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  For the 48 daughters, sisters, and mothers whose names were known. And for the legion of ghosts whose bones still sanctify the riverbanks and the forest floor.

This book exists so their stolen lives are remembered, while the demon who took them is condemned to infamy. May their memory haunt the conscience of a world that let them be hunted.







  
    
      “I don’t want a live person. I’d rather have a dead one. They’re not going to talk back to you, they’re not going to move, and they’re not going to run away on you. You can do anything you want with them.”


    

    
      Gary Leon Ridgway
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  Preface



The book you are holding is a weapon. It is designed to shatter your sense of security, to infect your quiet moments, and to leave a permanent, chilling stain on your memory. This is not a story you will enjoy. It is a journey into an abyss of human filth so profound that it threatens to swallow you whole. If you are looking for a comfortable scare or a tidy mystery, I urge you, with all sincerity, to put this book down now and walk away.

There is no sanctuary in these pages.

I have made a deliberate choice in the telling of this story. You will find descriptions of cruelty so absolute, of violence so intimate and graphic, that they may sicken you. You will be forced to witness the unmaking of human beings, the clinical and remorseless process of turning a living soul into a thing of cold meat and bone. You will smell the decay in the damp woods of the Pacific Northwest. You will feel the clammy grip of the killer, hear the last, desperate rasp of air from his victims’ lungs, and you will be made to stand as a silent witness to the desecration that follows.

This is not sensationalism. It is a duty.

To sanitize the acts of Gary Leon Ridgway would be the final insult to the women he destroyed. His evil was not merely in the act of murder; it was in the prolonged and horrifying intimacy he sought with death itself. He was a necrophile. He did not just dump bodies; he posed them, revisited them, and had sex with their corpses until they were little more than skeletons held together by gristle and mud. To gloss over this truth, to shield you from the full, gruesome reality of his depravity, would be to lie. And in the face of such monstrousness, the only truth that matters is the one that is unvarnished and absolute.

Every act of violence, every detail of desecration, every cold, flat word from the killer’s mouth is drawn from the public record—from thousands of pages of police reports, from crime scene photographs, and from Ridgway’s own videotaped confessions. The horror is not of my invention. My only task has been to pull you down into it, to make you feel its weight, and to ensure you cannot look away.

This book is intended to crawl under your skin and fester. It is meant to haunt you long after you turn the final page, to make you listen a little more closely to the floorboards creaking in your home at night, to make you see the potential for a vacuum-sealed void behind a stranger’s ordinary eyes.

If you are brave enough to proceed, you will be rewarded not with peace, but with a different kind of horror in the end—a moment of impossible grace so profound it breaks the unbreakable. But to understand that light, you must first be willing to drown in the absolute darkness that precedes it.

You have been warned. The river is waiting.
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  Author’s Note: Confronting the Demon



The man at the center of this story, Gary Leon Ridgway, was not a fictional monster. He was a real person who walked our streets, worked a steady job, and attended church. He was also, by his own admission, a creature of profound evil, a demon in human skin whose cruelty knew no bounds. He did not just kill; he desecrated. He did not just take lives; he consumed souls, returning to the bodies of his victims for days, weeks, and sometimes years.

In writing this book, I have chosen not to look away. You will find descriptions within these pages that are intentionally graphic, gruesome, and bone-chilling. This is not for the sake of sensationalism. It is a deliberate choice to force the reader to confront the absolute reality of Ridgway’s evil. To sanitize his actions—the posing of his victims, the trophies he took, the necrophilia he committed with their corpses—would be an insult to the women he destroyed. To understand the story, you must witness the horror. You must smell the decay in the woods, feel the cold rain on the SeaTac Strip, and stare into the empty, emotionless eyes of the killer.

This narrative is built upon a foundation of fact: the meticulous work of the Green River Task Force, the heart-wrenching stories of the victims’ families, and Ridgway’s own flat, detached confessions. Every act of cruelty described herein is pulled from the public record.

But this story does not end in darkness. It ends with a moment of impossible grace. After wading through an ocean of gore and hatred, the narrative culminates in a Seattle courtroom, where a grieving father did the unthinkable. He forgave the animal that slaughtered his daughter. And in that moment, the unbreakable monster, a man who had shown no remorse for 48 murders, finally shattered.

