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BLACK SERIAL KILLERS: A RARE BREED?

By NAT CHARLES

Maybe it’s just me…but was anyone else genuinely shocked that the “D.C. Sniper” turned out to be black? When they first broadcast the photos, I squinted hard to be sure that he wasn’t just another swarthy, dark-skinned, aquiline-featured character that abounds in this melting pot we call the United States of America. But once I did come to accept it – okay, this serial killer is a brother – I still struggled with the unlikelihood of this revelation. Sure, if we pour through the history books, we are bound to find a couple of black serial killers and mass murderers. Colin Ferguson’s killing spree on the Long Island Railroad comes to mind, as does Wayne Williams, the probable murderer of numerous black children in Atlanta 20 years ago. But interestingly, white guys have pretty much cornered the market on mass murders and serial killing.

In recent years alone, white men have managed to display a veritable cornucopia of mass murder. Witness the astonishing variety of Jeffrey Dahmer’s gruesome, sexualized cannibalism, Timothy McVeigh’s grandiose terrorism in Oklahoma City, and the carefully wrapped work of the Unabomber (Ted Kaczynski). Going back a little further, the most notorious serial killers like Ted Bundy, “Son of Sam” David Berkowitz, and John Wayne Gacy are also all white. Why this skewed racial statistic? After all, wouldn’t one think that the legacy of 250 years of slavery, an additional century of Jim Crow segregation, plus a few decades of glass ceilings and institutionalized racism ought to yield at least a steady stream of lunatic rampages and mutilated dead bodies under the beds of black folk?

I have always thought that black people are just not cut out for serial killing. We tend to be too preoccupied with quotidian minutiae, like “Is the A train running local this weekend?” “Did I forget to send in the payment for my cable bill?” and “If I post-date this check, can it still bounce if the bank were to receive it before Thursday?” But now that it is clear that black people are, in fact, mainstream mass murderers, I have to take a closer look at myself and my black friends. Could we be serial killers in waiting? 

Personally, I don’t think my organizational skills are sufficient for serial killing. No one who knows me will suspect me of assembling and sending packaged bombs. Even if I had the mind for murder by mail, I doubt I would ever get around to sending the explosives. I’m still behind on sending out gifts for at least five weddings I’ve been to over the last several years. I’m also indecisive to a fault, taking days and weeks to make even minor decisions. I can imagine my murderous rage dissipating by the time I have finished agonizing over the appropriate method for administering the violence.

Likewise, I doubt that my friend Patrice is a future Jeffrey Dahmer. Patrice is so conservative when it comes to eating that I have trouble convincing her to taste Thai food, so I figure she will be an unlikely candidate for mass murder and subsequent cannibalism. Equally unlikely is my buddy Brian, who is obsessed with celebrities and fashion models. The average person just doesn’t generate enough intrigue for him to want to kill a whole slew of them. I’d never suspect him in a manhunt.

And my friend Joycelyn simply doesn’t have time to plan all the murders she might want to commit. She spends over 12 hours a day in her law office during the week, and on the weekends, enjoys her pastime as a photographer and pursues her certification as a German language interpreter. She barely has time to return my calls; when could she possibly find the time to kill all the requisite people in order to elevate her to serial killer status?   

So maybe my friends and I are not a representative sampling, but I’d like to believe that the D.C. Sniper will remain a statistical anomaly for black folk and serial killing. In the meantime, I’ve got some wedding presents to shop for.

