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Introduction

          I recently retired my position as detective from our local sheriff’s 

office.  When I discovered Zodiac’s identity and conducted research for this 

book, I only used what was available to the public via the World Wide Web.  

I did not have any access to the official records in these cases nor did I

consult with any investigators.

I am neither an expert on the Zodiac nor am I one on the suspect.  

Ironically though, this may have given me an advantage as often investigators 

who are immersed in a case get “tunnel vision.”  This has certainly happened 

to me before and can distract the most seasoned and well-intended of 

detectives.  

I did not go into great detail about the crime scenes or the victims as

there already exists a plethora of great books and online resources that cover

the subject matter



thoroughly.  I will provide links to such eventually on my website: 

www.zodiacsettlingthescore.com.

I chose to release the unedited “raw” version of this book now because

the publishing process takes months.  I firmly felt that any official inquiry

should take precedence.  I hope that you will take such into consideration as

you read on and forgive any areas of the book that would have been more

polished had time constraints not have been a concern.  My primary objective 

was to present a strong circumstantial case and not linger on the literary frills

or the graphics.

I wanted to make this information available to the respective agencies

and give their investigators a “heads-up” prior to the commercial publication 

of this book.  There is still a possibility a confession can be obtained in this 

case, as the Zodiac is still living!  As I am a citizen now, no pun intended, I

will leave the police work to the officials and wish them happy “hunting.”

http://www.zodiacsettlingthescore.com


Warning:  This book contains graphic and disturbing descriptions of crime

and is intended for a mature audience due to violent and sexual content.

Parents please be strongly advised.
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Chapter One: Newton’s Apple

            Close your eyes.  That’s what I told myself but my sluggish lids did
not react in time.  The projected image beamed through the ill-lit room.  My 
first reaction was rather absurd.  This depraved killer used my spring of
repose as his torture chamber and it bothered me.  A way of coping, I 
suppose.  More important were those poor girls; face down, lifeless, and
floating… their buttocks exposed.  He left them that way to shock whoever
was unfortunate enough to find them in that heated coffin.  I’ll never be able
to completely scrub the image from my mind.  

After the instructor finished his morbid slide show, we broke for lunch.
I always dreaded attending schools out of town because I was forced to dine
out. My co-workers were always mystified why I ate lunch at my desk but I
always felt when out in public I had to be “on,” especially in uniform.  Even in
plain clothes, the gun and badge always drew attention, leaving my eyes busy
and my body tense.  

This particular day was no exception and being out-ranked, I had no
choice of venue.  My lieutenant and a sergeant conspired to select a barbecue 
joint down the street.  It was a hole.  There were five-gallon buckets packed
with raw chicken on the debris littered floor. I purchased a meal to be polite,
but could not get much down.  I kept gagging at the sight of that nasty poultry
piled high in the vessel that should be reserved for paint.  I’m up for all types
of cuisine, but dirty kitchens give me the heebie jeebies.

I was relieved to get back to the classroom and away from those foul
aromas at the pit.  I sat in the back row with my lieutenant, Joe, to my left and
Max, a forensic tech, to my right.



I enjoyed being around Joe who made me belly laugh often.  He has
more of an Irish look than his Italian genes should have provided. Joe has a
youthful face, one that I can not imagine ever aging. The lieutenant is an
expert in eighties trivia and could quickly quash any fool dumb enough to
challenge him on the subject.

Max shared my vision for a cold case unit.  She specialized in
archaeological excavations and we bonded over the exhumation of a missing 
female I located years earlier.  Everyone at the agency was shocked at the
first appearance of a skull from that shallow grave.  

I sent Joe a text message during the lecture to activate his phone. He
had an annoying choo-choo ringtone and he often forgot to put his device on
vibrate after lunch.  I didn’t know at the time trains would eerily be a part of
one of the presentations and a source of added jokes at the lieutenant’s
expense.  Max and I tried to hide our tittering from the instructor as Joe
struggled to find the mute button on his agency provided iPhone.  After days 
of viewing grisly images, we needed a good chuckle to lighten the mood.      

About an hour into it, a special agent took the podium and started his 
power point presentation on a serial killer.  I had no way of knowing in that 
moment, that his presentation would alter the course of my future.

I was daydreaming in the beginning, not because the topic wasn’t
interesting but because I had already seen a lengthy documentary on this
particular serial killer so my mind couldn’t help but wander. I was indulging
in my usual fantasy: running a cold-case unit at my department. I was direct 
about my ambitions at first but learned over the years not everyone at the 
agency shared my ideas.  I had turned my thoughts to more manipulative 
methods, more of those employed by soap opera divas.  None of my schemes 



seemed plausible so I comforted myself with the notion that my lieutenant’s
attendance at the school could forward the cause.

My gurgling stomach shifted my thoughts towards dinner as I twirled
my long curls to pass the time.  I was torn between Cornish hens and London
broil when the agent’s voice broke inside: “Did this serial killer commit the
most recent murders and change his M.O.?”

The question hit me like Newton’s Apple and in that moment I felt
certain I knew the identity of one of the world’s most infamous and elusory
serial killers, the Zodiac.
 

 

 


