dozed off 
again. 
   How could he be so calm and 
unperturbed? The cops could be here at any 
time, for Christ’s sake! 
   Unless he’s already notified them, planned 
a trap for me. He could get a reduced 
sentence for being a prosecution witness 
and a slice of the reward money. In that 
moment I lost total comprehension of love, 
and was left with a sense of betrayal and 
paranoia, which prickled my flesh like a 
rotting skin disease. He’s going to lead them 
right to me. Either him or the old fucker next 
door. When I retrieved the newspaper from 
the doorstep, the next door neighbour, who 
usually greeted me amiably, avoided eye 
contact with a scowl. He’s got eyes on the 
fucking reward money too. 
   I returned to the bedroom. Sean was still 
in bed, a big smile on his sleeping face. 
What was he so fucking happy about? All I 
could think about was if we were caught, all 
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that Ewan woman had to do was show a bit 
of leg and he’d tell everything. 
   Get out, Dana! Get out now! 
   I went to the bedside cabinet and out my 
gun. As he slept, I nestled the muzzle under 
his chin and kissed him. “Hmm,” he said, 
“more of that, please.” I squeezed the 
trigger. Bang! The body jumped, the 
arsehole eliminated bodily wastes, the back 
of his head exploded. The hole it left became 
a lacklustre fountain of blood and brain 
matter. I put my mouth over it and drank 
from it. The elixir of death. I wanted to take 
as much of him with me. 
   He may look like a putrid, violated corpse 
to the untrained eye, but to me he had the 
undeniable aura of sanctity. I spent the next 
few minutes hugging his body; there was 
warmth in this subtle corrosion. 
   Death left him without a heart or a mind, 
but gave him an erect dick. I got one more 
fuck out of him whilst I sawed his head off. 
Then I dragged him into the back garden 
and haphazardly buried him under the only 
tree there. Burying him in the earth, I left his 
hand exposed with its middle finger up. Even 
in death he was still saying ‘fuck you!’ to the 
world. 
   From then on I was on automatic pilot. I 
searched his house from top to bottom. 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 145 

Afraid that the cops were making their way 
here this very moment energised my task. I 
removed everything that was mine or had 
me in it, like photos. Everything except 
fingerprints; there was no point in 
eradicating those. 
   Before I left I returned to Sean in the 
garden. I lay down next to him and kissed 
his exposed hand. “I’ll join you soon, babe – 
that’s a promise. We’ll be together again in 
death. Life isn’t good enough for us. Death 
can’t betray us. It’s a good thing you went 
first – I’ll have somebody waiting for me. I 
don’t want to be alone for eternity…” 
   Reluctantly I left him and drove over to my 
bed-sit. I bleached my hair blond, inserted 
green eye contact lenses, and changed my 
style of clothes from casual to businesslike. 
This was all pre-planned for exactly this 
outcome. I had also, weeks ago, opened up 
a bank account in a false name and rented a 
nice little studio flat in Islington. 
   I took with me only the essentials, the 
money, clothes, mementoes of love and 
death, and death and love; my new guise 
and false documents, not forgetting Sean’s 
head. I then set the bed-sit on fire. No time 
to roast marshmallows or feel the 
encompassing warmth of pyromania, I left 
quickly in Sean’s car. Four miles down the 
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road I dumped it, stole a car, drove it for a 
few miles, dumped it; stole another car, 
drove it for a few miles, dumped it; the last 
few miles to my new address I took a black 
cab. 
   Only a serial killer understands death or 
loneliness. I sat by the window of my new 
home, hugging Sean’s head, singing, “You 
are so beautiful to me…” 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

Marc quickly briefed the three detectives in the 

car with him as he followed the armed contingent 

of police in the unmarked van in front. 

  “The suspect’s name is Sean Sole, a 28 year old 

white male. He has previous for rape, which he 

served three years for down at the Scrubs. He 

was also pulled in for GBH on his own mother. 

But she refused to testify against him in court, so 

that one didn’t go any further. 

  “Our background checks on him have brought 

up this: both his parents are deceased, and they 

left him the house we are going to. A couple of 

his neighbours have been questioned and they say 

his latest girlfriend fits the e-fit of the female 

serial killer suspect. Any interaction they had 

with her was superficial; all they know about her 

is that her name is Dana… We are also not sure 

whether they have weapons in the house…” 

   The house was in sight; everyone disembarked 

their vehicles as quietly as possible. Black-clad 

armed police crept up the driveway and took their 
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positions before three of them burst through the 

door. They swept through the semi-detached 

house with aggressive precision. One by one they 

called out, “Clear!” and the house was deemed 

safe for the unarmed officers to enter. 

   The house was dishevelled; drawers were out, 

clothes scattered about, things taken. At first 

glance it looked like the scene of an average 

burglary, but Marc had a sickening gut feeling it 

was the aftermath debris of a quick getaway. 

   The next thing that caught their sights like a 

jagged spike going though the eye was the trail of 

blood on the carpet, leading from one room into 

the kitchen, then through the back door. 

  “Is there a body in the room?” Marc asked the 

armed copper standing in the open doorway that 

unrolled the vulgar red carpet of blood. 

  “No, Sarge. But there’s a lot of blood on the 

bed.” 

