
BROTHERS’ PARALLEL LIVES

High school
Both excelled, skipping 
grades and graduating early.

College
Both went to Ivy League 
universities at age 16–Ted 
to Harvard, Dave to Columbia.  

Adulthood
They purchased land together 
in Montana, which became Ted’s 
survivalist retreat. When Dave 
proposed building his own cabin 
on the land, Ted rebuffed him, 
and Dave bought a remote piece 
of land in southwest Texas.

TED’S EARLY RAGE

In a journal entry, Ted recounted 
how he rejected his parents’ 
moral teachings: 

“One day when I was 13 years 
old, I was walking down the 
street and saw a girl. 
Something about her 
appearance antagonized me, 
and, from habit, I began 
looking for a way to justify 
hating her, within my logical 
system. But then I stopped 
and said to myself, ‘This is 
getting ridiculous. I’ll just 
chuck all this silly morality 
business and hate anybody 
I please.’ Since then I’ve never 
had any interest in or respect 
for morality, ethics, or 
anything of the sort.” 

1958

EARLY 1950s

MID-1950s

An excerpt 
from a 
letter Ted 
wrote to 
Dave in 
1986.

1978

Ted wrote 
about a 
failed 
romance 
with a 
female
supervisor, 
saying he 
would’ve 
liked to 
have held 
her hand.

In a journal entry not long 
before his fi rst bombing in 
1978, Ted laid out his plans 
to kill. Though the 
Unabomber was perceived 
as an anti-technology 
zealot, Ted’s primary 
motivation was bloodlust. 
His list of targets was broad, 
ranging from psychologists 
to business-class airline 
passengers.

“I emphasize that my 
motivation is 
personal revenge. 
I don’t pretend to any 
kind of philosophical or 
moralistic justifi cation. 
... My ambition is to kill 
a scientist, big busi-
nessman, government 
offi cial or the like. 
I would also like to kill 
a Communist.”

1965

Across from the family’s 
Evergreen Park home, 
the sun sparkled off the 
meadow’s bits of iron pyrite, 
fool’s gold, which the neigh-
bor children collected and 
coveted. The boys hiked to-
gether with their father and 
huddled over campfi res as 
Turk told stories about what 
life was like for early Native 
Americans. Dave recalls:
“[Our father] always 
wanted to be a forest 
ranger. ... Nature carried 
a feeling of closeness 
that I felt with my father, 
mother and brother.”

WHY HE KILLED

Photos provided by Dave Kaczynski

1942

1981

Ted, 16, and Dave, 8.

Ted (left) and Dave in their backyard in Evergreen Park.

Turk and Ted, 5 months.
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I.Ted beckoned Dave to the door.
It was a summer day in 1953 on
South Lawndale Avenue in

Evergreen Park. Three-year-old
Dave had once again shouldered his
way out the back door, only to find
he wasn’t tall enough to reach the
handle to get back in.

But this day he found Ted, 11,
fiddling with the screen door. In one
hand, his brother held a spool of
thread from their mother’s sewing
kit; in the other, a hammer and nails
from their father’s toolbox. Dave
watched as Ted unwound the thread
and hammered the empty spool into
the wooden screen door.

It dawned on Dave what Ted had
done. He had devised a makeshift
doorknob, about chest-high, for
Dave—an emblematic act of kind-
ness from his protective older sib-
ling. 

The Kaczynskis had moved to
Evergreen Park from Chicago’s
Back of the Yards neighborhood,
partly to escape the claustrophobia
and danger of urban life. The boys’
father, Ted “Turk” Kaczynski, was a
sausage maker who passed on his
love of the outdoors to his sons.

He and his wife, Wanda, also
wanted better schools for their sons.
Turk left high school to help his
parents during the Great Depres-
sion. He and Wanda put great value
on education. And both boys ex-
celled in school; each graduated
early from high school and went off
to the Ivy League.

When Ted was in 5th grade, a
school counselor gave him an IQ test
and he scored a 167, well into genius
territory. The counselor told Wanda
that he could be “another Einstein.”
In junior high, he was correcting
his algebra teacher. As he pro-
gressed academically, though, Ted
withdrew further into books, into
himself. His intelligence only exac-
erbated his lack of social skills. 

Dave revered Ted, but even at an
early age he recognized Ted’s ner-
vousness, his suspicion of people. In
a book Dave is writing, he recounts
asking his father as a young boy:
“Dad, what’s wrong with Ted?”

“How do you mean?” Turk said.
“I mean, he doesn’t have any

friends or anything,” Dave said. “He
doesn’t seem to like people.”

“Dave,” their father said, “you
have to understand that your broth-
er is very intelligent. He has differ-
ent interests from most of the other
boys and girls his age. But in a few
years he’ll go to college where he’ll
find people who are interested in the
same things he’s interested in. Some
day he’ll fall in love and get married
and have a family of his own. He’ll
find himself. He’ll be OK. You’ll
see.”

‘Dad, what’s wrong with Ted?’

‘He was all shut down’
II. Dave approached his older

brother in a storage room off
the factory’s main floor. He

wanted to be discreet.
“You better stop or I’m going to kick

your ass,” he recalled telling him. “I’ll fire
you if you don’t stop.”

In the summer of 1978, the Kaczynski
brothers found themselves at their par-
ents’ new home in Lombard—Dave after
graduating from college and working
various jobs in Montana, Ted after leav-
ing academia and establishing his moun-
tain retreat outside Lincoln, Mont.

Ted’s homecoming proved dark.
He started at the same foam-cutting

factory where his father and brother now
worked. He briefly dated a female su-
pervisor at the factory, but the woman cut
off the relationship after a few dates. Ted
responded by posting crude limericks
about her around the factory.

Dave, who worked part time as a night
supervisor, confronted Ted in the storage
room. It was a turning point in their rela-
tionship.

“He looked at me as a friend,” Dave
recalled, “and by the time I got done
speaking to him, he was all shut down.”

The next day, Ted walked up to the ma-
chine where Dave was working and posted
another insulting poem.

“Are you going to fire me now?” Ted
defiantly asked.

Heartbroken, Dave replied, “Yes, Ted.
Go home.”

Ted did, shutting himself in his room
for days. Dave worried he had forced some
sort of “psychological break.” Though
Wanda saw some of Ted’s symptoms as
possibly schizophrenic, this was a time
when little was known about mental ill-
ness and even less was discussed openly.

Ted eventually knocked on Dave’s bed-
room door and handed him a letter. “I’ll
show this to you, only on the condition
that you don’t discuss this with me,” Ted
said.

It was a note Ted intended to send to the
woman, explaining himself. It was an
apology of sorts, but it also contained the
disturbing claim that Ted was so enraged
that he had waited in the woman’s car
with a knife, planning to mutilate her. In
the end, Ted wrote, he couldn’t do it.

Attacking someone face-to-face proved
too much for him. Ted had already estab-
lished his method of violence just a few
weeks before: In May of 1978 he planted
his first bomb, which injured a North-
western University campus policeman
who later tried to open the package.
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