This book is designed to disturb you. It is designed to make you feel unsafe, to make you understand that such evil can wear a mask of utter normalcy. But it is also designed to show that in the face of absolute depravity, the most powerful weapon is not hatred, but a love so radical it can bring a demon to its knees.

Proceed with caution. The river is deep, and it is full of bones.
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The Baptism of the Dead

August 12, 1982

The Green River, Kent, Washington

The sun of late summer was a liar. It filtered through the dense canopy of cottonwoods and maples, dappling the slow, green water with patterns of deceptive warmth. But the river itself was cold. It moved with a thick, syrupy languor, its surface choked with algae and fallen leaves, its depths hiding a cold that clung to the bone. The air was a suffocating soup of humidity, rotting vegetation, and the faint, greasy smell of diesel from the nearby I-5 bridge.

Two boys, no older than thirteen, had come to escape the oppressive heat of their suburban homes, their cheap inflatable rafts bumping against the muddy bank. Their laughter was a sharp, clean sound in the heavy air, a sound of innocence that had no place here. Not anymore.

One of them, chasing a loose oar, paddled toward a tangle of logs and debris jammed against the pilings of a small footbridge. He saw it first. A flash of unnatural white against the murky green and brown.

“Hey, look,” he called out, his voice echoing slightly under the bridge. “Someone threw away a mannequin.”

The other boy paddled closer. It did look like a store dummy, pale and strangely jointed, its limbs askew. One arm was hooked around a waterlogged branch, as if waving hello from a place of unimaginable stillness. As they drifted nearer, the current nudged the shape, turning it slowly.

A cloud of flies, iridescent green and black, lifted from the surface in a buzzing, furious swarm. And the smell hit them. Not just the river’s sour breath, but something else. Something overpoweringly sweet and putrid, a scent of ruined meat that bypassed the nose and settled directly in the pit of the stomach.

It wasn’t a mannequin.

The white form was human flesh, waterlogged and bleached to a ghostly pallor. Long, dark hair fanned out from a face submerged just below the surface, a dead halo of tangled silk. The body was naked, its skin puckered and marbled with the purple latticework of decay.

The boys stared, their laughter choked off, replaced by the ragged sound of their own panicked breathing. One of them puked over the side of his raft, the acidic splash a violent intrusion into the river’s slow rhythm. They scrambled backward, paddles digging frantically into the water, their cheap rafts suddenly feeling as fragile as eggshells. They didn’t scream until they hit the shore, and then they didn’t stop.

Detective Dave Reichert felt the oppressive heat the moment he stepped out of his patrol car. He was young, just thirty-one, but already a veteran of the King County Sheriff’s Office. He’d seen death in all its sordid forms: shotgun suicides, bar fights turned fatal, the mangled aftermath of highway wrecks. He thought he was hardened to it. He was wrong.

He followed the trail down to the riverbank, the air growing thicker, the sweet stench of decomposition more potent with every step. The scene was already cordoned off, a pocket of methodical police work carved into the chaotic wilderness.

The first body was still in the water, a sallow, obscene thing held in the river’s cold embrace. Reichert watched as two deputies waded in, their movements slow and respectful. When they lifted her, the water cascaded from the ruined flesh, and the full horror was revealed.

She was young. Her face was a bloated, featureless mask, her eyes and mouth swollen shut. But it was the neck that drew Reichert’s gaze. A deep, bruised furrow was carved into the flesh, a testament to the ligature that had squeezed the life from her. Around her neck, almost hidden in the grotesque swelling, was a tiny gold chain. A pathetic, final remnant of a life.

As they laid her on the gurney, her skin, slick with a bacterial sheen, slipped against the plastic. He saw the marks on her wrists, abrasions from a struggle or from bindings. But it was the rocks that made his blood run cold. Heavy, river-smoothed stones had been stuffed into the pockets of her jeans, a crude and hurried attempt to weigh her down, to condemn her to the river’s murky silence. This wasn’t a crime of passion. This was disposal. This was human garbage being taken out.

“Dave.”

Reichert turned. Another detective was pointing further downriver, his face grim. “The kids. They said they saw another one.”

A cold knot tightened in Reichert’s stomach. He followed, his boots squelching in the mud. Fifty yards downstream, caught in another snag of branches, was the second offering.

This one was worse. She had been in the water longer. The flesh on her face and torso had been gnawed at by crayfish and other river life, exposing glimpses of pale bone and tissue. The putrescence was so advanced that her body seemed to be dissolving back into the primordial filth from which it was being pulled. Like the first, she was naked from the waist up, her body a canvas of post-mortem trauma and violation.