   Marc gingerly entered the room to inspect the 

scene for himself. He surveyed the room with a 

nod of acknowledgment. What was he 

acknowledging, he wasn’t sure exactly. That 

maybe this was the scene he expected? 

   Two junior detectives behind him played with 

the idea the fresh blood on the bed belonged to an 

innocent victim brought back to the house to be 

killed. A kind of going away present for the 

fleeing murderers. 

  “No, it’s either his or hers,” he said as he peered 

at the blood-embroidered bed sheets. Death 

leaves behind beautiful colours. The bed looked 
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like it had been scattered with a thousand red rose 

petals for mortality to make love upon. 

  “Get scenes of crime in here,” Marc ordered a 

D.C. “I’m going to follow this trail of blood.” 

   At the end of it, he knelt down near the 

disturbed earth. He jumped slightly at the sight of 

the exposed hand. “Don’t bite the hand that feeds 

you, Marc Aylward,” he said to himself, “this 

corpse is going to finance your next mortgage 

payment.” Closer inspection of the hand told him 

it was male. “Love lies bleeding…” he sighed. 

 

A few hours later, Marc took stock of the 

evidence the Sole house already furnished him 

with. He was hoping for a photograph of the 

happy couple, but without any luck. What they 

did manage to find was a diary with explicit 

descriptions of some of the murders. The page 

detailing the Laurie murder ended with: ‘Had a 

romantic candlelit dinner. A perfect end to a 

perfect day.’ 

   There were also newspaper cuttings and a pile 

of video and camcorder tapes. But nobody could 

find the personal details of the love of his life. 

   But in the end they didn’t have to. Dana’s 

address was barked down through the multiple 

walkie-talkies in the eerily silent house. An arson 

had been committed at an address of a female 

suspect to be interviewed. Her nice neighbours 

had introduced her to the incident room after an 

appeal promised a big reward. 
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   By the time Marc arrived at the scene of the 

arson, the fire brigade investigation team were 

leaving. A couple of rooms of the scruffy old 

Victorian house were gutted by fire; the other 

rooms in the house had fire damage. Marc heard 

over the police airwaves, the boyfriend’s body 

was headless and his car missing. Marc relayed 

what was at the arson scene to Harris back at the 

station over his walkie-talkie. “Interview the 

bloody landlord and the neighbours. Get as much 

as you can out of them.” 

  “Yes, Boss, Nelly already got the bank details 

of our suspect from the landlord. One of the 

neighbours has stated she used to get a 

fortnightly giro up until the first murders began. 

So I’ve sent Al to the DSS.” 

   The outcome of Al’s visit to the DSS was that 

he came back with Dana’s signature, N.I. number 

and date of birth, and the name of the 

supermarket where she had been sent to work for; 

three DCs descended on the shop to interview the 

staff. What did they gain from this? Fuck all. No 

one knew her likes or dislikes, who her family 

were, where she went on holiday, or what kind of 

music she liked. All they could agree on was that 

she was a passive, unobtrusive person who 

thought far too much and talked far too little. 

   Getting hold of their names through the birth 

certificate the landlord furnished them with, some 

police officers turned up at Dana’s parents’ house 

demanding to know where their daughter was. 

The mother started to cry. Harris to her to shut 
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the fuck up and stop messing around. The father 

went to a drawer and pulled out a photograph; he 

stared at it banefully before handing it to Harris. 

Harris went bright red and he mumbled some 

expletives. The photo was of their daughter’s 

gravestone who died aged eleven years old. The 

killer had obviously utilised a trick many benefit 

fraudsters use, that is: obtaining a birth certificate 

of someone who’s roughly the same age as you, 

but who has passed away before their 16
th

 

birthday. That way you could also get a N.I. 

number also and therefore gain a false identity 

and claim benefits. 

   Everything was coming to a dead end. Who 

was this bitch’s guardian angel? God himself. 

Well, life is just that beautiful. They found 

Sean’s car dumped some miles away: blood was 

on the passenger seat – from Sean’s head, Marc 

speculated. Nobody saw her leave the vehicle 

with a decapitated head in a carrier bag. 

Obviously there was something good on TV. 

   Every place they knew she had been to had 

been meticulously searched for a photograph of 

her – they couldn’t find a single bloody one. So a 

couple of police artists did the rounds of the 

neighbours, DSS staff and workmates, eleven 

portraits produced in all. There were certain 

similarities of course, but no two pictures looked 

the same. Marc conceded that it’s hard to 

accurately describe a human being you don’t give 

a fuck about. 

   Again, we almost had her in our hands… 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
Survival does not save you. It saves itself. 
Another day. 
Here’s to another day. 
I have the most perfect justifications for 
suicide and death. 
But when you’re ready to bite the bullet, the 
love of God will overwhelm you. No… the 
hate of God for your life will overwhelm you. 
And you see life is less painful. 
The horror of that. 
The horror. 
Life drives you mad, 
But not mad enough… 
unfortunately. 
 
Morning brings consciousness, brings the 
world into my shredding, biting, eviscerating 
being. 
 
I watch the sun roll its path along a razor 
blade. 
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I think I’m losing it, losing it big-time. The 
silence of my intractable loneliness has been 
replaced by something worse. I’m seeing 
things, hearing things that keep sliding in 
and out the kaleidoscopic portals of time and 
space. 
 
In my room, the dead sleep here; I have 
their nightmares. Dead souls in the walls talk 
to me. I can’t sleep, I won’t sleep. How can I 
when there is so much to do, so many 
people to kill. 
 
When I’m on the bus, grotesque demonic 
beings on the street wave at me. When I’m 
in the pub, the people I’ve killed buy me 
rounds of drinks, the elixirs of life, love and 
death. 
 
It came to me while I was out shopping: 
people are so mixed up because they have 
the wrong head on their shoulders. People 
just don’t look right; their heads look as if 
they have been planted onto bodies in a 
slapdash, arbitrary manner. Two male 
characters walking towards me brought this 
home to me. They looked like freakish jigsaw 
puzzles assembled incorrectly: an out-sized 
podgy, moon-shaped head on a slim build, 
and a sallow, weak skull on an obese frame. 
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I decided to do something about it. I got 
talking to them and invited them to my new 
home for a drink with a salacious wink; they 
duly followed me home. I gave them each a 
glass of beer sprinkled liberally with crushed 
sleeping pills. When they were sufficiently 
drowsy, I rendered them unconscious by 
more direct and coarse means: I smothered 
one with a pillow and strangled the other 
with a flex.  Then I got to work. I 
decapitated both in the bathroom and then 
placed the heads on the appropriate body, 
keeping it in place with masking tape. Much, 
much better. They watched TV with me on 
the sofa. But the fat geezer’s head kept 
falling off. They ultimately bored me so it 
was back to the bathroom with them. I 
chopped them into little bits and flushed 
them down the toilet. Their bones I crushed 
with a hammer; then I bagged them for the 
refuse workers to take. You’ve got to do 
something with your time, don’t you? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

Heather Ewan yawned for the 20
th

 time that 

morning. A yawn’s function is to bring more 

oxygen into the body, thereby improving 

alertness. Alertness, my arse. Every breath tasted 

like a fart from eternity and she had to smack her 

own face to stay awake. 

   Coffee would wake her up. But the coffee 

machine was approximately three steps away… 

too far. As it happened she didn’t need it. 

Something else woke her up very indiscreetly. In 

front of her was a pile of letters addressed to her, 

care of the police station. The letter on the top of 

the pile was magnetised to her eyes: the name 

and address were written in block capitals with a 

heavy hand and sadistic slant. Junk mail from a 

serial killer, she had no doubt. 
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   As not to contaminate evidence, Heather 

slipped on some latex gloves and carefully 

opened the letter. 

   The letter, like the details on the envelope, was 

handwritten. Heather wasn’t into graphology, but 

it showed the kind of penmanship of a person 

impatient with rage and eviscerated by soul 

death; the lettering was all over the place and 

illegible in places, more words were blacked out 

than left alone. She had to force herself into 

reading the letter. Dread furnished her with a 

mental block – it was like reading a letter from 

the bailiffs or a neurotic ex-husband. She took a 

deep breath and began to read this horoscope of 

dead stars. 

 

Heather Ewan, 

Fuck you, bitch. Death had a talk to me about 

you. You’ve got to be careful – you have caught 

his eye. I was going to write two separate letters, 

one for Harris and one for you. But why bother? 

You’re both the same. You 2 should get 

married… 

 

Heather started to feel sick… 

 

You fuckers made me kill the only person I loved. 

Why did you have to try and bribe him into 

shopping me in? Why couldn’t you leave me 

alone? It wasn’t like I was hurting you. Now I’m 

thinking maybe I should. Maybe I ought to 
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torture you until you are shitting on your own 

existence. 

 

The world has hurt me, not just a little bit, but 

relentlessly. Every fucking minute of every 

fucking day of every fucking week of every 

fucking month of every fucking year. 

 

People, people are everywhere. If I look at them 

longer than a second, I see the evil voices in my 

head do indeed have faces. 

 

The newspapers are full of me. The tabloids say I 

should be hung (that’s nice of them). Even the 

upmarket papers think they can hurt me with all 

their derogative remarks. There is nothing 

they’ve said that I haven’t already heard from my 

darling mum and dad. 

 

Why do you want to hear? That I regret killing? 

Well, I do. I guess all those legal and societal 

restrictions that humiliate and bastardise you are 

for your own good. To be unremarkable is to be. 

 

No, no, cut that out… I should get a medal. I am 

stopping the world become more evil by killing 

its occupants. Let my evil be their saving grace. 

 

I’m bored now. Bye Heather. Don’t study too 

much at the public library. It’s not a very private 

place. 
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Fuck, did she see me there? Is she stalking me? 

 

This is the Fuck You Killer saying ‘fuck you!’ 

 

Do I get a book token for letter of the week? 

 

Heather folded the letter in half and slipped it 

back into the envelope. Then she started to sob 

quietly into her folded arms. 