Two girls. Both young. Both strangled. Both discarded in the same stretch of forgotten water.

Reichert stood on the bank, the humid air buzzing with flies and the quiet, urgent murmur of police radios. He looked from the two shrouded forms on the gurneys to the slow, indifferent green water. This wasn’t a dumping ground by accident. This was a chosen place. A place of convenience. A place a predator could visit again and again.

He could already feel the shape of the monster who did this. A man who knew these backwaters. A man who hunted along the nearby SeaTac Strip, that river of lost girls and desperate souls. A man who saw these women not as people, but as things. Objects to be used, broken, and then thrown away where they would never be found. He strangled them. He had to watch the life drain from their eyes, feel their last breath against his skin. It was intimate. It was about power. Absolute, soul-crushing power.

This was a baptism. The river was consecrating them into an unholy sisterhood of the dead.

And as Dave Reichert stared into the murky water, a name formed in his mind, a title for the unseen, faceless demon they would now have to hunt.

The Green River Killer.

He didn’t know then that this was just the beginning. He didn’t know that the river had only begun to give up its dead, and that for the next twenty years, this case would become his life, his obsession, his own personal tour of hell. He only knew that a monster of unimaginable cruelty was out there, moving silently through the rain-slicked streets of his county.

And he was just getting started.
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The first thing he knew was the shame. It was a physical presence, a cold, clammy dampness that soaked through the sheets and into the thin mattress of his bed. The smell came next, a sour, acrid stench of stale urine that clung to his pajamas and filled the small, dark room. He would lie there in the cold pool of his own failure, his heart thumping a panicked rhythm against his ribs, praying for a morning that would never come, a morning where he hadn’t done it again.

But the prayer was always in vain.

The door would open without a knock, and she would be there, a silhouette against the hallway light. His mother. Mary. She never yelled. Yelling was a release, a messy explosion of emotion. Mary was clean, cold, and brutally efficient. Her face, framed by tightly curled hair, would be a mask of weary disgust, her lips a thin, bloodless line.

“Gary,” she would say, her voice as flat and hard as a slab of concrete. “Get up.”

This was the ritual. This was the humiliation.

He would stand, shivering in his wet pajamas, his eyes fixed on the floorboards as she stripped the bed with brisk, angry movements, balling up the soiled sheets as if holding a toxic specimen. Then came her command, the words that twisted something deep inside him, knotting his shame and his burgeoning sexuality into a grotesque, inseparable braid.

“Come here.”

She would lead him to the bathroom, the linoleum cold beneath his bare feet. She would turn on the faucet, the water hissing as it filled the basin. And then, with the same detached efficiency she used to scrub a dirty pot, she would begin to wash him. But this was no mother’s tender cleaning. Her fingers were like steel hooks, her nails digging into his soft flesh as she scrubbed him raw. Her hand, slick with soap, would work its way down his stomach, past his navel, and then she would grip his small, flaccid penis.

He was a bedwetter, an idiot with a low IQ who couldn’t even control his own bladder. This was his punishment. She would scrub and scrub, her touch a violation that was neither gentle nor overtly violent, but something far worse: clinical. It was a task to be completed. As she washed him, she would whisper, her voice a venomous hiss in his ear.

“Disgusting. You are a disgusting boy. Filthy. Why can’t you be clean?”

And in those moments, something terrible was happening. In the cold, sterile bathroom, under the merciless glare of the bare bulb, his small body began to betray him. Amidst the shame and the cold terror, another feeling began to stir. A warmth, an awakening in the very place she was punishing. A prickle of sensation that was horrifyingly, sickeningly, pleasant.

He felt the stiffening of his own flesh against her methodical, soapy grip.

His breath hitched. He squeezed his eyes shut, praying she wouldn’t notice, praying this new, monstrous betrayal would recede. But it wouldn’t. It grew, a defiant flagpole of flesh rising from a swamp of humiliation. His mother’s whispers continued, a litany of his filthiness, but now they mixed with the frantic thumping of his own heart, a drumbeat for this grotesque new feeling.

He hated her. Oh, how he hated her. He hated her cold hands, her dead eyes, the smell of her stale cigarette breath. He hated her for making him feel small and dirty. And now, he hated her for this. For making his body do this. The hate was a pure, clean thing in the middle of all the confusion. It was a fire that burned away the shame, leaving something harder and more dangerous in its place.