 

An assemblage of senior officers and advisors 

were crowded into Stewart’s office, most were 

nursing their sleep-deprivation with strong 

coffee. Heather was sitting on top of Stewart’s 

desk, her legs dangling over the side. She 

coughed to attract attention and almost fainted 

from the effort. “I,” she began, “have an idea for 

a pro-active strategy. We’re not having much 

luck or control over events as they are, and the 

suspect has done a runner. To be honest I think 

there are certain members of this investigation 

who are meant to be trailing the scent left by the 

killer but prefer the smell of their own shit.” 

    There was an almost imperceptible sharp 

intake of collective breath. The second she said it 

Heather knew she should have politely refrained 

from making such a statement, but 44 hours of 

not sleeping meant she was too beat to stop the 

words from coming out of her mouth. She 

shamelessly fixed her venomous stare at D.I. 

Harris just in case he didn’t grasp the fact she 

was talking about him. 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 158 

   But he too was exhausted. He was only half-

listening, so her sarcasm was as caustic as snow 

on piss. Plus, he was dreadfully constipated, so 

his mind was on his arse at the moment. 

   Heather resumed, “My idea is to bring the killer 

to us.” 

  “How?” interjected Harris, “By sticking a 

placard on my head saying ‘Kill Me’? 

  “In a manner, yes… All serial killers ultimately 

self-destruct, and this killer is on the slippery 

scope to mental and emotional self-destruction. 

They become so suicidally sloppy that they 

eventually get caught. There’s no doubt she’s not 

as careful as she once was. Her most recent letter 

to me was handwritten without any attempt to 

disguise the handwriting. And you also have to 

look at the fact that we get a reaction out of her 

every time we criticise her. In her last letter she 

threatened to kill Mr Harris and myself. We can 

use that to trap her. We have just got to make it 

known Harris or I are going to be at a certain 

place at a certain time and basically taunt her. 

She will be magnetically drawn to our disgust of 

her. We’ll get the media to be inconspicuously 

conspicuous and film me or Harris outside what 

we want the killer to think is our home. We 

should use a house near to the first murder to 

make the bait doubly sweet…” 

  “How about it, Keith? Are you up for it?” 

Stewart posed optimistically. 

  “No fucking way! I’ve already got reporters on 

my fucking doorstep; I’ve had to rent a flat to get 
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some peace. I’ve had enough of this case. I’m 

going to bloody retire. I’ve got a nice little 

pension. I’m too old to play games with this 

bitch,” he paused and glared at Heather. Who 

was he referring to as a bitch? The killer or me? 

Pondered Heather. Stewart broke in. “I know 

you’re tired, Keith, so I’m going to let you think 

about it. If we don’t get any major breaks or 

come up with a better plan by this time 

tomorrow, we’ll start implementing Heather’s 

plan. Back to work, guys. And don’t forget to get 

some sleep. Harris and Ewan both sighed 

ironically. Both were wide-awake now. 

 

Harris put in a few hours in the office before 

heading to his new flat for a much-needed wank 

and some sleep. He repeated his mantra of 

expletives every time he thought of Ewan’s 

ridiculous plan as he made slow progress in his 

car through crowded roads. Finally on the last 

road of his journey, he turned the corner into his 

street. What he saw made him blaspheme every 

conceivable god on this happy little planet of 

ours: there was a film crew on his doorstep. One 

second of exhausted rage almost drove him to 

mount the kerb and mow the motherfuckers down 

with his crappy old car. Instead he stormed out of 

his car and went straight for the smarmy bastard 

with a microphone in his hand. Harris’ face was 

turning green like the Incredible Hulk… No, it 

was more like Orville. He grabbed the TV 

journalist by the lapels, screaming and spitting 
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out the words, “What the fuck are you lot doing 

here? Don’t you have any fucking scruples? Piss 

off, you wankers!” 

  Only slightly losing his cool, the reporter 

pointed the mike at Harris and said, “We’re here 

on behalf of one of the families of the victims. 

They want to know what exactly are you and 

your colleagues doing to get the killer caught? 

What do you say to the charge that you are a 

bunch of inept bureaucrats? And Mr Harris, why 

aren’t you at work getting the killer caught?” 

   Harris wouldn’t allow him to continue; he 

insisted on the reporter’s silence by punching him 

on the nose. “I am doing my frigging job, but the 

parents of this murdering bitch should have 

drowned her at birth!” Harris then laid into the 

camera operator. 

   Sure he overreacted. But only because he really 

needed that wank. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
With regards to the printed media’s reports 
of the murders, there were just too many 
papers to buy, too much shit to sift through, 
so I went to my local library and archive 
centre to peruse the stories at my leisure. 
Privacy was ensured by the high walls of the 
cubicle. I took advantage of this and 
masturbated whenever there were gory 
descriptions of the killings or other juicy bits 
of homicidal gossip. I must have come more 
times than a Jehovah’s Witness. When I got 
bored with that, I went back some years to 
the microfilm files of my date of birth. 
Nothing at all happened that day according 
to the local paper – a branch fell off a tree 
and nearly hit someone on the head. My 
birth signified the capriciousness of cosmic 
fate: my deadfall would not miss. 
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   I scrolled the files a little bit forward to the 
day of my mother’s death. I was hoping to 
see an article in the local paper about my 
mother’s brave but tragic fight against 
cancer. My father refused to talk about her, 
even though I was desperately and greedily 
inquisitive about her. He said there were no 
photos of her; he said they’d only upset me. 
I don’t even know the colour of her eyes. 
   But there in the dim silence of the archive 
department, I started to sob helplessly. I 
clamped my hand over mouth to stop myself 
making a sound that would attract attention. 
She was beautiful all right, but I was unable 
to tell from the black and white newspaper 
photo what colour her eyes were. The 
caption underneath read: ‘A Tragic End’. She 
did not die of cancer. My fucking father killed 
her. Well, it said she committed suicide using 
one of her husband’s guns because of her 
husband’s infidelity, but he may as well have 
pulled the trigger himself. Fucking murderer, 
I said with an irony too exhausted to mean a 
damn thing. Since I had no other family and 
my father was seemingly contrite about the 
whole affair, custody of me awarded to him. 
‘I’ll be the best father a child could have.’ He 
promised at the end of the article. 
   Time to pay dad a visit, I think. But not 
today: I had made other plans. 
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A long walk softened my truculent mood. I 
was standing outside the police station 
where the investigation team was based, 
licking an ice cream. When a uniformed 
officer left the building, I stopped him and 
asked him for the time. “2.43pm.”  “Thank 
you, officer.” Further down the road was a 
modern block of flats, which served as living 
quarters for some of the officers, stationed 
down the local nick. This included some of 
them involved in Operation ‘Silent Rain’, who 
slept there rather than make the long 
journeys to their own homes. This I heard 
from the officers themselves when they 
drank at their local pub, which wasn’t too far 
from the station. I went there a few days 
ago because I was curious as to see who 
were these people that wanted to catch me 
and cage me. They were pretty ordinary: 
most had families; a couple had B.O.; and 
one tried to get in my knickers. I went into 
the back toilets and let him. 
   Anyway, I was loitering on the opposite 
pavements of these flats, thinking should 
break in to do my unique brand of interior 
decorating? I immediately decided against it 
when I spotted a CID copper emerge from 
the building. He had been on the TV a few 
times regarding the case. I watched him 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 164 

stride purposefully into a corner shop and 
emerge a few moments later with a bunch of 
flowers on his arm. Wow, this man had 
amazing foresight to buy fresh flowers for 
his own grave. He was dead as soon as I laid 
eyes on him. As I zeroed in on him he 
became zero. He was already a corpse that 
was only breathing so I could extinguish that 
breath. This target, this beautiful kill was 
suffused in a halo of beautiful and terrifying 
lucidity. The world around the two of us had 
lost its meaning, colour, clarity and sound; I 
was the predator focused on its kill. I have 
utterly eliminated the outside world. All the 
messy colours and awful noises of the boring 
idiocy of six billion humans concentrated into 
this one individual. This person had become 
the whole ugly world. This person was my 
genocide in instalments. 
   Strange, this person does not have an 
inkling of his upcoming death; are there 
feelings of uneasiness on his part? Is he 
planning what he is going to do in the week 
ahead? A week he will spend in a casket. 
   He had a spring in his step; I had to walk 
fast to catch up with him but in a tediously 
inconspicuous manner so as not to arouse 
suspicion. In a quiet suburban street he 
pulled out house keys from his pocket and 
whistled cheerfully as he walked down a 
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garden path to a front door. He called out 
“Hello?” as he opened the door, “I’m home 
for the rest of the day!” he said as he closed 
his front door behind him. I sneaked into his 
back garden and through the back window I 
saw him enter the kitchen. He paused to 
read a note pinned on a kitchen notice 
board. I could just make out what it said: 
‘GONE ON SHOPPING TRIP WITH MUM. BE 
BACK AROUND TEATIME. XX’ He kissed the 
two crosses; I nearly gagged. Finally he 
went up the stairs. 
   I looked around the house for access 
points and found only one: a small bathroom 
window. I squeezed through, knocking over 
shampoo bottles. Shit. I froze. No footsteps 
came down the stairs, so I left the bathroom 
and made my way up. 
   I went through most of the upstairs 
rooms; he wasn’t there. There was one room 
left at the end of the hallway. The door was 
slightly ajar; I gently pushed it. It was the 
main bedroom, but he wasn’t there either. I 
opened the door a little wider. It stopped 
abruptly on something. I peered around to 
see what was causing the obstruction… It 
was him! He drove a punch onto my top lip, 
knocking out a tooth, but I still remained on 
my feet. With blood pouring out of my 
mouth, I laughed, “You have to do better 
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than that! My father could do a lot better, 
and I’m still here!” He tried to punch me 
again, but I dodged him quite easily. 
Childhood taught me something, I guess. I 
spat blood at him. He decided to bring me 
down with a rugby tackle. We were on the 
bed struggling. He nearly had the better of 
me, but my childhood taught me something 
else, too: how to get out of being pinned 
down on a bed. I got out of his grasp and 
kicked him hard in the nuts. My will for him 
to die was stronger than his will to live. I 
picked up a bedside lamp and brought it 
down on his head. He was conscious but 
only haphazardly so. I pushed him off the 
bed and onto the floor. I stamped on his 
neck and crushed his larynx like a cigarette 
underfoot. As he choked I licked the blood of 
his face like it was a dripping ice cream. His 
breath became shallower and shallower until 
it was like a fish in piss and stopped 
protesting. His life force had little left to say. 
   I sat there awhile. His body was now 
inconvenient trash. Once the climax of the 
kill has been reached, it’s time to discard the 
body like a used condom. But not quite yet. 
I breathed in the total peace of the house; 
the long silence became interspersed with 
occasional cracking… snapping… popping… 
It’s very therapeutic breaking the bones of a 
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dead person one by one… Then I removed 
his face and put it carefully into my vanity 
case. 
   I went into the en-suite bathroom to clean 
up my bloody face. Serial killing offers many 
fringe benefits, like monetary bonuses and 
the occasional company car, but it doesn’t 
offer dental insurance, I’m afraid. I grinned 
toothlessly into the mirror. 
   I went back to the body and searched his 
pockets. I took his wallet, address book and 
ID card. I flipped open the ID card; he was 
DS Marc Aylward. 
 