He opened his eyes and looked at her. Really looked at her. Not as his mother, but as a thing. A woman, standing over him, touching him in this secret, ugly way. A word he’d heard older boys whisper on the playground, a word full of spit and contempt, bubbled up in his mind. He didn’t fully grasp its meaning, only its power as an insult, its connection to dirty, available women.

Whore.

The thought was a thunderclap in the silence of his skull. She was a whore. This is what whores did. They touched you and made you feel this strange, shameful fire. They had power, and they used it to make you feel disgusting.

She stopped scrubbing.

She had noticed.

Her hand pulled away from him as if his flesh had become white-hot. She looked down at his pathetic, involuntary erection, and her expression changed. The weary disgust curdled into something far worse: a look of utter revulsion, as if she had just discovered a slug crawling on her eyeball. She didn’t see a confused, abused little boy. She saw a tiny, malformed pervert. She saw a monster in miniature.

“You,” she breathed, the single word carrying the weight of a final judgment. “Are sick.”

She grabbed a rough towel and dried him with brutal, punishing scrapes, then shoved him out of the bathroom, slamming the door behind him. He was left shivering in the hallway, cold, damp, and utterly alone, the ghost of her touch and the heat of his own shame still burning on his skin.

That night, lying in his now-clean but forever-tainted bed, Gary Ridgway learned the central, defining lesson of his life. He learned that intimacy was inseparable from humiliation. He learned that a woman’s touch was an act of violation. He learned that his own sexual response was a source of profound filth and disgust. And he learned that the only clean feeling in the world was the pure, hot flame of hatred he felt for the woman who had taught him these things.

He lay awake for hours, the rage a comforting blanket. He began to retreat into his own mind, a place where he wasn’t weak and shivering. In this new, private world, he wasn’t the one being touched. He was the one in control. The women in his head were the ones who were weak, the ones who were filthy. They were all whores, just like his mother. And in the darkness of his room, the boy who couldn’t control his own bladder began to fantasize about what he would do to them. He would make them pay for the shame. He would punish them for their filth. He would have them, control them, and then, when he was done, he would wash his hands of them, leaving them as cold and still as his mother’s heart.

The first seeds of the Green River Killer were planted not in the woods or along the rain-slicked highways of the SeaTac Strip, but right here, in the cold, sterile bathroom of his own home, in a puddle of urine, shame, and a mother’s cruelest touch. The monster was being meticulously assembled, piece by gruesome piece.
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The shame followed him to school. It was a greasy film on his skin, a foul taste in his mouth. He was “Stupid Gary,” the boy who stared at his shoes when the teacher asked a question, the words tangling in his throat like weeds. His mind was a slow, muddy river, and the other children’s minds were quick, darting fish. They laughed, their mockery a spray of sharp pebbles against his face. He felt their eyes on him, knew they were thinking the same things his mother whispered in the dark: Filthy. Disgusting. Stupid.

His rage had no outlet. It was a buildup of pressure behind a faulty dam, seeking a crack. He found one on a drizzly Tuesday afternoon, behind the bleachers of the school playground.

A stray cat, ribs showing and fur matted with grime, was huddled there, shivering. It looked at him with wary, yellow eyes. Most children might have felt a pang of pity. Gary felt a flicker of recognition. It was a creature of the filth, just like him. Weak. Alone.

He crouched, extending a hand, making a soft, cooing sound he’d heard others make. It was a lie, a mask of gentleness he was already learning to wear. The cat, desperate for warmth or a morsel of food, hesitated, then took a tentative step forward. It rubbed its emaciated body against his leg, a low, rasping purr vibrating through his jeans.

Gary’s hand, which had been poised to pet it, suddenly closed into a fist, grabbing a fistful of scruff. The cat’s purr turned into a strangled, panicked shriek. He lifted it, its small body squirming, its claws unsheathed and scratching frantically at his wrist, leaving thin, red lines. The pain was a distant, unimportant fact.

He carried it into the woods bordering the schoolyard, the cat’s terror a palpable, thrilling current running up his arm. He was in control. This creature’s life, its fear, its pain—it all belonged to him now. The shame that had clung to him all day began to recede, burned away by this new, cold fire.

He found a clearing, a place of damp earth and rotting leaves. He threw the cat to the ground. It tried to scramble away, but its back leg was twisted at an odd angle. He’d already broken it. A feeling of profound satisfaction, clean and pure, washed over him. This was better than the fantasies. This was real.

He cornered the whimpering animal against the base of a large oak tree. It hissed, its back arched, its yellow eyes wide with a terror he drank in like water. He didn’t use his hands this time. He drew back his foot and kicked it, a hard, solid impact. He felt the sickening crunch of its small ribs through the sole of his shoe. The cat let out a gurgling cry and collapsed, a tremor running through its broken body.

But it was still breathing. Still alive. Still feeling.

Gary knelt beside it, his face inches from its own. He wasn’t angry anymore. He was curious. He was a scientist examining a specimen. He wanted to see the exact moment the life went out. He placed his hands around its tiny neck, his thumbs pressing into its windpipe. The cat’s body convulsed, its tiny heart hammering against his palm. He watched its eyes, saw the yellow fire dim, saw the light drain away until they were just dull, glassy orbs.

He held on long after the struggling stopped, just to be sure. The body went limp, a warm, furry sack of broken bones and silenced terror.

He had done it. He had taken a life. He had held it in his hands and squeezed it out. He felt nothing. No remorse, no guilt. Only a quiet, clean emptiness. The rage was gone, sated. He had taken all the humiliation and fear inside himself and poured it into this small, dead thing.

He was in control.

The feeling lasted for a week. But like a drug, the effect began to fade, and the old shame, the old powerlessness, crept back in. He needed more. He needed a stronger dose.

He found it in the form of a six-year-old boy from the neighborhood named Johnny.

It was a Saturday. Gary was sixteen, wandering the same woods where he’d killed the cat, a small paring knife stolen from his mother’s kitchen tucked into his pocket. The knife felt good. Solid. Real. Johnny was playing near a creek, throwing rocks into the water. He was small, with bright red hair and a trusting, stupid smile. He reminded Gary of himself, but a version that had never been touched by filth. A version that deserved to be.

“Whatcha doin’?” Johnny asked, his voice high and chirpy.

“Nothing,” Gary mumbled.

“Wanna see me skip rocks?” The boy beamed, proud of his small skill. He skipped a flat stone across the water. One. Two. Three skips.

A wave of pure, undiluted hatred washed over Gary. This boy’s innocence, his simple, unearned joy—it was an insult. A mockery of Gary’s own miserable existence. This boy had a mother who probably didn’t scrub him like a piece of diseased meat. This boy didn’t lie awake in a pool of his own piss.

“That’s stupid,” Gary said, his voice flat.

Johnny’s face fell. “No, it’s not.”

“Yeah, it is. You’re stupid.”

The boy’s lip trembled. “I’m telling my mom you’re mean.”

And that was it. The mention of a mother. The threat of being reported, of being shamed again. The dam of Gary’s rage didn’t just crack; it exploded.

In one fluid motion, he pulled the paring knife from his pocket. The sun glinted off the cheap steel blade. Johnny’s eyes widened, his face a mask of sudden, incomprehensible terror. He looked just like the cat.

Gary lunged.

He didn’t aim for the chest or the throat. His movements were clumsy, fueled by raw fury, not skill. He drove the knife into the little boy’s side, just above his hip. It was harder than he expected. There was a moment of resistance, a tough yielding of skin and muscle, and then a sickening, wet puncture as the blade sank in.

Johnny let out a high, piercing shriek that was not human. It was the sound of an animal caught in a steel trap. He staggered back, his hands flying to his side, his eyes wide with a pain and shock so profound it seemed to eclipse the sun. When he pulled his hands away, they were slick with blood. Bright, brilliant crimson soaked through his little t-shirt, a blooming flower of violence.

Gary stared at the blood. His blood. He had put it there. He had opened up this clean, innocent thing and made it bleed.

The boy, clutching his side, turned and ran, stumbling through the woods, screaming, “Mommy! Mommy!”

Gary didn’t chase him. He stood perfectly still, his heart hammering not with fear, but with a triumphant, ecstatic power. He looked at the knife in his hand. It was wet, glistening with Johnny’s blood. He had done it. He had stabbed a person. He had hurt someone in the real world, someone who could talk and scream and tell.

A cold, exhilarating calm washed over him. This was the cure. This was the ultimate release. He had taken his pain and made it someone else’s.