Once home I kicked off my shoes, opened a 
bottle of cider and watched the news. I had 
to laugh when they showed the ruckus 
between the DI and the news crew. But I 
stopped laughing when I heard him say that 
I should have been drowned at birth. I 
switched the fucking TV off. No more fucking 
about, I decided. It’s time to end this. But 
hold on; let me put my face on… 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

Swiftly passing by Stewart’s office, Heather 

Ewan caught a glimpse of him, head in hands and 

shaking his head in exasperation. She 
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backtracked and knocked on his door uneasily, 

and let herself in. 

  “There hasn’t been another murder, has there? 

What was it – a knifing? A shooting?” 

  “No, there hasn’t been a murder. But a shooting, 

yes… of sorts. Bloody Harris has shot himself in 

the foot and me in the balls…” 

  “Why? What happened?” 

   Stewart played her the news footage he had 

recorded. 

   Ewan didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 

“Look’s like we don’t have to implement the 

plan. Harris has decided to do it all himself.” 

  “He’s not answering any of his phones or comm 

units. I have to get down there and speak to him.” 

  “What are you going to tell him?” 

  “Well, I don’t need to talk to my superiors to 

know he has been suspended or assigned to desk 

duties. I’m just going to hell him how he has put 

things into jeopardy and his own life in danger.”  

  “Yeah, he’s going to need police protection 

now. I think our killer may just pay him a visit.” 

  “Well, I’m heading right there now. Wanna 

come with me?” 

  “I don’t know…” 

  “I could do with your support. I’ve sent Marc 

home for the day. 

  “Well, ok, I’ll come. But you have to protect me 

from Harris’ rage.” She joked seriously. “I think 

I’m the last person he wants to see.” 
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Harris’ flat was less than a mile from the station 

so it didn’t take them long to drive down there. 

The camera crew were gone from his doorstep, 

which surprised Heather, and she commented on 

this to Stewart. 

  “Oh, they’re around, I’m sure. Probably hiding 

somewhere.” 

 

He was right. They had bribed the occupant of 

the house directly opposite Harris’ to use his 

upstairs bedroom window to film from. It wasn’t 

because it was a better angle to film from – that 

was incidental. When they were out on the street 

they had noticed storm clouds approaching. This 

confirmed what the reporter had predicted earlier 

– he was shagging the channel’s weathergirl. 

  “Oh aye,” the cameraman said as he saw 

Stewart and Ewan approach Harris’ door. “Some 

movement.” 

   The reporter craned his neck to have a look. 

“It’s the DCI and the psychologist Ewan. Start 

rolling. Focus in on her legs…” 

 

Stewart authoritatively knocked on Harris’ door. 

No answer. Stewart sighed. “I know you’re in 

there, Keith. Open the bloody door!” It took 

Harris a few minutes to sheepishly obey. The 

stun gun odour of whiskey made Stewart and 

Ewan simultaneously take a step back. Harris 

couldn’t look at his boss in the eye, but he looked 

down at Heather Ewan as if she was an Avon 

Lady who smelled like the last thing she fucked 
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on her door-to-door rounds. Peevishly he 

grumbled, “You can’t fire me, I quit.” 

  “Forget about that for now. Jesus, Keith, don’t 

you realise what danger you put yourself in? And 

what fools you made us look like? Let us in, for 

fuck’s sake.” His rare use of an expletive stunned 

his unhappily intimate audience, and Harris 

opened the door wider to let them in. 

 

“You do realise I have to arrange for your 

protection and honey trap for the killer ASAP. 

You’re lucky I’ve already set things into motion. 

We’ll have a surveillance and armed response 

units on this street in an hour or two, and a few 

discreet extra bodies in this house with you…”  

  “No way. I don’t fucking need protection. I’ve 

got all the protection I need.” He pulled out a 

revolver from inside his jacket. 

  “Put that fucking thing away!” ordered a 

flabbergasted Ian Stewart, “Where in the hell did 

you get that?” 

  “I’ve had it for years. It has saved my arse quite 

a few times… and don’t give me any bullshit. 

How would you know what it’s like in the real 

world, you pen-pushing piss artist!” Harris 

sneered with intoxicated confidence. The 

discomfort Heather felt at the presence of an 

arsehole and his gun was softened at the sight of 

Ian Stewart shaking his head in his hands for the 

second time that day. She was glad of the sudden 

diversion of a knock at the door. “I’ll see who it 

is.” Heather excused herself. 