Slowly, methodically, he walked to the creek. He knelt by the water, the same water the boy had been happily playing in moments before. He plunged the knife into the cold stream, watching as the blood swirled away from the blade in pink clouds, dissolving into nothingness. He washed his hands, scrubbing away the evidence, just as his mother had scrubbed away his shame.

But this time, he was the one in control. And as he walked out of the woods, the paring knife clean and cool in his pocket, Gary Ridgway knew, with the certainty of a religious revelation, that he had found his true calling. He was not meant to be a victim. He was meant to be the one who held the knife.
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The noise was a physical wall. A percussive, unending roar of compressed air hissing, of impact wrenches screaming, of heavy chains clanking against steel. The air itself was thick, a chemical soup you could taste on your tongue—the sharp, sterile bite of acetone and the cloying, sweet smell of urethane primer. This was the Kenworth truck plant in Renton, a cavernous cathedral of industry where men were dwarfed by machines, their individual identities dissolving into the larger, deafening process of creation.

And in this din, Gary Ridgway found his sanctuary.

For eight, sometimes ten hours a day, he was a ghost in the machine. A small, unassuming man with a high-pitched voice and a mustache that seemed to absorb all expression. His job was to paint truck parts. It was a task of meticulous, repetitive precision. He would take a raw, metal cab frame, wipe it down with solvent until it was surgically clean, and then, with a professional-grade spray gun, coat it in a perfect, even layer of grey primer.

His hands, the same hands that had squeezed the life from a cat and plunged a knife into a child, were remarkably steady. His movements were economical, practiced, his eyes scanning for any imperfection—a drip, a sag, an “orange peel” texture in the paint. He was good at his job. Not exceptional, not ambitious, just… competent. Reliable. Invisible.

“Hey, Gary, you catch the game last night?” a beefy coworker named Frank shouted over the scream of a grinder, his words barely piercing the noise.

Gary looked up from his work, his face a blank mask behind his respirator. He pulled the mask down. “Nah. Fell asleep,” he said, his voice a reedy counterpoint to the factory’s bass rumble.

“Seahawks blew it. Same old story,” Frank grumbled, shaking his head as he moved on to his own task.

Gary nodded, a gesture of shared, meaningless commiseration. He watched Frank walk away. He saw the man’s broad back, the confidence in his stride. Frank had a life, a wife who probably wasn’t a whore, kids who didn’t piss the bed. He was a normal man. And in that moment, the noise of the factory faded inside Gary’s head, replaced by a different kind of sound. A wet, soft sound. The sound of a body being dragged through damp leaves.

He pulled the respirator back over his face, the rubber seal cool against his skin. The chemical smell flooded his senses, but he was no longer in Renton. He was in the woods. He was thinking about the ones on The Strip. Whores. He thought of them in their cheap, tight clothes, their faces painted like clowns, their eyes holding a weary, desperate invitation. They were all the same. They were all his mother. They were all garbage waiting to be taken out.

The bell shrieked, announcing the lunch break. The roar of the machinery wound down, leaving a ringing silence in its wake. Men streamed toward the break room, pulling out metal lunch boxes, their conversation loud and boisterous now that they could hear themselves think.

Gary didn’t follow them.

The lunch break was his. It was a sacred, thirty-minute window of freedom. He walked out to the sprawling employee parking lot, to his dusty Ford pickup truck. The truck was his true workspace, his mobile hunting blind. The cab smelled of stale coffee, cheap air freshener, and something else… a faint, metallic tang he sometimes thought he could detect, the ghost of old fear.

He didn’t drive toward the diners or fast-food joints. He drove away from them, toward the forgotten service roads and industrial cul-de-sacs that spiderwebbed around the factory districts and bordered the untamed woods. These were the grey areas, the places that weren’t on the way to anywhere important.












OEBPS/49a495a92fe63bd251739cd9515a50da1bee217e_smallRaw.jpg
ot

RIVER OF
' BONES

d

" THE GRUESOME TRUE STORY
' OF GARY RIDGWAY'S REIGN OF

o'

ADAM H.S. STONE






OEBPS/images/49a495a92fe63bd251739cd9515a50da1bee217e_smallRaw.jpg
ot

RIVER OF
' BONES

d

" THE GRUESOME TRUE STORY
' OF GARY RIDGWAY'S REIGN OF

o'

ADAM H.S. STONE