The Oblivion Evangelist 

 

 171 

  “Heather, only open the door if it is someone on 

the team.” Advised Ian. 

  “Okay.” 

   She peered into the spy hole of the front door 

and smiled. “Just the person we need.” She 

thought to herself and opened the door. 

  “Hiya, Marc… Marc?” 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
In front of a mirror I put on D. Aylward’s 
face on top of my useless, ugly own. It took 
me a while to make sure it stayed on. I have 
stolen the faces of many to wear like a 
mask, hoping to escape the self and grow 
into a new persona of innocence or 
innovation. But every mask is ill fitting. I can 
exhaust the human race’s supply, and 
emptiness will still confront me when I look 
in the mirror. I only see facelessness or a 
mask with an empty ghost behind it. “It’ll 
have to do,” I told myself. 
   I realised today I had reached the end. I 
told myself I have to finish this, otherwise 
there’d be no one left. I don’t think I’d get 
bored with killing a few billion people. Firstly 
I was on my way to Mr Keith Harris’ abode 
to give him a little surprise. How many ways 
can I kill thee? I thought to myself as I made 
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my way to his home. I dreamt up a beauty: 
skin him alive and then strangle him with his 
own skin. I don’t know, maybe not. Maybe 
I’ll be divinely inspired when I’m face to face 
with the fucker. I was worried about the 
presence of the media, but then I thought 
‘what the hey! Let’s have a day at the 
circus.’ 
   I turned into his street. I was slightly 
disappointed there were no TV cameras to 
be seen – just a granny pushing her trolley. I 
pulled the drawstrings of my hood to make it 
close tighter around my new face. The only 
weapons I brought with me were my two 
guns. There was no ostensible reason for 
this choice; it just felt right. 
   I took a deep breath and knocked on 
Harris’ door. I heard a woman’s voice inside. 
Who the fuck was he shagging? Ms Heather 
Ewan opened the door. “Marc,” she said, 
smiling. I smiled back; the mask slipped 
slightly. “Marc?” she nervously quivered. Life 
is one beautiful horror after another. 
Grabbing her by the hair, I dragged her out 
onto the street. Heather’s scream quivered 
against my body; it turned me on. Harris and 
Stewart tumbled into the hall to see what 
commotion I had induced into the cosmos. I 
pointed my gun into the house and let a shot 
ring out percussively in the unfurnished 
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house. Stewart fell back and slid down a 
wall; although I wasn’t aiming for them, I 
got him in the nuts. He gagged on half-
breaths before succumbing to 
unconsciousness. I wrapped my arm tighter 
around Ewan’s neck and pulled her out 
further into the street. Harris was pointing a 
gun back at me. “Marc?” he squinted as he 
regarded his colleague’s face. When he 
realised what he was looking at, he lifted the 
gun shakily, sweat already pouring down his 
face. 
   I was hoarse from the excitement but 
managed to say, “Harris, isn’t it? I’m sorry 
but I’m not very good with faces (excuse the 
pun). You treat me like a faceless nonentity 
but I’ve got your attention now…”  
  “What the fuck are you on about?” His 
voice resonated in time with his trembling 
arms. 
   Behind me, there was a sudden thud. We 
both looked. A microphone lay on the 
pavement; it came from a first floor window 
where three nervous-looking people tried to 
hide behind a TV camera. I gave them my 
best smile through the mouth-hole of my 
mask. “Death coming live into your living 
room.” Said I. 
Harris saw the camera too. This gave him 
some spurious confidence. He aimed the gun 
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at my unreal face. It obviously was 
unnerving for him to point a gun at someone 
he knew, but it’s not really them. The real 
person behind the face was dead. 
 
   Heather had stopped screaming. She was now 

in a blank state, one in which she cultivated to 

perfection whilst making love to her husband. 

She was vaguely aware Harris was pointing a gun 

towards her. Whether through nerves or 

indecision, the aim vacillated between the killer 

and her. 

  “Take off the mask, you freak!” Harris 

screeched. 

   Shouldn’t he tell her to drop the weapon first? 

Wondered Heather with numb agitation. 

   Harris wasn’t a thinking man but he attained 

clarity at that moment. Clarity always comes with 

a loaded gun. He didn’t want the killer to 

surrender quietly. He was itching for a reason to 

put a bullet in her skull. “Take it off or I’ll 

shoot.” He wanted to see the face he was going to 

blow away. 

   Heather discerned a real smile under the mask – 

she couldn’t see it but feel it. The killer tightened 

the grip on the trigger with one hand and peeled 

the mask with the other. Harris gasped audibly 

and eliminated all the alcohol in his system 

through pure sweat. He couldn’t close his 

dumbstruck mouth. He wished the killer had left 

the mask on. The face was not the ugly spectre 
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he’d anticipated. ‘Take the mask off” he wanted 

to say, but he couldn’t say anything. 

  “Hey, Dad,” the killer smiled. 

   He shook his head. “No, no.” 

  “This is the only chance I get to see you, Dad. 

That is, unless you wanted your dick – “ 

  “SHUT UP! SHUT UP!” 

  “Oh, that’s right, Dad. We were right in the 

middle of death, weren’t we? I was just about to 

kill Ms Ewan here, but wait just a moment, I 

want the camera over there to catch my best 

side.” The killer turned 30 degrees to her right for 

the benefit of the cameras and pushed the muzzle 

of the gun into Heather’s mouth. 

  “The lure of death, it is slowly drawing you 

nearer like a magnet, and you can feel it, and you 

can’t stop it, can you, dad? CAN YOU?” 

  “Why are you doing this? Please stop this…”  

  “No. You have to kill me, dad – or I will kill Ms 

Ewan here.”  

  “No.” 

  “Come on, dad, what are you waiting for? 

Finish the fucking job. Or do you want me to tell 

the world what you used to make me do before I 

went to school…” 

  “Shut up!” Harris’ face reddened, and his lips 

quivered more forcibly, but the aim of his gun 

straightened. He didn’t like the look on Heather’s 

face. She knew what his daughter was talking 

about. In fact, at that moment, she had more 

disgust for him than for the person who was 

holding a gun to her head. Again his aim 
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vacillated (intentionally or unintentionally, who 

the fuck knows) between Heather and Laura, his 

daughter. Millimetres construe explicitly 

different destinies. 

  “Come on, Dad! What are you waiting for? Kill 

me!” Laura kicked out Ewan’s feet out from 

under her, forcing her to lie on the ground in 

prostrate terror. Laura switched the aim of her 

gun to her father. “Come on, Dad, give the public 

what they want!” She indicated to the news 

camera. “Dad, you have to kill me – the whole 

world is watching. You have no choice… COME 

ON, DAD! WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? 

KILL ME!” She squeezed the trigger tighter and 

tighter. “FUCK YOU!” she screamed. 

   Two shots rang out. Two bodies fell. Who 

killed whom? Death doesn’t care, and life only 

slightly more so. 
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EPILOGUE 

   A lot of thing didn’t make sense. 

   A lot of things made too much sense. 

   The footage of Laura and Keith Harris’ 

synchronised suicides was shown on the hour 

every hour in between commercials of life 

enhancing soap powder. Their faces were blurred 

(death and fame gave Laura just another mask to 

wear), expletives bleeped out. But the bloody 

deaths of two people weren’t deemed offensive. 

   Heather was in a police safe house. There was a 

TV in the room but it stayed off. There was no 

need for it to be on. The scene played relentlessly 

in her mind anyway: the Harris two turning their 

guns on themselves, the triggers pulled, the 

bloody confetti in the air, signifying their mutual 

oblivion. She knew they had been both cremated 

privately that morning. There were no mourners 

attending either ceremony. 

   Marc’s funeral was to be held the next day. If 

the trauma of the street shootings numbed her 

totally, Marc’s death ensured there was a heavy 
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heart beating in the numbness. Silent sobs 

permeated silence. 

   Stewart was in hospital. A chunk of his inner 

thigh and one testicle was gone, but he would 

make it. He had a piece of the body lost to the 

killer, but Ewan had lost a piece of her soul. Her 

university department gave her time off to 

emotionally recuperate but she had already 

decided she wasn’t going back to work. No more 

delving into people’s heads when she wasn’t 

capable of handling what was going on in her 

own. 

   And the caustic sense of failure that the killer 

wasn’t caught earlier elicited a feeling that the 

only thing demonstrating she wasn’t dead was 

that she had bills to pay. 

   Her doctor prescribed sleeping pills, but what 

use were those if you still had to wake up? 

   And, shit, Marc’s hollowed face. She had 

nightmares that it got stuck to her face and she 

couldn’t pull it off. 

   She now also had the strange fame of a person 

trembling on the ground – the bizarre and horrific 

discomfort of that. She would forever be 

remembered as the terrified captive. It was worse 

watching it on the TV than being in it. 

   It turned out the young woman in Keith Harris’ 

supposed family photo was a prostitute he used; 

she sold her story to the newspapers. And when 

they searched Harris’s locker at the station they 

found a package of cocaine – which went missing 

from confiscation – addressed to a well-known 
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dealer, it seemed Harris was selling the dealer his 

own confiscated coke back. The only family 

albums yielded in a police search of his flat were 

paedophilic photos of Laura as a child. Did 

Harris kill himself because he knew all this 

would come to light? Or was it the shame that his 

own child was responsible for the killings? Or 

did he really not want to kill his daughter? Like 

Heather thought, a lot of things didn’t make 

sense. A lot of things made too much sense. 

Laura’s suicide was the only thing that didn’t 

bother her. What is serial killing but a suicide 

note in rhetorical instalments. 

   And if she needed further proof that the mind 

derives great joy in seeing you go mad, that the 

mind smiles when you fall, she suddenly 

remembered where she had seen Laura’s face 

before… the library, the fucking library… 

   Serial killing may have been Laura’s Prozac; 

but the happy pill was Heather’s suicide. But this 

suicide was as lonely as it should be. 
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More titles from Hole Books 
 

Eloquent Catatonia/Dolly Sen – This 
is a book about things better left 

unsaid…   
 

Afterlife – this book proves there is 
life after Death Row 
 

 


